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THE LIFE OF 3WIFT. 


Tat life, writings, and charaéter of Swirt, have fuccefively employed the refearches, exercifed the 
ftridtures, and exhaufted the praifes of Mrs. Pilkington, the Earl of Orrery, Deane Swift, Efq. Dr.. 
Delany, Dr. Hawkefworth, Dr. Johnion, and George-Monk Berkeley, Efq. Their feveral publi-. 
cations, which place his charadter in very different, and often oppofite points of light, have occafioned. 
great diverfity in the judgments formed of them by the world, according to the different degrees of 
prejudice or candour ia their feveral readers. On an attentive perufal, it will be found, that the; 
narrations of Lord Orrery, Dr. Hawkefworth, Dr. Johnfon, and Mr, Sheridan, enticle them to the: 
exclufive appellation of his biographers. Dr. Delany, Mr. Swift, Mr. Berkeley, and Mrs. Pilking- 
ton, come under a different defcription. The three former muft be confidered as his apologifts, | 
and the latter as a retailer of entertaining anecdotes. ‘Thefe are the feveral fources from which the. 
facts flated in the prefent account are chiefly derived. Some particulars of his early life are taken, 
from the Anecdotes of the Family uf Swift, a fragment, written by himfclf, which now exifte in his 
own hand-writing, in the Univerfity Library of Dublin. ‘ 
Jonathan Swift was, according to the account written by himfelf, the fon of Mr, Jonathan Swift, 
an attorney, and was horn in Hocy’s-Court, in the parith of St. Werburgh, Dublin, on the 3oth 
of November, 1667. He was defeended from a younger branch of an ancient family of that name. 
in Yorkfhire. His grandfather, the Rey. Thomas Swift, was Vicar of Goodrich in Herefordhhire, 
and married Elizabeth Dryden, awit of the great poct, by whom he had ten fons and three or four, 
daughters. He died’ in 1658; and, of his fons, fix furvived him, Godwin, Thomas, Dryden, Wile 
Kiam, Jonathan, and Adam. ; 
‘Thomas was bred at Oxiard, and took orders: he married the eldeft daughter of .Davenant, and, 
deft an only fon, ‘fhomas, who died re@tor of Puttenham in Surrey, May 1752, in the 87th year... 
~of his age. Godwin ftudied the law, in the Inucr-'Vemple, and was called to the bar before the.’ 
Reftoration, He had four wives, one of whom was a relation to the old Marchionefs of Ormond» © 
. and, upon that account, the old Duke of Ormond made him his Attorney-Gencral, in the, palatinate, 
of Tipperary. He left feveral children, who obtained cflates. William, Dryden, Jonathan, and, 
_ Adam, were attorneys, who all lived and died in Ireland; but none of them left male iffue except. 
Jonathan, the father of Swift. 

Jonathan, at the age of twenty-three, married Abigail Erick, defcended from an anciept family 
of that name in Leicefterthire, but with little or no fortune. He dicd young, in about two years, 
after his marriage, feven weeks before the birth of his only fon ; and, as he was but ju&t beginning. é 
the world, left his widow and an infant daughter to the care of his brother Godwin. 

When Swift was a year ald, his nurfe, who was a native of Whitehaven, finding it neceflary to | 
vilit a fick relation, and being extremely fond of the infant, ftole him on fhipboard, unknown to 
his mother and uncle, and carried him with her to Whitehaven, where he continued for almofh 
three years ; for, when the matter was difcovered, his mother fent orders not.to hazard a fecond 
voyage till he fhould be better able to bear it. | The nurfe was fo careful of him, that, before he re= 
turned, he had learned to f{pell, and, before he was five years ald, be could read. any ghapter in 
the Bible. 

His mother, about two years after his father’s death, quitted the family of his uncle Godwin, and 
retired to Leicefter, where the was chicfly fupported by prefents and contributions fram her relations. 

The infancy of Swift paffed without any marks of diftin@ion. At the age of fix he was fent to 
the School of Kilkenny, and, at fourteen, admitted into the Univerfity of Dublin, The expence of 
his education was defrayed by his uncle Godwin, who, having a numerous offspring, by four wives, 
was under the neceflity of reducing his allowance as low as poflible. 

His other relations fecmed at that time to think that their afGiftance was not neceflary, fo that ha 
‘was obliged to make the bet thift he could with the fmall pittance afforded by his uncle; who was 
fuppofed by him, as well as by the ref of the world, to be in circumitances that might have afforded 
4 much more liberal allowance, without 

‘This fuppofition made fo deepan im 





judice to his own family. 
on ou kim, that he never afterwards could think witiy 
. a ij 
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“tpatience of his pncle aie nor could heartily feagires the neglect ihown him during. that time ‘byt 


his ather relations. 


Daring his refidence at College, he lived with great sega and due obfervance of the flatutes,, 
but he was fo difcouraged and {unk in his {pirits, by the ill treatment of his relations, that he could + 


» net hear to give the neceffary application to the more dry parts of the academic fludies, for which 


he had indeed naturally no great relifh ; and pafied his time chiefly in reading books of hiftory and 


. poetry, which were better inited to lise calte, and more calculated to relieve the troubles of his mind. 


“¥n contequence of ¢ 





s, when the time came for his taking the degree of Bachelor of Arte; he was 
opped, as he hi expreffes it, “ tor dulnefs and infufficiency,” and at laft hardly admitted, m a 
d, as Ke hungelf pref dulnefs and infufficiency,” and at laft hardly admitted, 


_ manner. Httle to his credit, as it was inferted in the College regifter that he obtained it fpeciali graw “ 


vmade public. 


tia, by Special favour ; where i: fil! remains upon record, 

He remained in the College near three years after this difgrace, not through choice, but neceffity, 
little known or regarded. By fcholers he was cfteemed a blockhead; and, as the lownefs of his 
dircumftances world not permit him to keep covapary of an equal rank, upon an eqnal footing, he 
tcorned to aflociate with thofe of a lower clafs, or to be ob.iged to thofe of a higher: 

* Shame, however, had its proper effed in producing reformation; for he rcfolyed, from that time, 
to fludy eight hours a- day, and he continued his induftry for feven years, with what improvement 
is generally known. 

"At this time the force of his genius broke out, im the firft rude draught of the Yale of a Tub, write 
ten by him at the age ‘of ninetecn, though communicated to nobody bat his chamber-fellow Mr. 
‘Waryng, the brother of the lady who received his juvenile addrefles, and with whom he corref& 
ponded: with all “the romantic ardour attending a fir paflion, under the whimfical name of Varina, 
’ Soon after, his uncle Godwin was feized with a lethargy, and the broken ftate of his affairs was 
He now loft even the poor Support that he had before; but his uncle William fup- 
plied the place of Godwin to him, though not in a more liberal way, which could not be expected 
from his circumflances, yet with fo much better a grace as engaged his gratitude afterwards. 

His coufin Willoughby Swift, eldeft fon of his uncle Godwin, hearing of his father’s unhappy> 


+ ‘eitcumftances, and reflecting that Swift’s deftitute fituation demanded immediate relief, fent him a 


prefent of a larger fum than ever he had been mafter of before. 

‘This was the firft time that his difpofition was tried with regard to the management of money} 
and he faid, that the refleGtion of his conftant fufferings through the want of it, madg him nur it 
fo well, that he was never afterwards without fome in his purfe. 

In 1688, when he was about one-and-twenty, he went to confult his mother, who lived at Leis 
cefter, about the future courfe of his Hie; and, by her direction, folizited the advice and patronage 
of Sir. William Temple, who had married one of her relations, and whofe futher, Sir john Temple, 
‘Mafter of the Rolls in Ireland, had lived in great familiarity of friendship with his uncle Godwin, 
hy whom he had been till that time maintained. 

Sir William Tezple, who then refided at Shene, received him cheerfully inte his houfe, and 
treated him with that hofpitable kindnefs to which family conneétions and his unfortunate Situation 
gave him adouble claim. On a nearer acquaintance, his kindnefs to him was increafed from motives 
of perfonal regard, and he took upon him the direction and faperintendence of his ftudies, in which. 


he found ‘his progrefs was far from being fo great as might bave been expected from bis courfe of 
education and timé of life. 








During his refiderce at Shene, he became known to King William, who fometimes vifited Sir 
‘Witam ‘Temple when he was difabled by the gout; and, being attended by Swift in the garden, 
Showed him how to cut afparagus in the Dutch way. King William expreffed hie kindnefs to Swift 
by offering to make him a Captain of Horfe; but Swift appears to have fixed his mind very early 
n an ecclefiafticel life; and, it is therefore ‘probable, that, upon declining this offer, he obtained, 
promife of preferment in the church, for, in a letter to his uncle William, dated 1692, be fays, “ 
zm not to take orders till the King gives me a Prebend.”” 

When Sir William Temple removed to Moor-Park, after the fettlement of the government, be 
took Swift with him, and detained him two years, as his friend and domeftic companion. _ 

Being much opprefied by an illnefs which he contracted in Ireland by a furfeit of fruit, 


that brought on a coldneis of fomach and giddinefs, with deafuefs, he was advifed to try his 
native air. and went tu Ireland: but, fi: 





* worfe there, he foon retursed to. 
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Moor-Park, where he continued his ftudies, upon the abatement of his illnefs, which, with itregular 
intermiffions, purfued him thrpugh life, and at lait fent hint to the grave deprived of reafon. 

He thought exercife of great neceffity, and nfed to run up acd down a hill about half a mile frotis 
the houfe, every two hours, and the diftance backwards and forwards, in about fix minutes. , 

He now ftood high in Sir William Temple's efeem, though he had written nothiag that could 

give him a very high idea of his genius, except the Tale of 2 Tub, which le revifed and corre@ed 
* about this time, and probably fhowed to h: 

He tried his ftrength only in Pixdaric Odes to the King, to Sir William Temple, and to the “ Athe« 
nian Soch:ty,” in which, though there appeared foi vigour of mind, and efforts of an uncont- 
mon genius, yet it was apparent that it was vigour improperly exerted, dnd the efforts of a geniue 
mifapplied. The fentiments were ftrained and crowded, and the numbers irregular and harfhi 

When Sir William Temple was confulted by the Earl of Portland abont the exbedience of coms 
plying with a bil] then depending for making parliaments tricnnial, he feut Swift to Kenfington 
with the whole account in writing, to convince the King and the Karl that the propolal involved 
nothing dangerous to royal power. But the predetermiration of the king made his arguments, and 
his art of difplaying them, totally ineffedtua! ; and the meafure was rejected : 

The confequence of this wrong ftep in his Majefty, he obferves, was very unhappy ; for although | 
it be held a part of the King’s prerogative to refufe paiting a bill, yet the karned in the law think 
otherwife, frorn that expreffion ufed at the coronation, whetein the Prince obligcth himfelf to cons 
fent to all laws, guas oulgus elegerit. 

In this fituation Switt continued, till applying clofe to his Rudies, till 1692, when he went 
fo Oxford to take his degree of Matter of Arts. In the teftinionisl which he produced from the 

- Univerfity of Dubliti, the words of difgiace were omitted, probably by the influence of his uncle 
‘William. He was admitted ad ewndsz June 14. and took his Mafter’s degree July sth 1692; with 
fuch reception and regard as fully contented him. : 

From Oxford he returned to Moor-Park, where he remained two years longer. in expectation of 
getting fome preferment through Sir William T'emple’s intereft with the King, which he had pros 
mifed to exert in his favour; and, in this time, he affifted him in the revifal and correétion of 
his writings, and added the digrofiors to the Tale of a Tub. 

At length, quite wearied out with fruitle{s expectation, he detzrmined to leave Sit William Temple, 
and to take his chance in the world. When this refolution ¥/as made knowi to Sir William, he res 
ceived it with ardent marke of difpleafure ; but, that he might feemt to fulfil his promife, he offered, 
him an employment then vacant, ia the office of the rolls in Ireland, of about 100 L. a-year, Swift, 
with great readinefs and fpirit, replied, “ that fince he had now an opportunity of living without 
being driven intu the church for a maintenagee, he was refolved to go to Ireland to take holy or+ 
ders ;”” and fo he went away in difcontent. r 
_ While he lived at Moor-Park, he ufed to pzy his mother at Leicefter an yearly vifit. He travel- 
Jed on foot, unlefs the violence of the weather drove him into a waggon ; he dined at obfeure ales 
houfes, among pediars and oftlers; aad at night, he would go to a renny lodging, where he Pron 
cured clean fheets fot fixpence. This practice fame have afcribed to avarice; atid others, perhaps 
with mote probability; to his defire of furveying himan life through all its varieties, 

He went over to Ireland, arid was ordained in Scptember 1694. He had at firftno higher views. 
in the church than the Chaplainfhip to the Fa@ory at Lifboa; but being recommended to Lord 
Capel, then Lord Deputy of Itcland, he obtained the Prebend of Kilroor, ii: the diocefe of Connor, of 
about tool, a-year, 

800n after, upon receiving a letter from Sir William Tenple, with an invitation to Moor‘Park, 
he refigned his living to a poor curate who had only 401. a-year, for the maiatenance of 4 very” 
numerous family of children, and returned to England. _ ; 

The circuinftances attending this act of benevolence ate well deferibed by Mr. Sheridan; and the 
following refleétion on the * exquifite pleafure” which it affarded the heatt of Swit, is fingularly - 
Lappy, both for the thought and the expreflion: “ Nor is this to be wondered at, fince it was the 
fir opportunity he ever had of letting loofe that fpirit of generofity and bencvolence, whofe greata 
nefs and vigour, when pent up in his wa brealt by poverty and dependence, ferved only a3 an evil 
Fpirit to torment him,” 
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"Lhe editor ‘of the late edition of the « Tatler,”” has afcribed his leaving Kilfoot fo no lefs a erithé 
than an attempt to commit a rape. This ridiculous charge is refuted by Mr. Berkeley, with a mix- 
ture of contempt and indignation which it well deferves. It has alfo been contradi@ed in the 
* Gentleman’s Magazine,” by the perfon on whofe authority it was refted; and is too palpably-ab- 
{ard to be credited, even by thofe who may meet with the accufation without feeing the defence. 

: He arrived at Moor-Park, in 1695, with fourfcore pounds in his pocket, after fomewhat more 
than a year’s abfence. The infirmities of Sir William ‘Temple made him mote neceffary than ever ;~ 
and having, perhaps, equally repented their {eparation, they lived on together with mutual fatisfac+ 
tom In the four years that paffed between his return and Sir William ‘Temple's death, he wad 
* fully and ufefully employed. He took upon himfelf the office of Preceptor to his niece, teaching, 
her Englith, and direéting her in a proper courfe of reading. At the fame time, Mifs Johnfon, 
daughter of his teward, afterwards fo well known by the name of Stella, partook of the benefit of 
the fame inftru@ion. She was at that time about fourteen ycars of age, beautiful in her perfon, ard 
poffeffed of fuch fine talents as made Swift take great delight in cultivating and improving her 
mind. .At this time too he wrote the Battle of the Books, in honour of his great and learned friend, 

In 1699, Sir William Temple died, and left a Jegacy, with his nianufcripts, to Swift; for whore 
he had obtained from King William a promife of the firft prebend that fhould be vacant at Weft- 
minfter or Canterbury. , 

Upon the death of his patron, ke removed to London, and foon after dedicated to the King thé 
pofthumous works with which he was intrufted; but acither the dedication, nor a memorial which 
he thought proper to prefert, revived in King William the remembrance of his promife. He at- 
tended the court a while, but foon found his folicitations hopclefs. He csonerated the King fo fat 
ag to fay often that he believed the memorial was never received. . 

He therefore readily accepted of au offcr made to him by the Earl of Berkeley to accompany him 
into Ireland as his Chaplain and Private Secretary ; but after having donc the bufinefé of fecretary 
till their arrival at Dublin, he then found that one Buth had perfoaded his Lordfhip _ a Clergy- 
man was not a proper fecretary, and had obtained the office for himfelf. 

He revenged himfelf by a fevere copy of verfes againft the governor and his new thade fecretéey, 
which were everywhere handed about, to their no fmall mortification. 

Lord Berkeley had foon after the difpofal of the Deanery of Derry, and Swift expected to obtain 
it; but by the fecretary’s heing fecused by a brike of 10001. it was beftowed on another; and 
Swift was difmiffed with the ReGory of Agher, and the Vicaragés of Laracor and Rathbeggan, in 
“the diocefe of Meath, which, together, did not equal half the valuc of the deanery: 

He continued fiill in his office of Chaplain to Lord Berkeley, from the refpe@ which he had for 
his Lady, whofe virtues he has celebrated in the introduction to the Projcé? for the Advancement of 
Religion, 

About this time, his true humorous vein in poetry began to difplay itfelf in feveral little pieces; 
written for the entertainment of Lord Berkeicy’s family, particularly that incomparable piete of low 
humour, called De bumble Petition of Mrs. Frances Harris, Se. 

When Lord Berkeley quitted the government of Ireland, Swift went to refide on his living at 
Laracor, where he read prayers on Wednefdays and Erideys, and performed all the offices of his 
profeffion with great decency and exaétncfs. 

Soon after his fettlement at Laracor, he invited to Ireland his lovely pupil Mifs Johnfon, to whom 
Sir William Temple, in confideration of her father’s faichful fervices, had left 10001. With her ' 
came a lady of the name of Dingley, who was related to the Temple family, and whofe whole for- 
tune was an annuity of 271. With thefe ladies he paffed his hours of relaxation, and to them he 
opened his hofom; but thcy never refided in the fame houfe. They lived at the parfonage when 
‘he was away, and when he returned, removed to a lodging, or to the houfe of Dr. Raymond, a 
neighbouring clergyman, at Trim. 

Mifs Johnfon was then cighteen, and, by his own account, had the moft and fineft accomplifhments 

“_ of any perfon he had ever known of either fex. Yer he ftudioufly avoided the appearance of any 
tender attachment to her, and never faw or converfed with her but in the prefence of fome third 








, 
_penon, 
Whatever inclination he might formerly have had te matrimony, it was now much changed. A 
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Fert year’ abfence, and fome newly difcovered faults, made him wifli to put an end to 4 correfpon- 
‘dence in the ftyle of courthhip, which had been carried on for fome time with Mifs Waryng. The cir 
cumftances of that affair are laid open in an unlover-like and di@atorial epiftle to Mifs Waryng, dated 
‘May 4. 1700, the defign of which feems evidently to have been to break off the match, but in fach 
a way as that the refirfal might come from the lady. The fubfequent fortunes of Mifs Waryng are not 
known; but it is probable Swift's connc@ion with her might occafion the myfterious condu@ he olf= 
ferved towards Mifs Johnfon. 

Ambition, not love, was his predominant paffior. Urged by this reftlefs fpirit, he every year paid 
‘a,vifit to England, in hopes of finding fome favourable opportunity of diftinguifhing bimfelf, and 
‘jwbthing his fortune in the world. * 

Hie fir political traQ, intituled 4 Difcourfe of the Contefts and Diffentians in Athens and Roms; as ‘pub © 
Tithed in 170x, at the time when the nation was in a ferment on account of the impeachment of 
the Earls of Portland and Orford, Lord Somers and Lord Halifax, by the Houfe of Commons. - He 
toncealed his name; rior was he, though he fided with the Whigs, at that time conne@ed with any 
of the leaders of that party. His motives were wholly of a public naturé, and fuch as became his 

" taraly.difinterefted and patriotic fpitit. ‘This was the only piece he ever explicitly avowed as hiv 
own production. With 'tefped to all his other publications, to which he did not affix his name, he 
deft the world to make its own conjectures with regard to the author. He maintained a kind of 
dignified referve, and feemed always to court that equivocal fhade which “ half thowed,” and “ half 
veiled’’ his intentions and purfuits. : 

‘The fame year, he took the degree of Daétor in Divinity. 

In 1704, he publithed, The Tale of a Tub, which he had kept by him eight yMrs. Mr. Sheridan 
teonfiders it asa work trely friendly to the interefts of religion, by weakening of the powers of po- 
-pery and fanaticifm; but, it is certain, that moft of the ferious part of the clergy and the laity, ever 

among the high-church-men, blufhed for the author, and thought religion the laft thing he troubled 
himfelf about. "It has been afcribed by Mr. Cookfey, in his “ Life of Lord Somers,” to that nos 
_Aeman; but he himfelf did not deny that he was the author, when Archbifhop Sharp and the Dw= 
chefs of Somerfet, by fhowing it to the Queen, debarred him from a bithopric. : : 

After the publication of this work, his acquaintance was much fought after by all perfons of tafte 
‘and genius. There was, particularly, a very clofe connedtien between him and Addifon, which ended 

ina fincere and lafting friendfhip; and he lived in the greateft intimacy with Congreve, Arbuthnot, 
Prior, Pope, Gay, Parnell, Garth, Berkeley, and others of inferior note. : 

In 1708, he publifhed Tbe Sentiments of a Churcheof-England Man, the ridicule of aftrology, under’ 
the name of Bickerflaf, the Argument againft abolifoing Chrifiianity, and the defence of the Sacramentaf* 
Tep. 

In thefe publications Swift does not rife fuperior to the prejudices which agitated the contending 
parties of thofe days. His principles of toleration may be clearly perceived to have been inimical to 
a gencral liberty of confcience. He {peaks the language of thofe days, when bigotry, under the {pee 
cious names of zeal and orthodoxy, fhook the very pillars of the Reformation ; and, while it pres _ 
tended to fecure the church from danger, was undermining the bett interefts of truth, religion, and 
liberty. : 

‘The attention paid to the paper publifhed under the name of Bickerfaff, induced Steele, when lie 
projected the “ Tatler,” to affume an appellation which had already gained poffeffion of the rea~ 
der’s notice. va" 

In 1709, he publithed a Projedt for the advancement of Religion, addreffed to Lady Berkeley, by whofe * 
kindnefs it is not unlikely that he was advanced to his benefices, but chiefly calculated for the 
Queen’s perufal, being covertly aimed at the deftruction of the Whigs or Low-church-party, ‘ 

After the publication of this piece, Swift went to Ireland, where he peffed much of his time with 
Addifon, then Secretary to the Earl of Wharton, Lord Lieutenant of that kingdom. “a 

Upon the change of affairs at court the following year, when the Tory miniftry was appointed, 
Swift was employed by the bithops of Ireland to folicit the Queen for a remiffion of the firft-fruits 
and twentieth-parts to the Irith clergy. : 


He arrived in London, with his credentials, in September I7I0, and waited fuvon Harley, ‘to 


a a iiij 
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whom he was mentioned as a man neglected and oppreffed by the lat miniftry, becaufe he had re- 
. Aufed to co-operate with fome of their fchemes. _ 

Harley was glad of an auxiliary fo well qualified for his fervice, and readily admittcd him to fa- 
sulliarity and his entire confidence. 

He- wes admitted to thofe meetings in which the firft hints and original plan of aétion are fup- 
poled to have heen formed ;. and was one of the fixteen minifters, or agents of the minifiry, who met: 
weekly at each other’s houfes, and were united by the name of « Brother.”” 

He continued, however, to converfe indifcriminately with all the wits, and was yet a friend to 
Steele, and contributed to the “ Tatler,” which began in April, 1709. 

At this time, and during his conncétion with the Tory miniftry, he kept a regular jourrial of | 


the soft remarkable events, as well as little anecdotes, which he tran{mitted cvesy fortnight to ° 


“Stella, the mame by whith he culled Mifs Jobnfon, for private perufal, and that of Mrs. Dingley. 
‘This journal was luckily preferved, and fome tithe fince given to the world. 
He was now immerging into political controverfy. ‘The writers on both fides bad before this 


taken. the field. On the Whig fide were Addifon, Burnet, Steele, Congreve, Rowe, and marty shave, 
of lefs note. Onthe Tory fide, the chief writers were Bolingbroke, Atterbury, Prior, Freind anf ~~ 


King. ‘They bad publithed twelve numbers of a weekly paper, called The Examiner, when Swift 

‘declared himfelf. The whole conduét of the paper was, from thag time, put into his hands. He 

' entered the field alone; he {corned affiftance ; and defpifed numbers. His firk paper was publithed 

! November 2. 1710, No. 13. of ‘Se Examiner; and he continued them ‘without interruption till 
Jone. 7.1711, when he dropped it, clofing it with No. 44, and then leaving it to be carried on by 
Mrs. Manley, and@sher hands. 

In 4711, he publithed a Leiter to the OMober Club, “a fet of above a hundred parliament-men of 
the tountty, who drank Odtober beer at home, and met every evening at a tavern near the parlia~ 
‘ett to confult on affairs, and drive things to extremes againft the Whigs; to call the old minifiry 
4o,nccount, arid get off five or fix heads.” Swift Yeems to have concurred ix opidion witht eke 
violent members of his own party; but it was not in his power to quicken the tardinefs of Harley, 
whom he ftimulated as much as he could, bat with little eff. His Letter, however, put an end te 
the cabals of the Ofober Chub. 

The next year, he publifhed a propofal for corre&ting, improving, and afcertaining the Englift 
‘Tongue, in a letter to Harley; “ written,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ without much knowledge of the 

\ general naturc of language, and without any accurate inquiry into the hiftory of other tongues. 
: ihe certainty and ftability which, contrary to all experience, he thinks attainable, he propofes to 
fecnre by inftituting an academy, the decrees of which every man would have been willing, and 
many would have been proud to difubcy ; and which, being renewed by fucceffive elections, would 
ina fhort tine have differed from itielf.” 

‘The fame year, he publifhed his celebrated political tra&t, called The Conduct of the Allies. The. 


parpofe was to perfuade the nation to a peace; and never had any publication nore fuccefs It is ' 


faid that eleven thoufand were fold in lefs than a month. To its propagation certainly no agency 
of power or influence was wanting, It furnifhed argaments for converlation, fpeeches dor debate, 
and materials for parliamentary refolutions. 
“It was followed by his Barricr Treaty, which carries on the defign of the Condué of the Allies, and 
his Remarks on the Bifbop of Sarum’s Introdudtion to the third Volume of his Hiflory of ihe R:formation, in 
which he treats Burnet like a political antagonift, whom he is glad of an opportunity to infult. 

The miniftry were not unmindful of his merits, and had recommended him to the Queen to fill 

‘a vacant bifhopric ; but the recommendation was oppofed by Archbifhop Sharp, who ufed this re 

mparkable expreflion, “ that her Majefty fhould be fure that the man whom fhe was going to make 
a bifhop was Chriftian.” The Duchefs of Somerfet alfo thowed the Queen that exceffive bist-r 
copy of verfes which Swift had written againft her, called Te Windfor Prophecy. Asa mark of her 
difpleafure, the Queen paffed Swift by, and beftowed the bifhopric on another, 

As foon as it was known that he was in difgrace with the Queen, his court friends either deferted 
him or looked coldly on him. Speeches were made againft him in both Houfes of Parliament. The 


Scottith Pecrs went in a body to the Queen to compisin of the auther of a pamphlet, called the — 
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Public Spirit of the Whigs, written in anfwer to Stecle’s “ Crifis,” in which were many paflages in- 
jnrious to the honour of their nation. 

His friend Harley; however, and the reft of the miniftry, exerted their influence io ftrongly in 
his behalf, that he foon appeared again at court, in higher favour than ever. 

In April 1713, he was appointed Dean of St. Patrick’s in Dublin, the beft preferment the miniftry 
would venture to give him. “ That miniftry,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ was, in a great degree, fup~ 
‘ported by the elergy, who were not yet reconciled to the author of the Tale of a Tvb, and would 
not, without much difcontent and indignation, have borne to fec him inflalied in an Englith ca 
thedral.” > 3 7 
~ In June following, he went to take poffeffion of his deanery ; but was not fuffered to flay in Ire- 
Jand more than a fortnight before he was recalled to England. that he might reconcile Harkey ang 
Bolinghroke, who began to look on one another with malevolence, which every day increafed. 

Upon his arrival, he contrived an interview at Lord Matham’s, from which they both departed 
difcontented ; he procured a fecond, which only convinced him that the breach was irreconcilable. 
He told them his opinion, that all was loft, and that he was determined to have no further concern 
with public affairs. 

By the diffenfion of his great friends, his importance was now at an end; and feeing his fervices at 
Taft ufelefs, he returned in June 1714, to a friend’s houfe at Letcomb in Berkfhire, where he wrote 
that fpirited pamphlet, called Free Thoughts on the prefent State of Affairs 5 but the death of the Queen. 
foon after it went to prefs, put a {top to the publication. 

This event broke down at once the whole fyftem of Tory politics, put an end to all Swift's noble 
defigns for the public goqd, and cut off all his.own future prospects. A 

‘There is an'admirable pi@ure given of him upon this occafion, by a few ftrokes of the matterly 
pen of Arbuthnot: “I have fecn a letter,” he writes Pope, “ from Dean Swift; he keeps up his 
noble fpirit; and though, like a man knocked down, you may behold hinr fill with a fern counte~' 

~ mance, and aiming a blow at his advertfaries.”” 

‘Th. hrighteft and moft important part of his life paffed during the four left years of Queen Aane, 
when his faculties were in full vigour, and occafions for difplaying them arofe adequate to their 
greatnefs. 

It is recorded to his honour, and to animate others by his example, that, daring his conncéion 
with thofe who were in the higheft rank, znd who in every rank would have been great, he would 
never fuffer himfelf to be treated but as an equal, and repulfed every attempt to hotd him in de~ 
pendence, or keep him at diftance, with the utmoft refeatment and indignation, 

It happened upon fome occafion that Harley fent him a bank bill of sol. by his private fecretary, 
Mr. Lewis, which he inftantly returned with a letter of expoftulation and complaint; but he ac- 
cepted afterwards a draught of 10001. upon the Exchequer, which was intercepted by the Queen’s 
death. 

When he was defired by Harley to introduce Parnell to his acquaintance, he refufed, upon this . 
principle, that a nan of genius was a charaéter fuperior to a lord in a high ftation. He therefore 
obliged him to walk with his treafurer’s {taf from room to room, inquiring which was Parnell, in 
erder to introduce himfelf, and beg the honour of his acquaintance. 

As to hie political principles. if his own account of them is to be believed, he was always againft 
a popith facceffor to the crown, whatever title he might have by proximity of blood; nor did We re- 

_gard the right line upon any other account than as it was cftublifhed by law, and had much weight 

4 in the opinions of the people. He was of opinion, that when the grievances fuffered under a prefent 

; government became greater thay thofe which might probably be expeéted from changing it by 
violence, » revolution was juftifiable ; and this he believed to have been the cafe in that which was 
brought about by the Prince of Orange. He had 2 mortal ancipathy to ftanding armies in times 
of peace; and was of opinipn, that our liberty could never be fecured upon a firm foundation, il 
the ancient law fhould be revived, by which our parliaments were made annual. He abominated 
the political fcheme of fetting up a monied intereft in oppofition to the landed, and was an enemy 
“toa temporary falpenfion of the Habeds Corpus act. In thefe opinions, and in his gencral {cheme of” 
politics, Harley was known to concur; but Bolizgbroke fought to gratify bis ambition by fecretly: 
Promoting the reftoration of the exiled family, 
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The period of his political importance is diftinguithed by the commencemient of his paffion fee 
Mifs Eflher Vanhomrigh, celebrated by the name of Vanzfz, whofe hiftory is too well known to 
be minutely repeated. 

The date of it may be traced to March 1712, when a remarkable change took place in his mannet 
ef writing to Mifs Johnfon. 

Mifs Vanhomrigh was a young woman fond of literatare, whom he took pleafare i in directing and 
inftruting ; till, from being proud of his praife, the grew fond of his perfon, and ventured to make” 
him a propofal of marriage. 

fle now, for the firft time, felt what the paffion of love was, with all its attendant fymptoms, 
cwhich he had before only known from defeription, and which he was now enabled to defcribe him- 
‘felf iat the ftrongeft colours. In this fituation, foon after his return from his inftallation, in 17%, 
fic wrote that beautiful poem, called Cudonus and Vaneff, in which he is charagterifed, under the 
mame of Cadenus by the tranfpofition of the Ictters in the word Decanus, the Dean. His firft defign 
feems to have been to break off the connection in the politeft manner poffible. To foften the harfh- 
nefs of a refufal of her hand, the gréateft of mortifications to a woman, young, beautiful, and pof- 
feffed of a good fortune; he painted all her perfeGions, both of body and mind, in fuch glowing 
colours, as muft at leaft have highly gratified her vanity, and fhown that he was far from being 
infenfible to her charms, though prudence forbade his yiclding to his inclinations. If it be faid that 
he thould have checked a paffion which he never meant to gratify, recourfe muft be had to that 
extenuation which he fo much defpifed, “ men are but men.” Perhaps, however, he did not know 
his own mind; and, as he reprefents himfelf, was undetermined, 

A poem written in fuch exquifite tafte, of which fhe was the fibje&t, and where fhe faw herfelf 
arch out in the moft flattering colours, was not likely to adminifter to her cure; on the contrary; 
it only ferved to add frefh fuel to the flame. 

Meantime, the unfortunate Stelle tanguithed in abfence and negle&. The journal was not re- 


“pewed; while a continual intercourfe was kept up between Vancfa and him: * She was the firft 


perfon he wrote to on his retirernent to Letccumb, before the Queen’s death, and the laft in his de= 
parture from that place to Ireland; whether fhe foon followed. 

He arrived in a much more gloomy ftate of mind than before. In the triumph of the Whigs; 
he met with every mortification that a fpirit like his could poflibly be expofed to, The people of 
Ireland were irritated againit him beyond meature, and every indignity was offered him as he 
walked the flrects of Dublin, Nor was he only infulted by the rabble ; but perfons of diftinguifhed 
rank forgot the decorum of common civility, to give him a perfonal affront. While his pride was 
hurt by fuch indignities, his more tendcr feelings were often wounded by bafe ingratitude. 

Tn fuch a fituation, he found it in vain to Sruggle againit the tide that oppofed him. He filently 
yielded, and retired from the world to difcharge his duties as a clergyman, and attend to the are 
ef his deanery. 

He filled his hours with fome hiflorical attempts relating to the Change of ide Minjfry, and the 
Condudt of the Binjfry. He Vkewile finihed a Hiflory of the Four iaff Years of Queen Anne, which he 
began i in her lifetime, and laboured with great attention, but never publifhed. It was afterwards, 
publifhed by Dr. t.ucas; but failed to fatisty the curiofity which it excited. 

He was now to contrive how he mi 











ht be beft accommodated in a country where he confidered 
hinwfelf in a flate of exile. He opened ins houfe by a public table two days a-week, and found his 
entertainments gradually frequented by vilitants of learning among the nien, and of elegance among. 
the women. Mifs Johnfon had left the country, and lived in lodgings not far from the deanery. 
On his public days the regulated the table; but appeared at it as a mere gueft, like othcr ladies. 

On other days, he often dined at a ftated price, with Mr. Worral, a clergyman of his cathedral, 
whofe houfe was retommended by the peculiar neatnels and pleafantry of his wife. To this frugal 
mode of living, he was firft difpofed by care to pay fome debts which he had contraéted ; and he 
continued it for the purpofe of accumulating moncy. 
cly marricd to Mifs Johnfon, by Dr. Athe, bifhhep of Clogher, to whom 
the College, and who was the common friend to both, in furtling the condi- 
y union. The marr male no change in their mode of life; they lived 
r lodge i in the deanery but when Swift was feized with 
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he had been a pupil i 
tions of this extraor 





in feparate houfes as before 5 nor did fie 





a fit of gicduiels. 
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Duting almolt fix years after his return to Ireland, he kept his refolation of not meddling at all 
‘with public affairs. In 1720, when the ferment feemed to have fubfided, he publifhed his firt po- 
litical pamphlet relative to Ireland, intituled, A Propofal for the univerfal Ufe of Irifp Manufattures. The 
effect of this traé@t is well known. It: roufed the indignation of the miniftry: a profecution againft 
the printer was commenced, though it cante to nothing in the end. Swift again withdrew into te- 
tirement; and « there,” as Mr. Sheridan expreffes it, by repeating his fornier allufion, “ his pd- 
” triotic fpirit, thus confined, proved only as an evil one to torment him.” 

His patriotifni burft forth with a vehemence ftill more powerfuliand effe@tive, in 1724, to obftruct 
the currency of Wood's balfpence, in the aflumed character of a Drapier. 

~ His zeal was recompenfed with fuccefs; and he was, in confequence of it, acclaimed the gredt 
patriot of Ireland. a 

Alter his marriage to Mifs fohnfon, he continued his fecret intercourfe and correfpondence with 
‘Mifs Vanhomrigh ; and even indulged her hopes, by the moft explicit confeffion of his paffion for her. 
After fuch a confeflion, fhe concladed, that fome reports which had reached her of his being mar~ 
‘ried to Mifs Johnfon was the real obftacle to their union. To put an end to all further fufpence, 
fhe {ent a fhort note to Mifs Johnfon, requefting to‘kuow whether the was married to Swift or not, 
Mifs Johnfon anfwered her in the affirmative, and then enclofed the note fhe had received from her 
to Swift, and immediately went into the country, without feeing him. 

Her abrupt departure Showed him what paffed in her mind, In the firft tranfports of his paffion, 
he immediately rode to Celbridge, Mifs Vanhomrigh’s country feat. He entered the apartment 
where the unhappy lady was, and flung a paper on the table, mute, but with a countenance that 
{poke the higheft refentment, and immediately returned to his horfe. She found it contained nothing 
but her note to Mifs Johnfon. Defpair at once feized her, as if fhe had {een her death warrant 5 
and {uch indeed it proved to be. ‘The. violent agitation of her mind threw her into a fever, which, 
in a hort time, put a period to her exiftence. Before her death, which happened in 1723, fhe 
had cancelled a will made in favour of Swift, and bequeathed her whole fortune to her relation 
Serjeant Marfhall, and the famous Dr. Berkeley, with a ftrong injunction, that, immediately 
after her deceafe, they fhould publith all the letters which paffed between Swift and her, together 
with the poem of Cadenus and Vaneffz. The poem was publifhed, but the letters, at the defire of 
Dr. Sheridan, were fuppreffed. 

Swift made a tour to the fouth of Ireland for about two months at this time, to diffipate his 
thoughts, and give place to obloquy ; during which Mifs Johnfon remained in the country; nor did 
fhe quit it for fome months after his return. However, upon her return to Dublin, a reconciliation 
feon took place. He welcomed her to town with a beautiful poem, called Stella at Woud-Park, which 
concludes with a high compliment to Stella: 


For though my raillery were true, 
A cottage is Wood-Park with you. 


Farly in 1726, he revifited England, after an abfence of twelve years; and colle&ed three volumes 
of Mifcellanies, in conjunction with Pope, who prefixed the preface, and-had the whole profit, which 
was very confiderable. 

The fame year, he publithed Gulliver's Travels, a produdtion that was received with fuch avidity, 
that the price of the firft edition was raifed before the fecond could be made. It was read by the 
high and the low, the learned and illiterate. Criticifm was for a while loft in wonder; no rules 
of judgment were applied to a book written in open defiance of truth and regularity. But when 
diflin@ions came to be made, the part which gave Jeaft pleafure was that which defcrihes the Fly- 
ing Tfand, and that which gave moft difguft muit be the hiftory of the Houyhnmns. The charge of 
mifanthropy is founded on his fuppofed fatire on human naturc, in the picture he has drawn of the 
Yahoos. The ground of this cenfure is examined very minutely by Mr. Sheridan, and his defence is 
condudted with great judgment and ingenuity. This part of his writings reflects neither honeur 
nor reproach on his moral character. 

While Swift was pafling his time with his friends Pope and Bolingbroke, and the old fraternity, 
he reccived accounts that Mifs Johnfon was dangeroufly ill. This call of calamity haftened him 
telreland, where he had the fatisfaction to find her reflored to aq imperfe@ and tottering health, 


xu THE LIFE OF SWIFT. 

Next year, he returned to England; and, when the news of the King’s death arrived, he attended 
at court, and kiffed the hands of the new King and Queen three days after their acceffion. 

By the Queen, when the was Princefs, he had been treated with fome diftin@ion, and was well’ 
received by her on her exaltation; but whether fhe gave hopes which fhe never took care to fatisfy, 
soe he formed expeGations which the never meant, the event was, that he always afterwards thought’ 
on her with refentment, and particularly charged her with breaking her promife of fome medals 
which the engaged to fend him. : 

He had likewife gained the kindnefs of Mrs. Howard, the Queen's favourite, with whom he kept 
up a correfpondence; and was favourably noticed, at that time, by Walpole; to whom, it is faid, 
he offered the fervice of his pen, which was rejeéted. The Rory originated with Chefterfield, or, 
rathg can be traced no farther, and feems without fufficient foundation. 

‘His laft hort vifit to his friends revived the defire which he had of fettling in England ; and this, 
he hoped, might be accomplithed, by an exchange of his preferments for fomething like an equiva- 
Jept in England; but he foon found that all expeétations of an exchange were at an end. 

It was generally fuppofed, on the acceflion of the late King, that the Tories would be no longer 
proferibed as formerly ; more flattering profpeéts were opened to him than any he could have in 
view during the late reign. “ We have now done with repining,” he writes his friend Dr. Sheri- 
dan, “ if we be ufed well and not baited as formerly ; we all agree in it; and if things do not mend, 
it is not our faults; we have made our offers; if otherwife, we are as we were.” 

But he was foon obliged to alter his meafures; for, being feized with a fit of giddinefs, and at the 
fame tinie, receiving alarming accounts from Ireland, that Mifs Johnfon had relapfed, with little 
hopes of her recovery, he took leave of the Queen, in a polite letter to Mrs. Howard, and fét out 

’ for that kingdom on the firft abatement of bis illnefs, 

On his arrival in Dublin, he found Mifs Johnfon in the latt ftage of a decay. He had the mifery 
of attending her in that ftate, and of daily feeing the gradual advances of death during four or five 
months. As fhe found her diffolution approach, a few days before it happened, in the prefence of 
Dr. Sheridan, fhe adjured Swift by their friendthip, to let her have the fatisfaction of dying at leaft, 
though fhe had not lived his acknowledged wife. He made no reply, but, turning on his heel, 
walked fitently out of the room, nor ever faw her afterwards during the few days the lived. His 

\ behaviour threw Mifs Johnfon into unfpeakable agonies, and, for a time, fhe funk under the weight 
of fo crucl a difappointment. But foon after, roufed by indignation, the inveighed againft his 
cruelty in the bittereft terms; and, fending for a lawyer, made her will, bequeathing her fortune, 
id her own name, to charitable ufes. This fcene feems to bear more hard on his humanity that 
‘any other part of his condod in life. She died, January 28. t728, in the 44th year of her age. 

How much he withed her life his papers fhow; nor can it be doubted that he dreaded the death 
ef her whom he loved moft, aggravated by the confcioufnefs that himfelf had haftened it. 

Swift’s unjuftifiable treatment of Mifs Johnfon and Mifs Vaphomsigh have been attributed, 

by Dr. Delany and Mr, Berkeley, “ to that love of fingularity which, in a greater or lefs degree, is 
infeparable from genius.” This may be reafonubly doubted. His conneétion with Mifs Waryng 
‘was probably the immediate caufe of his myfterious conduct towards Mifs Johnfon ; and Mifs Van- 
homrigh, for a time, had power to captivate him, and make Mifs Johnfon experience that mortifi- 
cation which the herfelf had occafioned to Mifs Waryng. His conduct towards Mifs Johnfon and 
Mifs Vanhomrigh is examined very minutely by Mr. Sheridan; and thcugh not pofitively ju/tified, 
‘yet fo anxious is he to place it in the moft favourable point of view, that he appcars more like a 
vindicator than an apologift. But the partialitics of friendthip cannot overcome the power of truth; 
and it would be more for the credit of Swift, if that part of his condu@ which refpeéted Mifs Van- 
homrigh, not as aggravated by his enemies, but as related by Mr. Sheridan himfeif, were configned 
to oblivion. It will not admit of a defence: it fcarcely merits an apology. 

After the death of Mifs Johnfon, his benevolence was contracted, and his feverity exafperated ; he 
drove his acquaintance from his table, and wondered why he was deferted. In this forlorn ftate, 

his Spirit was too great to give way to defponience, and, deprived as he was ofall his domeftic com- 
forts, he turned his views wholly to the good and happinefs of others. He wrote, from time to 
time, fuch dire¢tions, admonitions, or cenfures, as the exiyency of affairs, in his opinion, made pro- 
yer; and nothing fell from his pen in vain. By the acknowledged fuperiority of his talents, his in« 

er : 
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Acxible integrity, and his unwearied endeavours in ferving the public, he obtained fuch am afcenden- 
y over hia countrymen, as perhaps no private citizen obtained in any age or country. He was 
known over the whole kingdom by the title of te Dean, given to him by way of pre-eminence, 
as it were by common cenfent; and when the Dean was mentioned, it always carried with it the 
idea of the firit and greateft man in the kingdom. 
~ Ina variety of publications, he laid open the chief fources of the miferies of the peor infatnated 

eoplt of Ireland; at the fame time, pointing ovt the means by which they might be alleviattd. 
While he pleaded their caufe with others, he conftantly difpofed of the third part of his own reves 


nue in charities to the poor, and liberalities to the diftrefled. Soon after he was out of debt, he 


Jent ovt the firfk 5001. which he could call his own, in fmall fums of 51. and rol. to diliges™mmd, 
neceflitous tradefmen, to be repaid weekly, at 25. or 48. without intereft. This charity was at 


' tended with the greateft benefit to numbers of the loweft clafs of tradefmen. 


During this period, his faculties do not feem to have been at all impaired by the near approaches - 
ofoldage. One of his lait pieces, Verses on the Death of Dr. Stwift, is perhaps one of the beit of his eom- 
pofitions in that way: nor are two of his other productions, written about the fame time, intituled 
An Epifile to a Lady, and A Rhapfady on Poetry, inferior to any of his former pieces. 

‘The two lait were written chiefly wich a view to gratify his refentment againft ‘Walpole, to 
whom he attributed the ill flices dene him by the Queen, who promifed him fome medals, whieh 
fhe never fent, and affect-d to believe him tc be the author of three forged letters, written im a very 
unbecoming ftyle, to recommend a fubfcription to Mrs. Barber's pocms. Walpole was exafperated 
to the highefl degree, and threatened a profecution ; but dropped the defign. 

His fevere reflection on Counfellor Bettefworth, in a fhort poem om the Words, Brother Proteflante. 
and Fellow Chriflians, in 1733, is generally known. The -provocation given by Swift was certainly 
very great, but not fo greatas the lawyer's indifcretion in his manner of refenting it. 

After all, Bettefworth’s great fault, and what rendcred him particularly obnoxious to Swift, was, 
his being a acalous Whig, and an active man among the leaders of that party, at atime when party 
animofities ran high in Ireland, and indeed in both kingdoms, 

He wrote, from time to time, various triffes in verfe or profe, and paffed much of his time with 
Dr. Sheridan, who greatly contributed to his amufement, by little {prightly pieces of the inferior 
kind of poetry which he was always writing ; and yet more to his employment, by hints and ma- 
terials which he was every nioment throwing out. 

As his years increafed, his fits of giddinefs and deafnefs grew more frequent, and his deafnefs made 
converfation difficult; thay grew likcwife more fevere, till, in 1736, as he was writing a poem, 








- called The Legion Club, he was {cized with a fit fo painful, and fo long continued, that he never after 


thought it proper to attempt any work of thought or labour. 

He, however, permitted one book to be publifhed, which had been the production of former 
years, Patite Converfation, which appeared in 1738. ‘The Directions for Servants: was printed foon’: after 
his death. Thcfe two performances fhow a mind inceffantly attentive ; and, when it was not em- 
ployed upon great things, bufy with minute occurrences. 

His mental powers at length declined, and his irafcible paffions, which at all times he had found 
dificult to be kept within due bounds, now raged without controul, and made him a torment to 
him{clf, and to all who were about him. 

Confcious uf his fituation, he was little defirous of feeing any of his old friends and companions, 
and they were as little folicitous to vifit him in that deplorable ftate. He could now no longer amufe 
himfelf with writing, and a refolution he had formed of never wearing fpeétacles, to which he ob- 
ftinately adhered, prevented him from reading. Without employment, without amufement of any 
kind, his ideas wore gradually away, and lett his mind vacant to the vexations of the hour. 

In 1741, he became more violent, and it was found neccffary that legal guardians fhould be ap~ 
pointed of his perfon and fortune. He now loft dillivtion. His maduefs was compounded of rage 
and fatuiry. The laf fuce he knew was that of Mrs. Whiteway,2 relation, that lived with him fince. 
the death of Mifs Johnfon; and her he ceafed to know in a little time. His meat was brought him’ 
cut into mouthfuls; but he would never touch it while the fervant ftaid; and at laft, after it had 


flood perhaps an hour, wouid ext it wasking; for he continugd his old habit; and was on his feet 
fen hours 2-day. 7 


xiv THE LIFE OF SWIFT. 

In 1742, he had an inflammaticn in‘his left eye, which fwelled it to the fize of an egg, with boila 
in other parts; he was kept long waking with the pain, and was not eafily reftrained by five aft 
tendants from tearing out his eye. 

. The tumour at Jaft fubfided, and a fhort interval of reafon enfuing, in which he knew his phyfi- 
cian and family, gave hopes of his recovery; but he funk into lethargic ftupidity, motionlefs, heed~ 
Jefs, and fpcechlefe; the effect, as it was fufyeed, of water in the brain. = 

He afterwards {poke now and then to Mrs. Ridgeway the honfe-keeper, or gave fome intimation 
of a meaning, but at laft funk into a perfect filence, which continued till the r9th of O@ober, 1745, 
when he expired without a ftrugglc, in the 78th year of his age. 

‘waa buried in the great aifle of St. Patrick’s Cathedral, under a ftone of black marble, on 
“Which was engtaved the following epitaph, written by himfelf: : 


Hic depofitum eft corpus 
JONATHAN SWIFT, S. T. PL 
Hojus Ecclefiz Cathedralis 
Decani: 
Ubi fava indignatio 
Ulterius cor conlacerare nequit. 
Abi, viator, 
Ft imitare, fi poteris 
Strenuum pro virili libertatis vindicem, 
Obiit Anno (1745) 
Menfis (Ogtobris) die (19) 
Fitatis Anno (78). 
” By his will, which is dated May 3. 1740, just before he ceafed to be a reafonable being, ke lefe 
about 1200 1. in fpecific legacies, anct the veft of his fortune, which amounted to about £1,000 |. ta 
“pred and endow an hofpital for idiots and Junutigs. His fifter, Mrs. Fenton, had difobligedshim by 
an imprudent marriage. 

“His works have been printed often, and in various forms; firft by Pope, in 1726, in fome vo- 
Jumes of Mifccllanies; next by George Faulkener, 1765: afterwards by Dr. Hawkefworth, in 
8 vols. gto. 1775.3 three addit.cnal volumes 4co. by Deane Swift, Kiq.; and three more ‘by Mr, 
Nichols. ‘I.hefe have been reprinted in 25 vols. large 8vo, and in 27 vols. fmall 8vo. with the life 
of Swift by Mr. Sheridan, in 1784. A volume of Mifcellancous Pieces, in Profe and Verfe, not inferted 
in Mr. Sheridan’s edition, was printed in 1789, and may be confidered either as an 18th volume of 
‘Mr, Sheridan’s edition, or as 2 26th of that of Dr. Hawkefworth and Mr. Nichols. 

On the character and writings of Swift, it is the lefs neceffary for the prefent writer to enlarge, 
as they have been fo accurately illu'trated by Lord Orrery, Dr. Johnfon, and Mr. Sheridan. 

“ His capacity and ftrength of mind,” fays Lord Orrery, “ were undoubtedly equal to any tafe 
whatever, His pride, his fpirit, or his ambition, cali it by what name you pleafe, was boundlets; 
but his views were checked in his younger years, and the anxicty of that difappointment had a vi+ ' 
fible effet upon all his actions. He was four and fevere, but not abfolutely illmarured. He was 
fociabie only to particular friends, and to them only at particular hours. He knew politenefs more i 
than he pradtifed it. He was a mixture of avarice and generofity; the former was frequently pre~ 
valent, the latter feldom appeared unlefs excited by compaflion. He was open to adulation, and i 
could not, or would not diftinguith between flattery and juft applaufe. His abilities rendered him 
fuperior to envy. He was undifguifed, and perfe@ly fincere. 1 am induced to think that he entered 
into orders more from fome private and fixed refolution than abfolute choice. Be that as it may, hq 
performed the dutics of the church with great punctuality, and a decent degree of devotion, He 
read prayers rather in a ftrong nervous voice than in a graceful manner; and although he has been 
often accufed of irreligion, nothing of that kind appeared in his converfation and behaviour. His 
caft of mind induced him to think and fpeak more of politics than religion. His perpetual views 
were diredted towards power, and his chief aim was to be removed into England; but when he 
found himfelf entirely difappointed, he turned his thoughts to oppofition, and became the patron of 

Treland. 

© From the gifts of nature, he had great powers, and from the imperfe@tion of humanity, he had 
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juany failings. I always confidered him as an abfivadt and brief chronicle of the times, no. man being 
, better acquainted with human nature, both in the higheft and loweft feenes. His friends and cor-. 
refpondents were the greateft and moft eminent men of the age; and the fages of antiquity were 
often the companions of his clofet ; and although he avoidcd an oftentation of learning, and gene- « 
rally chofe to draw his materials from his own ftore, yet his knowledge of the ancient authors evie ; 
* dently appears from the frength of his {entiments, and the claffic correétnefs of his tyle. 

“ His attendance upon the public fervice of the church was regular and uninterrupted ; and, in- 

deed, regularity was peculiar to him in all his adtions, even in the greate& trifles. His hours of" 
~ walking and reading never varied: tions were guided by his watch, which was fo capftantly - 

held in his hand, or placed before him upon his table, that he feldom deviated many minutes fn the 

daily revolution of his exercifes and employments. . : 

“ The Dean kept company with many of the fair fex, but they were rather his amufement than - 
his admiration; he trifled away many hours in their converfation, he filled many pages in their 
praife, and, by the powers of his head, he gained the charaéter of a lover, without the ieaft affitte 
ance from his heart. ‘Yo this particular kind of pride, fupported by the heat of his genjus, and 
joined by the exceflive coldnefs of his nature, Vaneffz owed the ruin af her reputation ; and from the 
fame canfe, Stella remained an unacknowledged wife, If you review his feveral poems to Stee, 
You will find them fuller of affection ihan defire, and more expreffive of friendfhip than love, 

“* Upon a general view of his poetry, we fhail find him, as in his other performances, an uncome 
mon, furprifing, heteroclite genius, luxurious in his fancy, lively in his ideas, humorous in his de 
{cription, and bitter, exceedingly bitter, in his fatire. ‘The reftlefinefs of his. imagination, and the 
dilappointment of his ambition, have both contributed to hinder him from undertaking any poetical 
‘work of length or importance. His wit was fufficient to every labour; no flight could have, 
wearied the ftrength of his powers; perhaps if the extenfive views of his nature had been fally fa, 
tisfied, his airy motions had been more regufar and lefs fudden; but he now appears like an eagle 
that is fometimes chained, and at that particular time, for want of nebler and more proper’ food, 
diverts his confinement, and appeafes his hunger, by deftroying the gnats, bittterflies, and other, 
wretched infeéts that unluckily happen to buz or flutter within her reach, 

“ ‘The dubjects of his poems are often naufeous, and the performances beautifully difagreeable. The’ 
Ladies Dreffing-room has been univerfally condemned, as deficient in point of delicacy, even to the * 
higheft degree, The two poems, entitled The Life and genuine Charaéter of Dr. Swift, and Verfes om the 
Death of Dr. Swift, tse. are poems of great wit and humour. in the Iaft, he has fummoned the 
whole powers of fatire and poetry; it is a parting blow, the legacy of anger and difappointment. 
One ofhis ftri@ef rules in poetry was to avoid triplets. He had the niceft ear, and is remarkably 
chafte and delicate in his rhymes: a bad thyme appeared to him one of the capita] fins in poetry.” 

Mr. Sheridan produces fome ftriking inftances of Swift’s tendernefs of heart, his great humanity, 
and his univerfal benevolence, and clofes his account of him with laying open one leading part of 
his chara@er, « which,” fays he, * may ferve as a clue to the whole.” 

“ He was perhaps the moft difinterefled man that ever lived. No felfith motive ever influenced 
any part of his conduct. He loved virtue for its own fake, and was content it fhould bé its own 
reward. ‘The means to arrive at rank, fortune, and fame, the three great objets of purfuit in other 
anen, though thrown in his way, he utterly defpifed, fatisfied with having deferved them. The fame 
principle operated equally on the author as on the man, as he never put his name to his works, nor 
had any folicitude about them after they had once made their appearance in the world. The 

¥ aft a& of his life fhowed how far he made this a rule of conduc, in his choice of the charity to 
which he bequeathed his fortune, leaving it for the fupport of idiots and lunatics, beings that could, 
never know their benefactor. 

“ Upon the whole, when we confider his chara@er as a man perfedtly free from vice, with few 
frailties, and fuch exalted virtues, and as an author poffeffed of fuch uncommon talents, fuch an un-, 
exhauftible fund of wit, joined to fo clear and folid an underftanding ; when we behold thefe two 
charaéters united in one and the fame perfon, perhaps it will not be thought too bold an affers 
tion to fay, that his parallel is not to be found either in the hiftory of ancient or modern times,”* 


Apthe end of his * Introduction,” thefe blazing encomixme are colledted into one Strong point : 





xvi THE LIFE OF SWIFT. 
« Ic is of moment to the general caufe of religion and morality, that the tel geni 
was a man of the troeft oe and moft cxalied virtue.” M SS PS ee 
‘The character of Swift as given by Dr. Johnfon, is lefs favourable; and though it may be allowed 
* 40 be, in fome inftances, uncandid and unjuft, it will by no means warrant the fevere and rancorous 
recrimination of Mr. Sheridan. 

« When Swift is confidered as an author, it is juft to eftimate his powers by their efeAs. In the 
reign of Queen Anne, he turned the ftream of popularity againft the Whigs, and mutt be confeffed 
to have dictated for a time the political opinions of the Englith nation. in the fucceeding reign, he 
delivered Ireland from plunder and oppreffion ; and fhowed that wit, confederated with truth, had 
fach force as authority was unable to refit, He faid truly of himfelf, that Ireland “ was his 
debtor.” It was from the time when he firft began to patronize the Irith, that they may date their” 
riches and profperity. He taught them firft to know their own intereft, their weight, and their 
firength, and gave them fpirit to affert that equality with their fellow-fubjedts to which they have 
ever fince been making vigorous advances, and to claim thofe rights which they have at laft efta- 
Hilsed. Nor can they be charged with ingratitude to their benefactor; for they reverenced him aq 
a guardian, and obeyed him as 2 dictator. 
et In his works, he has given very different fpecimens, both of fentiments and expreflion. His Tale 
of Tub has hittle ‘refemblance to his other pieces. It exhibits a vehemence and rapidity of mind, a 
copioufnefs of images, and vivacity of diction, fuch as he afterwards never poffeffed, or never exerted. 
It is of a mode fo diftiné and peculiar, that it muf be confidered by itfelf: What is true of that, is 
not trae of any thing elfe which he has written. 

« In his other works, is found an equable tenour of eafy language, which rather trickles than flows, 
‘Wiz delight was in fimplicity. ‘That he has in his works no metaphor, as has becn fuid, is not true; 
‘but his few metaphors feem to be received rather by neceflity than choice. He ftudied purity; and 
though perhaps all his ftriétures are not exaét, yet it is not often that folecifms can be found; and 
whoever depends on his authority may gencrally conclude himfelf fafe. His fentences arc never too 
amuch dilated or contracted; and it will not be eafy to find any embarraffment in the complication 
of his claufes, any inconfequence in his connections, or abruptnefs in his tranfitions. 

His ftyle was. well fuited to his thoughts, which are never fubtilized by nice difquifitions, decorated 
hy fparkling conceits, elevated by ambitious fentences, or variegated by far-fought learning. He 
pays no court to the paflions; he excites neither furprife nor admiration ; he always underftands 
himfelf, and his readers always underftand him. ‘The perufer of Swift wants little previous know- 
Tedge; it will be fufficient that he is acquainted with common words and common things; he is 
meither required to mount elevations, nor to explore profundities; his paflage is always on a level, 
along folid ground, without afperitics, without obftruction. 

« This eafy and fafe conveyance of meaning it was Swift’s defire to attain, and for having ob- 
tained it he deferves praife, though perhaps not the higheft praife. For purpofes merely ‘didactic, 
when fomething is to be told that was not known before, it is the beft mode, but againft that in- 
attention by which known truths are fuffered to lie neglegted, it makes no provifion: it inftruds, 
but does not perfuade. 

« By his political education, he ws affociated with the Whigs; but he deferted them when they 
deferted their principles, yet without running into the contrary extreme; he continued throughout 
his life to retain the difpofition which he afligns to the Church-of-England Man, of thinking commonly | 
with the Whigs of the ftate, and with the Tories of the church. 

« Be was a churchman rationally zealous; he defired the profperity, and maintained the honour of 
the clergy; of the diffenters he did not with to infringe the toleration, but he oppofed their en- 
croachments, 

«To his duty as Dean he was very attentive. He managed the revenues of his church with exact 
economy ; and it is faid by. Delany, that more money was, under his dire@tion, Jaid out in repairs 
than had ever been in the fame time fince its fir& erection. Of his choir he was eminently careful ; 
and, though he neither loved nor underftood mufic, took care that all the fingers were well qualified, 
admitting none without the teftimony of fkilful judges. . 

« in hig church hie reftored the practice of weekly communion, and diftributed the facramexia] cles, 
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ments in the moft folemn and devout manner with his own hand. . He can'té chutth every-inom- 


‘Sing, preached commonly-in his turn, and attended the evening anthem, that it might not be negli- 


gently performed, ' : 

i  He'entered upori the clerical ftate with hope to excel in pteaching; but complained, that, from 
sthe time of his political controverfies, “he could only preach pamphlets.””. ‘This cenfure of himfcif, 
2 4f judgment may be made from thofe fermons which have been printed, was upreafonably fevere, 

“ "The fufpicions of his irreligion proceeded in a great meafure from his dread of hypocrify ; inftead 
‘ptwithing to feem better, he delighted in feeming worfe than he wag. ‘He went in London to early 
prayers, left he thould be feen at church; he read prayers to his fervants eyery morning, with fuch 
dexterous fectecy, that Dr. Delany was fix months in his houfe before he-knew ig... He was not only 


careful to hide the goad which he did, but willingly incurred the fufpicion of evil which he did not. * 


: He forgot what himfelf had formerly afferted, that hypocrify is lela mifchievous than open impiety. 
. Dr, Delany, with all his zeal for his honour, has juftly condemned this part of his charadter. | 


“The perfon of Swift had not many recommendations. "He bad a kind of muddy complexion,’ 


which, though he wathed himfelf with oriental {erypulofity, did not look clear. He had a counte- 


ance four und fevere, which he feldom foftened by any appearance of gaicty. He ftubboznly ree, 


difted any tendency to laughter.” 


"© To his domestics he was naturally rough sand a man of a rigorous temper, with that vigilance _ 


ofminute attention which his works difcover, muft have been a mafter that few could bear. Thathe 
‘waa difpofed to do his fervants good, on important occafionsris no great mitiation: benefaction can 
be but rare, and tyrannic peevithnefs is perpetual. He did not {pare the fervants of others. Once, 
when he dined alone with the Earl of Orrery, he faid, of one that waited in the room, “ That man 
hhas, fince we fat to the table, committed fifteen’ faults.” What the faults were, Lord Orrery, from 
whom I heard the ftory, had not bedn attentive enough to difcover. My number may perhzps not 
Be exact, , 2 . 


“© In his économy, he’ pradtifed @ peculiar “and offesiive parfiriény, without difgoifé or apotogy. 


“Phe practice of faving being once neceffary, became habitual, and grew firft ridiculous, and at laft 
‘Akteftable, But his avarice, though it might exclude pleafure, was never fuffered to encroach upon 
his virtue, He was frugal'by inclination; bat ‘liberal by principle; and.if the purpofe to which he 
deitined his little accumulations: be remembered, with his diftribution of occafional charity, it will 
perhaps appear that he only liked‘ohe mode uf expence better than another, and faved merely that 


he might have fomething to give. He did not grow rich by injuring his fucceffors, but left both’: 


Laracor andthe Déanery more valuable than he found them.—With all this talk of his covetonfuefs 
“and generofity, it thould be remembered that he was never tish.. . "The revenue of his deanery was 
Rot much moré than 700 1: a-year; eee t 

7* His beneficence-was not graced with tendernefo or-civility ; he relieved-without:pity, and affiit- 
ed without kindnefs; fo that thofe who were fed by him could hardly love him..- 

“ He made a rule to himfelf to give but one piece at a time, and. therefore always ftored his 

pocket with coins of different value. Fa 

v Whateyer he did, he-Yeemed willing to do‘in.a manner peculiar to hinifelf, without fuficiently. 
confidering that fingularity, as it implies a contempt of the general practice, is a kind of defiance 


which juftly provokes the hoftility pf yidicule ; he therefore rho indulges’ peculiar habits is worfe * 


than others, if he be not better, 


“ In ‘the intercourfe of familiar life, he indulged his difpofition fo. petulence and farcafm, and - 


- thought himfelf injured if the licentioufnefs of his raillery, the freedom of his cenfures, or the pe- 


tulance of his frolics, was refented or reprefled. He predominated over his companions with very 
high afcendency, and Probably would bear nope over whom he could not predominate. “To give 
him advice was, in the ftyle of his friend Delany, “ to yenture to fpeak to him.” This cuftomary 
fuperiority foon grew too delicate for truth ; and Swift, with all his penetration, allowed him{clf to 
be delighted with low flattery, : ee ennetac vi leet 

“ On all common occafions, he habitually affeds a ftyle of arrogance, and.diGates rather than 
perfuades. This authoritative and magifterial language he expeéted to be received as hig peculiar 
mode of jocularity:, but he apparently flattered his own arrogance by an affumed imperioufnefs, in 
phigh he was ironical only to be tefentful, and to the Sybmiflive fufficiently ferious. - 
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Moor-Park, Feb. t4. 1691. 


Aé when the deluge firft began to fall 
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Ia wun por the mute with hr lg r 

And the wanton cchoes as they cae 
great unknown, and re 


far-exalted 
oye eae 
wie et ee, 


nee, » grope her uncouth 

After a mighty leads her wand. 

No wonder then fhe quits the narrow path o 

For a dear ramble throug! impertinence ;- 
Impertinence! the fcurvy of mankind. 

And all we fools, who are the greater. part of 
Though we be of two differ faétions ft 

Both the good natur’d an the ill, . 
et wherefoe’er you look, you'll always find 

We join, like, flies and wafps, in bu bout ¥ 
In me, who.am of the fe& of thefe, 

All metit, that tranfeends the humble 
of rere fees feanty fenfe,. 

Begets a kinder folly an. impertinence 

Of admiration tad of praife, 

And-our brethren of the 
Mutt'e’en all herd us with 
For though, poffefs'd of 

Railing a rule of wit, and o 

Yet the fame want of brai 
And you, whom Pinto’s! 

From us the blind and thou 
Like the fam’d hero in his. 


* The ode I crit to the ng in Ireland, 
% Ai} 





‘ THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


Who both our follies afd Hrtpertinences fee, 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine und me. 


But ecnfure’s to be uhderftood 
‘Th authentic mark of the elect, 
‘The public ftanip heav'n fets on all that’s great 
and good, 
Our fhallow fearch and judgment to. direct. 
"The war methinks has made 
Our wit and learning narrow as our trade ; 
Tnttead of boldly failing far, to buy 
‘A ftock of wifdom and phitofophy, 
We fondly ftay at home, in fear 
Of every cenfuring privateer ; 
Forcing a wretched trade by beating down the fale, 
‘And felling bafely by retail. 
"The wits, I mean the atheifts of the age, ~ 
Who fain would rule the pulpit as they do the 
Wondrous refiners of philofophy, [Mage ; 
Of morals and divinity, 
By the new modish fyftem of reducing all to fenfe, 
‘Againtt all logic and concluding laws, 
Do own th’ effedts of Providence, 
And yet deny the caufe. 


‘This hopeful fect, now it begins to fee 
How little, very little, do prevail 
‘Their firft and chiefeft force 
‘To cenfure, to cry down, and rail, 
Not knowing what, or where, or who you be, 
Will quickly take another courfe + . 
‘And, by their never-failing ways 
Of folving all appearances they pleafe, 
We foon fhall fee them totheir ancient methodsfall, 
And ftraight deny you to be mien,.or any thing at 
of 


(Whom all the charms of asi ufurped wife and late, 
With ail that power unfelt courts mankind to bg 
great, : 
Did with new unexperienc’d glories wait) 
Still wear, ftill doat, on his iavilible ring? 
















Were I to form a regular thought of fame, 7 
Which is perbaps aehard t’ imagine right se 
As to paint echo to the fight; “ 
I would not draw th’ idea from an empty name g 
Becaufe alas! when we all die, 
Carelefs and ignorant pofterity, . 
Although they praife the learning and the wit, 
And though the title feems to fhow ~ ~~ 
‘The name and man by whom the book was writ; 
Yet how fhall they be brought to know, 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or 1? 
Lefs should I daub it o’er with tranfitory praife, 
And water-colours of thefe days: . 
‘Thefe days! where e’en th’ extravagance of poetry’ 
Is at a lofs for figures to exprefs . 
Men’s folly, whimftes ard inconftancy, 
‘And by a faint defcription makes them lefs, 
"Then teli us what is fame, where fhall we fearche 
Look where exalted virtue andreligion fit [foritd, 
Enthron’d with heavenly wit! % 
Look where you fee 
‘The greateft {corn of learned vanity ! e 
And then how much a nothing is mankind f 
Whofe reafon is weigh’d down by popular air, 
Who, by that, vainly talks of bailing death ¢ 
And hopes to lengthen life by a transfufion of 
breath, 
Which yet whoe’er examines right will find, 
To be an aft as vain as bottling up of wind! * 
And when you find out thefe, believe true famg 
ig there, Zi 
Far above all reward, yet to which all is due ; ° 
‘And this, ye great unknown ? is only known i 
you. — 


The juggling fea-god, when by chance trepan'd 
By forme iitrugted querift fleepit onthe fand, 
Impatient of all anfwers, {trait became cae 
A ftealing brook, and itrove to creep away 
Into his native fea, : . 
Vext at their follies, murntur’d in his ftreamg 
But, difappointed of his fond defire, : 
Would vanish in a pyramid of fire. 
This furly flippery god, when he defign’d 
‘To furnith his efcapes, 
Ne’er borrow’d more varicty of thapes 
‘Than you to pleafe and fatisfy mankind, . 
And fem (almolt) transformid to water, flame, 
and air, : 
So well you anfwer all phenomena there ¢ 
‘Though madmen and the wits, philofophérs and, 


all. 
Tiaugh at the grave anfwer they will make, 
‘Which they have always ready, general,and cheap: 
"Tis but to fay, that what we daily meet, 
And by a fond miftake 
Perhaps imagine to be wondrous wit, 
‘And think, alas! to be by mortals writ, 
Is but a crowd of atoms juftling in a heap, 
‘| Which from eternal feeds begun, 
Juftling fome thoufand yearstillripen'd by the fun; 
They're now, juft now, as naturally born, 
_ As from the womb of earth a field of corn. 


But as for poor contented me, 
‘Who muft my weaknefs and my ignorance confefs, 
That I believe in much 1 ne’er can hope to fee 5 
Methinks I’m fatisfy’d to guefs 
‘That this new, noble, and delightful feene 
Is wonderfully mov’d by fome exalted men, 
Who have swell ftudied in the world’s difeafe 
(That epidemic error and depravity, 
Or in our judgment or our eye), 
‘That what furprifes us can only pleafe. 
Weoiien fearchcontentedty the whole worldround, 
‘To make fome great dikcovery 5 
And {corn it when ’tis found. 
Juf fo the mighty Nile has fuffer’d in its fame, 
Becaufe "tis fad (and perhaps only faid) 
‘We've found a little inconfiderable head, 
That feeds the huge unequal ftream. 
Confider human folly, and you’ quickly own, 
That all the praifes it can give, 
By which fome fondly hoaft they fhatt for ever live, 
‘Wen't pay th’ impertinence of being known : 
Eife why fold the fam’d Lydian king 


fools, 
With all thac fa@tionsorenthufiattic dotardsdream, 
And all the incoherent jargon of the f{chools ; 
‘Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love, and” 
fhame, [aoabe 3 
Cojitrive to fhock your mirids with manya fenfele{s 
Doubts where the Delphic god would grope in ig~ 
_ Rerance and night, . 
The god of learning and of light 
Would want a god himfelf to heip him outs . 
woe 


Philofophy, as it before us Hes, 
Seems to have borrow’d fome ungratefultalte 


POEM: oF : a 


"The proaning-chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge fail, along the wall 3 
"There ftuck aloft in public view, 

431, with {mall change, a pulpit grews 

he porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glittering fhow, 
To a lefs noble fubftance chang’d, 
Were now but leathern buckets rang’d, 

‘The ballads, pafted on the wall, 

Of Joan of France, and Englifh Moll, 
Fair Rofamond, and Robin Hood, 
‘The Little Children in the Wood, 
“Now feem'd to look abundance better, 
Improv’d in picture, fize, and Ictter ; 
And, high in order plac’d, defcribe 
‘The heraldry of every tribe *. 

A bedftead of the antique mode, ) 
Compact of timber many a load, 

Such as our anceftors did ufe, 
‘Was metamorphos’d into pews; - ° 
Which ftill their ancient nature keep 
By lodging folks difpos’d to feep. 

‘The cottage by fuch feats as these 
Grown to a church by juft degrees, 
"The hermits then defir’d their hoft 
‘To afk for what he fancy’d moft, 
Philemon, having paus'd a while, 
Return’d them thanks in homely ftyles 
‘Then faid, My houfe is grown fo fine, 
Methinks I till would call it mine; ~~ 
1°m old, avd fain would live at cafe ; 

“Make me the parfon, if you pleafe. 
He fpoke, and prefeutly he feels 
Hi grazier 6 coat fall down his heelss 
He fees, yet hardly can believe, 
* About each arm a pudding-fleeve 5 
His waiftcoat to a caffock grew, 
ie both affum’d a fable hue; 


ut, being old, continued juft 
i thread-bare, and as full of duft. 
is talk was now of tithes and dues: 
.He fmok’d his pipe, and read the news 5 
Knew how to preach old fermons next, 
Wamp’d in the preface and the text ; 
‘At chriftenings well could a his part, 
And had the fervice all by heart ; . 
‘With'd women might have children faft, 
And thought whofe fow had farrow’d laft ; 
Againit aan would repine, : 
iAnd ftood up firm for right divine 
Found his head fill’d with many a fyftem: 
But claflic authorsy--he ne’er mifs’d ’em, 
‘has having furbifh’d up a parfon, oe 
Dame Baucis next they play’d their farce on. 
Infteag of home-f{pun coife, were feen 
Good pinners edg’d with colberteen 
"Her petticeat, transform’d apace, 
Became black fattin flounc’d with lace. 
Plain Goody would no longer down ; 
“Pius Madam, in her grogram gown. 
Philemon was in great furprife, 
And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz'd to fee her look fo prim ; 
Aad fhe admir’d.as much at hiny 





© Phe tribes of Ifracl are fometimes diflinguipbed in 


swuutey hurches by the enjigns given to them by Jacob. 


Thus happy in their change of “life” 
Were feveral years this man and wife ; 
When on a day, which prov’d their laft, 
Difconrfing o’er old ftories pat, + 
They went by chance, amidét their talk, 
To the church-yard to take a walk ; 
When Baucis haflily cry’d out, 
My dear, I fee your forehead fprout ! 2 
Sprout! quoth the man; what’s this you tell usR 
T hope you don’t believe me jealous ! 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true; 
And really yours is budding too =i 
Nay,—now I cannot ftir my foot; 

It feels as if "twere taking root. 
Defcription would but tire my Mufe ; 
In fhort, they both were turn’d to yews. 

Old Goodman Dobfon of the green 
Remembers, he the trees has feen ; 
He "Il talk of them from noon till night, 
And goes with folks to fhow the fight : 
On Sundays, after evening-prayer, 
He gathers all the parifh there ; 
Points out the place of either yew ; 
Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew: 
Till once a parfon of our town, 
‘To mend his barn, cut Baucis downy, =: ~ 
At which ’tis hard to be beliew’d 
How much the other tree was griev’d, 
Grew ferubbed, dy’d a-top, was ftunted ¢ 


1 So the next parfon ftubb’d and burnt it. 


. << BLEGY ; ; 
On the fuppofed Death of tenn Almenach 


Writ; ’tis as Bickerftaff has rd, 
Though we all took it for a j 
Partridge is dead ; nay more, he dy’d 
Ere he could prove the good ’{quire ly’d 
Strange, an aftrologer fhould die 
Without one wonder in the fky 1’. 
Not one of all his crony ftars 
To pay their duty at his herfe {' 
No meteor, no eclipfe appear’d! — 
No coinet with a flaming beard ! 
‘The fun has rofe, and gone to bed, 
Juft as if Partridge were not dead ¢ 
Nor hid himf¢lf behind the moon, 
‘To make a dreadful-_night at noon, - 
He at fit periods walks through Aries, - 
Howe’er our earthly mozicn varies ; 
And twice a-year he "Hi cut th’ eguetors 
As if there had been no fuch matter. 
Some wits have wonder’d what analogy 
‘There is *twixt * cobling and affrolory ; 
How Partridge made his optics rife 
From a /iceyile to reach the fkies. 
A lift the cobler’s temples ties, 
To keep the hair out of hiseyes;  « 
From whence ’tis pliin, the dicdem 
‘That princes wear, derives from them: + 
And therefore crowns are now a-days 
‘Adorn’d with golden lars and ray, ; 
Which plainly fhow’s the near alliance 
“Twint cobling and the planets frience, 








Vo ® Partridge wat @ ctblere’ 





POEM &. 


Brhe watchful bailiffs take their filent flands, 
"And fchooj-boys lag with fatchels in their hands. 


A DESCRIPTION OF 
A CITY-SHOWER. 
In Imitation of Virgil's Georgics. 1710. 


Carerut obfervers may fortel the hour 

(By fure prognoftics) when to dread a fhower. 
‘While rain depends, the penfive cat gives o’er 
Her frolicks, and purfues her tail no more. 
‘Roturning home at night, you il find the fink 
Strike your offending {enfe with double flink. 

HW you be wile, then go not far to dine ; 

Youll {pend in coach-hire more than fave in wine. 
A coming fhower your shooting corns prefage, 
Old ach throb, your hollow tooth will rage. 
Saunicring in coffec-houfe is Dulman fen ; 

He damns the climate, and complains of /pleer. 

Mcan while the fouth, rifing with dabbled wings, 
A fable cloud athwart the welkin flings, 

"Vhat fwill’d more liquor than it could contain, 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up again, 

Brifk Sufan whips her lincn from the rope, 
While the firft drizzling fhower is borne aflope : 
Such is that fprinkling which fome carelefs quean 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not fo clean : 
You fly, invoke the gods; then, turning, flop 
To rail; fhe, finging, {till whirls on her mop. 
Not yet the duft had fhunn’d th’ unequal itrife, 
But, aided by the wind, fought ftill for life ; 
And, waited with its foe by violent guft, 

*T was doubtful which wasrain,and which wasduft. 
Ah! where muft needy poet feek for aid, 

‘When duft and rain at once his coat invade? 

Sole coat ! where duft cemented by the rain 
Eredéts the nap, and leaves a cloudy ftain ! 

Now in contiguous drops the flaod comes down, 
Threatening with deluge this devoted town. 

"To fhops in crowds the degaled females fly, 

Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 

‘The templar fpruce, while every {pout ’ 
Stays till ’tis fair, yet feems to cali a coach. 

‘The tuck’d-up femftrefs walks with hafty ftrides, 
While ftreams run down her oil’ umbrella’s fides. 

Here various kinds, by various fortunes led, 
Commence acquaintance underneath a fhed. 

‘Triumphant ‘Tories and defponding Whigs 
Forget their fends, and join to fave their wigs. 

Box'd in « chair, the beau impatient fics, 

While fpouts run clattering o'er the roof by fits, 

And ever and anon with frightful din 

"The leather founds; he trembles from within, 

So when Troy chajrmen bore the wooden ftced, 

Pregniint with Greeks impatient to be freed, 
"Thofe bully Grecks, who, as the moderns do, 
Inftead of paying chairmen, ran them through) 
Laocoon firuck the outfide with his fpear, 

And each imprifon'd kero quack'd for fear. 

Now from all parts the fwelling kennels flow, 
And bear their trophies with them as they go: 
Filths of all hues and odours feem to tell 
Whatftreet they fai’ from by their fight and fmell. 
“Ehey, as each torrent drives, with rapid force, 
¥rom Sraithfield or St.’Pulchre’sfhape their courfe, 
And in huge confluence join’d at Snowhill ridge, 
fund trong the canduit prone to Holbourn bridge. 
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Sweepings from butchers’ ftalls, dung, guts, and’ 
blood, 

Drown’d puppies, ftinking fprats, all drench’d 
in mud, . 

Dead cats,and turnip-tops, come tumbling down 
the flood. 


On tuz Lirrre House sy THe Ciuxen-yara 
oF CasTLENOCK. I7IQ 


Wuorver pleafeth to inquire 

Why yonder fteeple wants a fpire, 

‘The gray old fellow poet * Joe 

‘The philofophic canfe will show. 

Oncc on a time a weitern blaft 

At leaft twelve inches overcaft, 

Reckoning roof, weathercock, and all, 

Which came with a prodigious fall ; 

And turning topfy-turvy round, 

Light with its bottom on the ground 5 

For, by the jaws of gravitation, 

{t fell into its proper itation. 

the little ftrutting pile, * 

You fee jut by the church-yard ftile s 

‘Lhe walis in tumbling gave a knock 5 

And thus the fteeple got a fhock ; 

From whence the neighbouring farmer calls 

The fteeple, Knock ; the vicar, + Walls, 
‘The vicar once a weck creeps in, 

Sits with his knees up to his chin 5 

re couns his notes, and takes a whet, 

Lill the fmul ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who by did pafs, 
Obiery'd the roof behind the grafs; 

On tiptoe ftood, and rear’d his fnout, 
And faw the parfon creeping out ; 
Was much furpris'd to fee a crow 
Venture to build his neft fo low. 

A {chool-boy ran unto "t, and thought, 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught. 
A third, who loft his way by night, 

Was fore’d for fatty to alight 
And, ftepping o’er the fabric-roof, 
His horfe Tad like to fpoil his hoof. 

Warburton ¢ took it in his noddle, 
‘This building was detign’d a model 
Or of a pigeon-houfe or oven, 

To bake one loaf, and keep one dove in. 
‘Then Mrs, Johnfon § gave her verdict, 
s ‘d that heard it: 




















nis ftir about, 

h wants a fpout. 

|| Raymond guefs'd 
than all the reft ; 

it wanted room, 
a pigmy’s tomb, 
Doctor's family came by, * 
1 little mifs began to cry ; 

me that houfe in my own hand! 
madam bade the chariot ftand, 
Cail’d to the clerk, in manner mild, 
Pray, reach that thing here to the child; 


* Mr. Beaument of Trin. 

$ Archdcacon Wall, a correfpondent of Srcift' >. 
t Dr. Swift's curate at Leracor, § Stelle. 
| Minifier of Trin, 
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‘That thing, I mean, among the kale : 
And here ’s to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk {aid to her, in a heat, 
‘What ! fet} my mafter’s country feat, 
‘Where he comes every week from town! 
He would not fell it for a crown, 

Poh | fellow, keep not fuch a pothet ; 
In half an kour thou It make another. 
Says * Nancy, I can make for mifs 

A finer houfe ten times than this ; 
‘The Dean will give me willow-fticks, 
And Joe my apron-full of bricks. 


THE VIRTUES OF 


SID HAMET THE MAGICIAN’s ROD. 1710, 


‘Tue rod was but a harmlefs wand, 
‘While Mofes held it in his hand ; 
But, foon as e’er he /aid it down, 
“Twas a devouring ferpent grown. 

Our great magician, Hamet Sid, 
Reverfcs what the prophiet did : 

His rod was honeft Englifh wood, 

‘That fenfclefs in a corner ftood, 

‘Till, metamorphos’d by his grafp, 

It grew an all-devouring afp ; 

‘Would hifs, and fting, and roll, and twit, 
By the mere virtue of his fitt ; 

But, when he deid it down, as quick 
Refum’d the figure of a ftick. 

So to her midnight-feafte the hag 
Rides on a broomftick for a nag, 
‘That, rais’d by magick of her beech, 
O’er fea and land conveys the witch ; 
But with the morning-dawn refumes 
The peaceful ftate of common brooms. 

‘They tell us fomething ftrange and odd 
About a certain magic red t, 

‘That, bending down its top, divines 
‘Whene’er the {oil has golden mines ; 
‘Where there are none, it flands erect, 
Scorning to fhow the leaf refpect. 
As ready was the tvand of Sid 
To bend where gulden mines were hid ; 
In Scottifh hills found precious ore ¢, 
‘Where none e’er look’d for it before ; 
And by a gentle dow divin'd, 
How well'a cudiy’s purfe was lin’d : 
‘Tg a forlorn and broken rake 

d without motion, like a ftake. 

‘The rod of Hermes was renown’d 
For charms above and under ground ; 
To fleep could mortal eye-tids fix, 
And drive departed fouls to Styx. 
"That red was juft a type of Sid’s, 
"Which o’er a Britith fenate’s lids 
Could featter opiue full as well, 

And drive as many fouls to bell. 

Sid’s rod was flender, white, and tall, 
Which oft’ he us’d to ff withal ; 

A plaice was faften’d to the hook, 
And many f{eore of gudgcons took : 





” The waiting-woman, 


} The virguia divine, /aid to be attractedby minerals. 


4 Suppofed to allude to ihe Union, 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


Yet ftill fo happy was his fate, 

He caught his f/2, and fav'd his bait, 
Sid’s brethren of the conjuring tribe 

A circle with their red defcribe, 

Which proves a magical redoubt 

‘Lo keep mifchievaus fpirits out. 

Sid’s rod was of a latger ftride; 

And made a circle thrice as wide, 

Where /pirits throng'd with hideous ding 

And he ftood there to take them in: 

But, when th” inchanted rod was brake, 

‘They vanith’d in a ftinking fmoke. 
Achilles’ fceptre was of wood, 

Like Sid’s, but nothing near fo good; 

‘That down from anceftors divine 

Tranfmitted to the hero’s line, 

‘Thence, through a long defcent of kings; 

Came an beir-doom, as Homer fin; 

Though this defcription looks fo big, 

‘The feeptre was a faplefs twig, 

Which, from the fatal day, when firft 

It left the foreft where ’twas nurs’d, 

As Homer telis us o’er and o’er, 

Nor jeaf, nor fruit, nor bloffom, bore. 

Sid’s {eeptre, full of juice, did thoot 

In golden boughs, and golden fruit ; 

And he, the dragon never fleeping, 

Guarded each fair Hefperian pippin. 

No éubby-borfe, with gorgeous top, 

The deareft in Charies Mather’s * fhop, 

Or glittering tinfel of May-fair, 

Could with this rod of Sid compare. 
Dear Sid, then, why wert thou fo mad 

To break thy rod like naughty lad! 

You fhould have kifs’d it in your diftrefs, 

And then return’d it to your pif: 

Or made it a Newmarket + fwitch, 

And not a rod for thy own breech. 

But fince old Sid has broken this, 

His next may be a rod in pifs. 


ATLAS; OR, THE MINISTER OF STATE, 


TO THE LORD TREASURER OXFORD, L7IC. 


ATLAS, we read in ancicnt fong, 
Was fo excecding tall and ftrong, 
He bore the fkies upon his back, 
jet asa pedlar does his pack < 

nt, asa pediar overprefs’d 
Unioads upon a ftall to reft ; 
Or, when he can no longer ftand, 
Defires a friend to lend a hand ; 
So Atlas, left the ponderous {pheres 
Should fink, and fal! about his ears, 
Got Hercules to bear the piie, 

‘That he might fit and reft a white. 
Yet Hercules was not fo ftrong, 
Nor could have borne it half fo long. 

Great ftatefmen are in this condition { 
And Atlas is a politician, 
A premier minifter of ftate ; 
Ailcides one of fecond rate. 





* An eminent toyman in Fi rect. 
+ Lord Godelpbin is fatirifed by Mr. Pope for & 
frrong attachment to the turf. See bis Moral Effays, 
5 


POEMS 


OF doubts, impertinence, and niceties, 
From every age through which it pafs’d, 
Bat always with a ftronger relifh of the lait. 
_ This beauteous queen, by Heaven defign’d 
To be the great original 
For man to drefs and polifh his uncourtly mind, 
in what mock habits have they put her fince the 
fall! [fages, 
*“ More oft’ in fople’ and madmen’s hands than 
She fcems a medley of all ages, 
‘With a huge fardingale to fwell her fuftian ftuff, 
A new commode, a top-knot, and a ruff, 
Her face patch’d o'er with modern pedantry, 
With a long fweeping train 
Of comments and difputcs, ridiculous and vain, 
All of old cut with a new dye: 
‘How foon have you reftor’d her charms, 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Dreft her again genteel and neat, 
And rather tight than great ! 
How fond we are to court her to our arms! 
How much of heaven is in her naked looks ! 


Thus the deluding Mufe oft’ blindsmeto her ways, 
. And ev’n my very thoughts transfers 
And changes all to beauty, and the praife 
Of that proud tyraut fex of hers, 
. The rebel Mafe, alas! take part 
But with my own rebellious heart, i 
And you with fatal and immortal wit confpire 
2 To fan th’ unhappy fire. 
Cruel unknown! what is it you intend ? 
Ah! could you, could you hope a poet for your 
~ friend! 
.. Rather forgive what my firft tranfport faid : 
May all the blood, which fhall by woman’s {corn 
be thed, 
Lie upon you and on your childrens head! 
For has (ah! did I think 1 e’er fhould live to fee 
The fatal timp when that could be !) 
Have ev’n increas’d their pride and cruelty. 
‘Woman feems now above all vanity grown, 
Still boafting of her great unknown 
Platonic champions, gain’d without one female 
Or the vat charges of a {miles [wile, 
Which ’tis a fhame to fee how much of late 
You've taught the covetous wretches to o’er- 
rate, 
And which they’ve now the confciences to weigh 
In the fame balance with our tears, 
And with fuch fcanty wages pa 
‘The bondage and the flavery of years. 
ALet the vain fex dream on; the empire comes from 
- wAnd, had they common generofity, —_[us, 
« ‘fey would not ufe us thus. 
a, Well though you've rais'\d her to this high 
} - Ourfelves are rais’'d as well as fhe; (degree, 
And, fpite of all that they or you can do, 
2Tis pride and happinefs enough tome + 
Still te be of the fame exalted fex with you. 


: Alas, how fleeting and how vain 
4s ev'n the nobler man, our learning and our wit ! 
IT figh whenc'er I think of it; 
As at the clofing of an unhappy fcene 
Of fome great king and conqueror’s death, 
‘When the fad melancholy mufe 
Stays but to catch his utmoft breath. * 
il grieve, this nobler work moft happily kegun, 


He’s a gold pencil pp’d with lead. 
Ee 4 : *, 


So quickly and fo wonderfully carry'd on, 

May fall at lait to intereft, folly, and abufe. - 
‘There is a noon-tide in our lives, 
Which ftill the fooner it arrives, 

Although we boaft our winter-fun looks bright, 

And foolithly are glad to fee it at its height, 

Yet fo much fooner comes the long and gloomy 
night. 

No conqueft ever yet begun, a 
And by one mighty here carried to its height, 
Ever flourifh’d under a fucceflor or a fon; 

It loft fome mighty pieces through all hands it pafty 
And vanith’d to an empty title in the laf. 
For, when the animating mind is fled 
(Which nature never can retain, 
Nor e’er call back again), 
‘The body, though gigantic, lies all cold and dead, 
And thus undoubtedly *twill fare 
‘With what unhappy men fhall dare - 
To be fucceffors to their great unknown, 

On Learning’s high eftablifhed throne, 

Cenfure, and pedantry, and pride, 
Numberlefs nations, ftretching far and wide, 
Shall (1 forefee it) foon with Gothic fwarms come 

From ignorance’s univerfal north, [forth 
And with blind rage break all this peaceful gor 

vernment : 
Yet fhall thefe traces of your wit remain, 
Like 8 jul eps to tell the salt extent | 
Of conqueft in your fhort and happy reign 5 
And ‘° all future mankind how ore 
How ftrange a parodox is true, : 
That men who liv’d and dy’d without 3 namq™ 
Are the chief heroes in the facred lift of fame. 


WRITTEN IN 
A LADY’S IVORY TABLE-BOOK, 1699, 


Pexvse my leaves through every part, 
And think thou fecft my owner's heart, - 
Scrawl o'er with trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, as fenfelefs, and as light ; 
Expos’d to every coxcomh’s eyes, 

But hid with cantion from the wift. 
Here you may read, “ Dear charming faint !’* - 
Beneath, “ A new receipt for paint ;” 

Here, in beau-fpelling, “ Tru tel deth 3”. 
‘There, in her own, “ For an el breth ;” 

Here, “ Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom !’t 
‘There, “A fate way to ufe perfume :” 

Here, a page fill’d with billets-doux ; 

On tother fide, * Laid out for fhoes”=— 

% Madam, I die without your grace’toe 

© Item, for half a yard of lace.” 

Who that had wit would place it here, 

For every pecping fop to jeer 5 we 

In power of fpittls aud a clout, 

‘Whene’er he pleafe, to blot it out 5 

And then, to heighten the difgrace, 

Clap his own nonfenfe in the place? 

Whoe’er expects to hold his part 

In fuch a book, and fuch a heart, 

If he be wealthy, and a fool, - 

Is in al} points the fitteft tool ; 

Of whom it may be juttly faid, 


Ai 
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Lord help me! 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT: * 


MRS. HARRIS} PETITION, 1699. 
To their Fxcellencies the Lords Juftices of Ire- 
land *,the humble petition of Frances Harris, 
Who mutt ftarve, and die a maid, if it mifcarries; 


Humbly theweth, 

That [ went to warm myfelf in Lady Betty's + 
chamber, becaufe U was cold ; 

And I had in a purfe feven pounds, four fhillings, 
and fixpence, befides farthings, in money 
and gold; 

So, hecaufe | had been buying things for my Lady 
la@ night, 

I wasrefoiv'd totell my money, to fee if it wasright. 

Now, you myit know, becaufe my trunk has a 
very bad lock, 

"Therefore all the money } have, which, God 
knows, is.a very {mall ftock, 

1 keep in my pocket, ty’d about my middle, next 
to my imock. 

So when { went to put up my purfe,asGod would 
have it, my {mock was unript, 

And, anniead of pugting it into my packet, down 


Then the re bet rung, and I went down to put my 
Lady to bz 
And, God knowa, i thought my money was as 
fafe as my maidunh,ad. 
So, when. aa ae up again, I found my pocket feel 
Lay i 
Bat when i fearch? ‘d, and mifs'd my purfe, Lord ! 
{thought U hould have funk outr ght, 
Lord! Mada n, fays Mary, how d’ ye do? Ins 
deed, fays I, never worfe ; 
But pray, Mary, cun you tell what T have done 
with my urfe ? 
fai id Mary, J never ftirr’d out of 
this place ; 
Nay, faid I, 1 had it an Lady Betty's chamber, 
that’s a plain cafe, 
So Mary got-me to bed, and cover'd me up warm: 
However, the ftole away my garters, that I might 
do myfelf no harm. 
$o I tumbled and tofs'd all night, as you may very 
> well think, wink, 
Fut hardly eve: fet my eyes together, or dept a 
So was adream'd, methought that we went and 
fearch'd the folks round, 
And in a corner of Mrs. Dukes’s }.box, ty’d in a 
rag, the money was fotad. 
So next morning we told Whittle §, and he fell 
a-[wearing ; 
‘Then my dame Wadgar {| came; and fhe, you 
know, is thick of hearing, 
Dame, faid I, as fsud as I could bawl, do you know 
what a lofs | have had? 
Nay, faid toe BY. Lord Colway’s § folks are all 
very [out fail. 
For my Lord Dromedary *# comes a Trefday with- 
Pugh! faid I, but that’s nog the bufinefs that J ail, 





* The Karls of Berkeley and of Galway. 
$ Lady Betty Berkeley, afterwards Germaine. 
} Wife to one of the foatmen. * 

§ Earl of Berkeley's valet.” 


ime old deaf’ bnufekeeper.® { Galway. 


The Earl of Drogheda, who, with the Primate, 


par to, facceed Bi tug Earle, “a 





Says Cary *, fays he, f have been a fervant this 
five and twenty years come fpring, 


And in athe places I liv’d I never heard of fucty 
a thing. 

Yes, fays the fteward, +, I remember, when I 
‘was at my Lady’ Shrewfbury’s, 

Such a thing as this happen’d juit about the time 
of gr fcserrie:. 

So I went to the Barty fufpe@ed, and I found her 
full of grief, 


(Now, you mult know, of all things in the world, 
T hate a thief.) about :, 

However, I am rcfelv'd to bring the difcourfe flily’ 

Mrs. Dukes, faid 1, here’s an ugly accident 1 has 
happen’d out; - _[loufe ¢3 

*Tis not that I value the money three flips of a 

But the thing I ftand upon is the credit of the 
honfe, 

*Tis true, feven pounds, four fhillings, and fi ix 
pence, makes a great hole in my wages: 

Befides, as they fay, fervice is no inheritance in 
thefe ages. 

Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body 
underiiands, 

That thowsh ‘tis hard to judge, yet money can’t 

go without hands. 

The devil take me! faid the (bleffing herfelf) if 
ever I faw’t! J 

So fhe roar'd like a hed!am, as though I had call’ 
her all to naught. 

So you know, what could T fair to her'any more ? 

I e’en left her, and came away as wife ad I See 
before. 

Well; but then they would had me gone to the 
cunning man ! {here anon, 

No, faid I, *t's the fame thing, the chaplain will ba 

$o the chapésin § came in. Now the fervants fay 
he is my fweesheart, 

Becaufe he’s always in my chamber, and I always 
take his part. 

So ag the devit would have it, 
out I blundes’d, + * 

Parfon, {aid I, can you caft 8 ‘nativity, when a bow * 
dy's plunder’d | 

(Now, you muft know, he hates to be call’d pare 
Jon like the devil 1) 

Truly, fays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you 
to be more civil ; 

Tf your money begone, asa” teirndd divine fay, 

dye fee, from me} 

You are no text for my handling ; fo take that 

I was never taken for a conjurer before, I'd have 
yon to know. 

Lord ! faid 1, don't be angry, I am fure it never 
thought y you fo; 

You know Uhonour the cloth; ¥ defign to be # 
parfin's wile ; [my life , 

J never took onc in your coa# for a conjurer in’ ail 

‘With that he twifted his girdle at me like a ropey 
2s who fhould fay, . 

Now you may go hang yourflf for me, and fo 
went away. 

Well: I thought t would have fwoon’d. Lortt 
faid 1, what fhalll do! {toot 

T-have loft ny »oney, and fhall lofe my true fovg 


* Crk of the Rilchen. $ Ferris, 


fdorfeal figing of heer, 3 Pry Seif 


before I was aware, 
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Then my Lord call’ me: Harry*, faid my Lord, | But was forely put to’t in the midft of a verfe, 
don’t cry 5 Becaufe he conld find no word to come pat ins 

Pl give you fomethirig towards thy lofs; and, fays “Then all in the place’ ~ : as 
my Lady, fo will I. 

Oh! but, faid l, what if, after all, the chaplain 
won't come to? 

Ror that, he faid, (an’t pleafe your Excellencies) I 












He left a void fpace, . 
- And fo went to bed in a defperate cafe; [dle? 
Then behold the next morning a wonderful rid~ 
He found it was ftrangely fill’d up in the middle. 


3 muft petition you. Cho. Let cenfuring critics then think what they lift 
‘The premifes tenderly confider’d, 1 defire your ont 5 wee [fant & 
Excellencies prowetion, (le@ion ; Who would not write verfer wit fuch an af 


F And that I may have a fhare in next Sunday’s col- 

t And, over and above, that I may have your Ex- 
cellencies letter, 

With an order for the chaplain aforefaid, or, in- 


*This put me, the friar, into an amazement : 
For he wifely confider’d it muit be a iprite 5. 
That he came through the key-hole, or in at the 


ftead of him, a better ; cafenient 5 < and write 
And then your poor fctitioner, both night and day, And S.needs mint che ape iat both reag 


Ox the chaplain (for ‘tis his trade), as in duty bound, 
thall ever gray. 


If it were friend or foe, - fue NE 
Or whether it came from above or below... 3: 
However, "twas civil in angel or elf, 
For he ever could have fill’d it fo well of .himfelf. 
Cho. Let cenfuring, Se. 


Even fo Matter Doctor had puzzled his brains 5 

In making a ballad, but was at a ftand: [pains ; 

He had mix’d little wit with a great deal of 

When he found a new help from invilible hand. 
Then, good Doctor Swift, 

Pay thauks for the gift; {lites 

For you freely muft own, you were at a dead 

And, though fome maiicious young {pirit cid do’ty 

{ You may know by the hand Yhad no cloven footy 

. Cho. Let cenfuring, (es 


A BALLAD 
ON THE GAME OF TRAFFIC, 
Written at the Ci file of Dublin, 1699. 


My Lord ¢, to find out’ who muft deal, 
Detiver cards about, 
» But the firit knave does feldom fail 
‘To find the Doctor out. ee 


But then his Honour cry’d, -Gadzookst 
‘And feem’d to knit his brow + " 
For on a knave he uever looks, 
But h’ thinks upon Jack How f. 
My Lady, though fhe is no player, 
Some bungling partner takes, 
And, wedg’d in corner of a chair, 
‘Takes inuff, and holde the ftakes. 


Dame Floyd looks out in grave fufpenfe 
For pair-royals and fequents 5 

But wifely cautious of her pence, 
‘The caftle feldom fréquents, 


Quoth Herries, fairly putting cafes,. 
T'd won it on my word, ‘ 
Uf Thad but a pair of aces, 
And could pick up a third. 


But Wefton has a new-caft gown. 
On Sundays to be fine in, 
And, if fhe can but win a crown. 
Twill ju new-dye the lining, 
«© With thefe ig Parfon Swift, - 
Not knowing how to {pend his time, 
& Does make a wretched fhift, 
* ‘To'deafen thom with puns and rhyme,” -- 








‘THE DISCOVERY. 


Wurn wife Lord Berkeley firft came here*, 
Statefmeri and mob expected wonders, 

Nor thought to find fo great a peer ' 
Ere a week paft committing blunders. 


‘Till, on a day cut out by fate, J 
When folks came thick to make their court, 
Out flipt a myftery of ftate, 
‘To give the town and country fport. 


Now enters + Buth with new ftate airs, 
His Lordthip’s premier minifter 5 

{| And who in all profound affairs 

Is held as needful as his + clyfter. 


‘With head reclining on his fhoulder, 
He deals and hearg myfterious chat, 
While every ignorant beholder F 
Akks of his neighbour, Who is that & 


With this he put up to my Lord, 
‘The courtiers kept their diftance due, 
He twitch’d his flecve, and ftole a word 3 

‘Then to a corner both withdrew, 


Imagine now, ‘my Lord and Buh 
Whifpering in junto moft profound, 

Like good king § Phyz, and good king Ufhy 

While all the reft ftood gaping round, 


A BALLAD, 
Lo the tune of the Gub-Purfe §, 


‘Once ona time, as old ftories rehearfe, a 
A fripr would needs fhow his talent in Latin 





© A cant wort of Lord and Lady B, to Mrs. Harris. 
4 The Earl of Berkeley. ¢ Paymafler of the army: 
§ Lady Betty Berkeley, finding the preceding verfes 
jn the author's room unfinife?, wrote under them the 
concluding flanza, which gave occafion to this ballad, 
evritten by the author in @ counterfeit band, as if a 
fhird perfm bad dmc te mene = 


"Lo Ireland, as one of the Lords Fuffices. 
$ Buf. by fous underband infinuation, obtained the 
ofl of fecretary, which bad been promifed fo Swift” 

t Always talen before my Lord went to council, 

§ See & be Rebearfele” GES 


Ail ii ac 
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At Jength a {park not too well bred, 
“* Of forward face and ear acute, 
Advanc’d on tipto, lean'd his head, 

~ To over-hear the grand difpute ; 


‘To Jeayn what northern kings defign, 

" Or from Whitehall fome new exprefa, 
Papifts difarm’d, or fall of coin: 

~ For fure (thought he) it can’t be lefs. ! 


My Lord, faid Buth, a friend and J, 
Difguis'd in two old thread-bare coats, 

Ere morning dawn, ftole out to fpy) 
How markets went for hay and oats. 


‘With that he draws two handfuls out, 
The one was oats, the other hay; > 
.Puts this (o’s Excellency’s fnout, 
And begs he would the other weigh, 


‘My Lord feems pleas’d, but ftill dire@s 
By all means to bring down the rates; 
hen, with a congee circumflex, 
Bush, fmiling round on all, retreats. 


Our liftencr ftood a while confus’d, 

But, gathering fpirits, wifely ran for't, 
Enrag’d to fee the world abus’d 
"By two fuch whifpering kings of Brentford. 


THE PROBLEM, ° 


© THAT MY LORD BERKELEY STINKS, WHEN HE 
Mtoe ce 3 8 ISAM LOWED pt ee 


Dip ever problem thus Perplex, 
Or more employ, the female fex ? 
fweet a pafiion, who would chink, 
fove ever forin’d to make a ftink ? 

ihe ladies vow and {wear, they’ll try, 
‘Whether it be a truth or lie. 2° 
Love's fire, it feems, like inward heat, 
‘Works in my Lord by ftool and fweat, 
‘Which brings a ftink from every pore,: 

And from bebind and from before ; 

Yet, what is wonderful to tell it, 

None but the favourite nymph can fmell ig. 
But now, to folve the natural caufe s 
By (ber philofophic laws : 

‘Whsther all paflions, when in ferment, 
‘Work out as anger does in vermin; + 

So, when a weazel you torment, 

You find his paflion by his fcent. 

‘We read of kings, who, in a fright, 

j2 hough on a throne, Would fall to fh. 
‘Befide all this, deep fcholars know, ~ 

"Phat che main {tring of Cupid’s bow - 

Once on a time was an a gut, © “ 

Now to.a nobler office put, 
* By favour or defert preferr’d 

From giving paflage to a t~3 

Buc fill, though fix’d among the fars, . 
Does fympathife with human a=, 

Thus, when you feel an bard-bound breech, 
Conclade love’s bow-ftring at full flretch, 
‘Till the kind loofenefs comes, and then 
“Conclude the bow relax’d again. 

'. And now, the ladies all are bent e 
‘To try the great experiment, 
Ambiticus of a regent’s heart, 

Spread all their charms to catch a few 


Watching the firft unfavourg win 
Some ply before, aud fome being 
My Lord, on fire .amidft the dames, 
ie like a laurel in the Hames. ~ 

e fair approach the {peaking part, 
To try the Back-way te his hon rr" 
For, as when we a gun difcharge, 
Althongh the bore be ne’er fo large, 
Refore the flame from muzzle burft; 
Juft at the breech it flathes firft;  ‘ 
So froni my lord his paffion broke, 
He f—d firft, and then he fpoke. _ 

The ladies vanith in the {mother, 
To confer notes with one another ; 
And now they all agreed to name 
Whom each one thought the happy dame. 
Quoth Neal, whate’er the reft may think} 
I'm fure *twas I that fmelt the ftink.  “* 
You fmell the fink! by G—, you lic, 
Quoth Rofs, for lt be fworn ’twas L 
Ladies, quoth Levens, pray forbear :” 
Let’s not fall out ; we all had thare ; 
And, by the moft I can difcover, 
My lord’s an uniyerfal lover, 


THE DESCRIPTION - 


or 
A SALAMANDER. 1706, 
Pliny, Nat. Hift. Libs x. c. 67. bibs xxix. Aj 


As maftiff dogs in modern phrafe are 
Call’d Pompey, Scipio, and Czefar ; Fares 
As pyes and daws are often fty!’'d 
With Chriftian nicknames, hike a child; 
As we fay Monfjeur to an ape, 

Without offence to human thape 3 

So men have got, from bird and brute, 
Names that would beft their natures fuit, 
The lion, eagle, fox, and boar, 


{ Were heroes titles heretofore, ° 


Beftow’d as hieroglyphics fit 

To thow their valour, ftrength, or wit ; 
For what is underftood by fame, ‘ 
Befides the getting of a ame? 

But, e’er fince men invented guns, 

A different way their fancy runs: 

To paint a hero, we inquire 

For fomething that will conquer fre. 
Would you defcribe Turenne or Trump ? 


‘| Think of a bucket or a pump. 
+} Are thefe too low ?-—then find out grandery 


Call my Lord Cuts a falamander. * 
’Tis well ;—but, fince we live among 
Detractorg with an evil tongue, | 
Who may object againft the term, 
Pliny fhall prove what we affirm > 
Pliny shail prove, and we'll apply, 
And ll be judg’d by ftanders-by. 

Firft, then, our author has defin’d 
This reptile of the ferpent kind, 
With gaudy coat and fhining train s 
But loathfome fpots his body ftain : 
Out from fome hole obfcure he flies, 
When rains defcend, and tempefls rife, 
‘Till the fun clears the air; and then * 
Crawls back neglected to his den. 

So, when the war has rais'd a ftorm, 
Tve fcen a fake in human form, © + 





All ftain’d with infarny and vice, 
Leap from the dunghill in a trice, 
Burnifh, and make'a gaudy thow, 
Become a general, peer, and beau, 
-Till peace has made the fky ferene ; . 
‘Then fhrink into its hole again. 
& All this we grant-—why, then, look yonder: 
“:# Sure that muft be a Salamander !"? : 
Farther, we are by Pliny told, 
‘This ferpent is extremely cold ; 
So cold, that, put it in the fire, 
°T will make the very flamies expire: 
‘Befides, it {pues a filehy froth 
(Whether through rage or luft, or both) 
Of matter purulent and white, 5 
' Which, happening on the fkin to light, 
And there corrupting to a wound, 
Spreads leprofy and baldnefs round, 
So have I feen a batter’d beau, 
By age and claps grown cold as {nowy 
‘Whole breath or touch, where’er he came, 
Blew out Love's torch, or chill’d the flame: 
And thould fome nymph, who ne’er was cruel, 
Like Charlton cheap, or fam’d Du-Ruel, * 
Receive the filth which he ejects, 
She foon wonld find the fame effeds 
Her tainted carcafe to purfue, 
As from the Salamander’s fpues 
A difmal thedding of her, locks, 
And, if no leprofy, a pox. 
“ Then UIl appeal to gach by-ftander, 
“ If this be not a Salamander ?? ‘ 


~ TO THE EARL OF PETERBOROW, 


WHO COMMANDED THE BRITISH FORCES JN 
. “SPAIN. 


Morpan7o fills the trump of faine, 
The Chriftian' worlds his deeds proclaim, 
And prints are crowded with his name.” 

In journies he outrides the pot, 

Sits up till midnight with his hott, 
‘Talks politics, and gives the toaft ; 


Knows every prince in Europe's fact 
Flies like a fquib from, place to place, % 
And travels not, but runs a race, 

From Paris gazette J-la-main, 
‘This day arriv’d, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 


A meffenger comes all a-reek, 
‘Mordanto at Madrid to feek ; 
He left the town above a week. 
Next day the poft-boy winds his horn, 
And rides through Dover in the morn: * 
Mordanto’s landed from Leghorn. © 


* Mordanto Sallops on alone ; 
The roads aré with her followers frown; 
‘This breake'a'girth, and thatabone = * 
His body ative as his mind, 
Returning found in limb and wind, 
Except fome leather loft behind, - ‘ 


A tkeleton in outward figure, 


His meagre corpfe, though full of vigour, 
Would bale bebind him, were it bigges, ; 


But by his name-fake Charles of Sweden, © 
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So wonderful his expetiition,, ° * 
When you have pot the leaf Sulpicion, 
He’s with you like an apparition : 

Shines in all climates like 3 ftar; 

In fenates bold, and fierce in war; 
A land commander, and a tar: 


Heroic a@ions early bred in, : 
Ne’er to be match’d in modern reading, 


ON THE UNION... 


Tae Queen has lately toft a part 

Of her ENTIRELY-ENGLISH* heart; 
For want of which, by way of botch, - 
She piec’d it up again with scores. 
Bleft revolution! which creates 
Divided hearts, united ftates ! 

See how the double nation lies 5 

Like a rich coat with tkirts of friezer 
As if a man, in making pofies, 
Should bundle thiftles up with rofes, 
Who ever yet a union faw 

OF kingdoms without faith or law ? 
Henceforward let no ftatefmen dare 
A kingdom to a thip compare ; 
Left he fhould cail our gommonweal 
A veffel with a double keel : 

Which, jut like ours, new rigg'd and mann’d, 
And got about a league from nd, 

By change of wind to leeward fide, 
The pilot knew not how to guide, 

So tofling faction will o'erwhelm 
Our crazy double-bottom’d realm, 


ON MRS. BIDDY FLOYD: , 
OR, THE RECEIPT TO FORM A BEAUTY}. 


Wuen Cupid did his grandfire Jove entreat 
To form fome Beauty by a new receipt, 

Jove fent, and found far in a country fcene “ 
Truth, innocence, good ‘nature, look ferene: * 
From which ingredients firft the dextrous boy 
Pick’d the demure, the awkward, and the coy, 
The Graces from the Court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride: 
Thefe Venus cleans from every fpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, affe&ed, pert, and vain, ~~ 
Jove mix’d up all, and his beft clay employ’d ; 
‘Then call’d the happy compofition Floyd, 


APPOLLO. OUTWITTED. 


To the Honourable ‘Mrs. Finch, afterwards Countey 
of Winchelfea, under ber nase of Ardslia. 


Proesvs, row thortening every thade,: 
Up to the northern tropic came, 7 

And theace beheld 2 lovely maid,” 
Attending on a royal dame, 


The god laid down his feeble rays, 
Then lighted from his glittering coach ; 
—— 


* The motto on Queen Anne's coronation medal 
t An elegant Latta werfion of this Little bom it & 
the fists volume of Dryden's Mificllanies, < : 
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But fenc’d his head with his own bays, 
Before he durft the nymph approach. 


Under thofe facred leaves, fecure 7 
From common lightning of the tkies, 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flathes of Ardelia’s eyes. 


The nymph, who oft’ had read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke, . 
Soon knew Apollo by his Jooks, 
And guefe'd his bufinefs ere he fpoke. 


He, in the old ccieftial cant, 

Confefs'd his flame, and fwore by Styx, - 
What’er fhe would defire, to grant— 

But wife Ardelia knew hig tricks. 


Ovid had warn’d her, to beware 
Of flrolling gods, whofe ufual trade is, 
Under pretence of taking air, 


To pick up fublunary ladies, © fi 


Howe’er, fhe gave no flat denial, 
As having malice in her heart ; 
And was refolv’d upen a trial, 
‘To cheat the god in his own art. 


’ Hear my requeft, the virgin faid ; 
* Let which I pleafe of all the Nine 
Attend, whene’er I want their aid, 
Obey my call, and only mine. 


By vow vblig’d, by paffion led, 
The God could not refufe her prayer: 
He wav'd his wreath thrice o’er her head, 
‘Thrice miutter’d fomething to the air. 


And now he thought to feize his due ; 
But fhe the charm already tried. 
‘Thalia heard the call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelia’s fide, 


On fight of this celeftial prude, 
Apollo thought it vain to ftay 3 

Nor in her prefence durft be rude 
But made his leg, and went away. 


He hop’d to find fame lucky hour, 
‘When on their queen the mufes wait: 
But Palla’s owns Ardclia’s power 5 
For vows divine dre kept by fate. 


“Then, fall of rage, Apollo fpoke : 
Deceitful nymph ! I fee thy arts © 

And, though I can’t my gift revoke, 
T'll difappoint ite:nobler part, 


Let fubborn pride poffefs thee long, 


And be thou negligent of fame ; ¢ 


‘With every mufe to grace thy fong,. 
. May’ft thou defpife a poet's name } 


Of modeft poets thou be firft 3 
‘Ta filent fhades repeat thy verfe, 
. "Till Fame and Echo almoft burit, 
Yet hardly dare one line rehearfe. 


And laft, my pengcinee to complete, 
May’ft thou defcend to take renown, 
%Prevail’d on by the thing you hate, 
A whig, and one.that wears @ gown 


* VANBRUGH’s HOUSE, 
BUILT FROM THE RUINS OF WHITRHALL, 1706, 








































In times of o/d, when Time was young, 
And pocts their own verfes fung, 
‘A verfe would draw a ftone or beam, 
‘That now would overload a team ;~ 
Lead them a dance of many a mile, 
‘Then rear them to a goodly pile. 
Each number had its different power: = 
Heroic ftrains could build a tower 3 
Sonnets, ar-elegies to Chloris, 
Might raife a houfe about two ftories 
A lyric ode would flate ; a catch 
Would tile ; an epigram would thatch,. 
But, to their.own or Jandlord’s cof, 
Now poets feel this art is loft. 
Not one of ail our tuneiul throng: 
Can raife-a lodging for a fong: 
For Jove confider’d well the cafe, 
Obferv'd they grew a numerous race 3 
And, fhould they build as faft as write, 
?Twould ruin undertakers quite. 
‘This evil therefore to prevent, 
He wifely chang’d their element: 
On earth the god of wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building trade ; 
Leaving the wits the {pacious air, 
With licence to buikd cufiles there + 
And, ’tis conceiv'd, their old pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thence, 
Premifing thus, in modgrn way, < «. 
The better half we have to fay: 
Sing, mufe, the houfe of poct Van 
In higher ftrains than we began. 
Van (for ’tis fit the reader know it) 
Is both a herald and a poet 5 
No wonder then if nicely fkilled 
In both capacities to build. 
As herald, he cau in a day 
Repair a boufe gone to decay 5 
Or, by atchieverent, arms, devices 
Freét'a new one in a trice 3 
‘And, asa poet, he has fkill 
‘Yo build in fpeculation ftill, 
Great Jove! he cry’d, the art reftore 
'To build by verfe as heretofore, 
And make my mufe the architeét 5 
What palaces fhall we erect an 
No longer fhall forfuken Thames 
Lament his old Whitehall in flames 5 
A pile thall from its athes rife, 
Fit to invade or prop the ikies. 
Jove fmil’d, and, like a gentle god 
Confenting with the ufual nod, 
Told Van, he knew his talent beft, 
‘And left the choice to his own breaft. 
So Van refolv’d to write a farce 5 
But, well perceivirig wit was fearce, 
With cunning that defeé fupplies 5 
"Takes a French play as lewtul prize ; 
Steals thence his plot and every joke, 
Not once fufpedting Jove would fmokeg 
And (like a wag fet down to write) 
Would whifper to himfelf, a bite; 
‘Then, from this motley, mingled fty!g, 


Proceeded ta.crec& his pile. ~ 


POEMS. a 


Bo then of old, to gain renown, did 
Build Babel with their tongues confounded. 
dere faw the cheat, but thought it beft 
'o turn the matter to a jeft: 
Down from Olympus’ top he flides, 
Laughing as if he’d burtt his fides: 
Ay, thought the God, are thefe your tricks? 
‘Why then old plays deferve old bricks; : 
And, fince you're {paring of your tuff, 
* Your building fhuii be {mall cnough. 
He fpake, and, prudging, lent his aid ; 
‘TH experienc'd bricks, tha: knew their trade, 
(As being bricks at fecond-hand), 
Now move, and now in order fend, 
‘The building, as the poet writ, 
Rofe in proportion to his wit : 
And firit the Prologue built a wall 
So wide as to encompats al!. 
‘The Scene 2 wood produc’d, no more 
Than a few {cvubby trees before. 
The Plot as yet lay deep; and fo 
A cellar next was dug below : 
But this a work fo hayd was found, 
Two Adts it coft him under ground : 
Two other Ads, we may Prefume, 
Were {pent in building cxch a room, 
‘Thus far advanc’d, he made a fhift 
To raife a roof with aé& the fifth, 
‘The Epilogue behind did frame 
A place not decent here to name, 
low pocts from all quarters ran 
‘To fee the houfe of brother Van; 
Look’d high and low, walk’d often round ; 
But no fuch houfe was to be found, 
One afks the watermen hard-by, 
* Where may the poets palace lic 2”, 
Another of the "(hames inquires, 
If he has fecn its gilded Spires ? 
At length they in the rubbith fpy 
A thing refembling a goofe-pye. 
‘Thither in hafte the poets throng, 
And gaze in filent wonder long,” 
‘Till one in raptures thus began 
To praife the pile and builder Van: 
‘Thrice happy poet! who may’ft trail 
‘Thy houfe abput thee like a fnail ; 
Or, harnefs'd to a nag, at eafe 
‘Take journeys in it like a chaife 5 
Or ina boat, whene’er thou wilt, 
Canft make it ferve thee for a tilt! 
Capacious honfe ! ’tis cwn'd by all 
‘Thou’rt well contriv'd, though thon art imal ; 
For every wit in Britain’s ifle 
May lodge within thy fpacious pile, 
Like Batchus thou, 2s poets feign, 
«Thy mother burnt, dre born again, 
Born like a phoenix from the flame 3 
But neither bu/é nor frape the fame: 
as animals of largeft fize 
Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flies j 
A type of madera wit and ftyle, 
The rubbifb of an ancient pile, 
So chemifts boaft they have a power 
From the dead afhes of a flower 
Some faint refymblance to produce, 
But not the virtue, tafte, or juice ; 
So modern thymers wifely bla 


The pociry of ages pat 
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Which after they have overthrown, 
They from its ruins build their owns 


‘TWO RIDDLES. 1707.%. 


i. ON A FAN, 


From India’s burning clime I’m brought 
With cooling gales like zephyrs fraught. 
Not Iris, when the paints the tky, * 
Can fhow more dificrent hue than I: 

Nor can fhe change her form fo fait ; 

T’'m now a fail, and now a maft: 

There am red, and. there am green; 

A beggar there, and here a queen. 

T fometimes live in houfe of hair, 

And oft’ in hand of lady fair: _ 

I pleafe the young, I grace the old, - 
And am at ence both hot and cold:. 

Say what 1 am then, if you can, 

And find the rhyme, and you're the many 


ANSWER. 


Your houfe of hair, and Jady’s hand; 
At firft did put me to a ftand. 
T have it now—'tis plain enoughe= 
Your hairy bulinefs is a muff. : 
Your engine franght with cooling gales, 
At once to like your mafts and fails ; 
Your thing of various fhape and huey | 
Mutt be fome painted toy, I knew: 
And for the rhyme to you're the many 
What fits it better than a fea? 






“ th ON A BEAG. 


T’m wealthy and poor, 
I'm empty and full, 
I'm humble and proud, 

Vm witty and dull, - 


I’m foul, and yet fair ; 
I’m old, and yet young 
Tlie with Moll Kr, : 
And toaft Mrs, mm, 


ANSWER, BY MR, Foon, 
In rigging he’s rich, though in pocket he’s poor g 
He cringes to courtiers, and cocks to the cits 3 
Like twenty he dreffes, but looks like threefcore 3 
He’s a wit to the fools, and a fool to the wits. 


Of wifdom he’s empty, but full of conceit ; [fcab s 
He paints end perfumes, while he rots with the 

Tis a Beau you may {wear by hisfenfe and his Gait 
He boafts of a beauty, and lics with a drab, 


THE HISTORY OF VANBRUGH’s HOUSE, 


Wuen mother Clud had rofe from play, 
And call'd to take the cards away, 
Van faw, but feem’d not to regard, 
How Mi: pick’d every painted card, & 


< ee 


* Originally commanicated by Suvift to Oldifworth, 
who publified them in © The Mufes Mercury” 
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And, bufy both with hand and eye, 
Soon rear’d a houfe two ftories high. 
Van's genius, without thought or lecture, 
Ie hugely turn’d to architecture: ~ 
He view'd the edifice, and fmil’d, 
‘Vow’d it was pretty for 2 child 5 
‘At was fo perfect in its kind, 

He kept the model in his mind. 

"Bat, when he found the boys at play, 
And faw them dabbling in their clay, 
He ftood behind a ftall to lurk, 

‘And mark the progrefs of their work ; 
With true delight obferv’d them all, 
Raking up mud to build a wall. : 
‘The plan he much admir’d, and took 
‘The model in his table-book ; 
‘Thought himfelf now exadtly fkill’d, 
And fo refolv’d a bout to build ; 
‘A real: boufe, svith reoms and flairs 
Five times at leaft as big as thei 
"Taller than Mifz’s by two yards; 
Not a fham thing of clay or cards: 
“And fo he did; for, in a while, 
‘He built up fuch a monftrous pile, > - > 
‘That no two chairmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 
Still at Whitehall it tands in view, 
jut in the place where firft it grew 5 

here all the little {chool-boys run, 
Envying to fee themfelves outdone. 

From {uch deep rudiments as thefe, 
‘Van is become by due degrecs 
For building fam'd, and juftly reckon'd, 
At Court, Vitruvius the fecond: ie 
‘No wonder, fince wife authors fhow 
That bef foundations mult be low: 
‘And now the Duke has wifely ta’en him 
"To he his architec? at Blenheim. 

But, raillery for once apart, 
Uf this rule holds in every art 5 
Or if his Grace were no more {kill’d in 
‘The art of battering walls than building, 
‘We might expect to fee next year 
A moufe-trap man chief engineer! 





BAUCIS AND PHILEMON, 


4 THE ZVER-LAMENTED LO#S OF THE FWO 
YEW-TREES IN THE PARISH OF CHILTHORNE, 


. SOMERSET. 1708, 
. Imitated from the Bighth Book of Ovid, 


An ancient times, as ftory tells, 
Whe faints would often leave their cells, 
‘And ftroll about, but hide their quality, 
To try good people's hofpitality. 

_ . {t happen’d on a winter-night, 
‘As authors of the legend write, 
‘Two brothey-hermits, faints b trade, 
‘Taking their tour in mafquerade, 
Difguis'd it. tatter’d habits, went 
*To a {mall village down in Kent + 
“Where, in the frollers! canting flrain, 
"They begg’d from door to door in vaitty 
"Tried every tone might pity wins 
‘But not a foul would let them in. 

Our wandering faints, in woful Rates 

Treated at this ungodly rate, beat 
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Having through all the village paft, 
To a {mall cottage came at lait! 
Where dwelt a good old honeft ye’mam, 
Call’d in the neighbourhood Philemon; 
Who kindly did thefe faints invite 
In his poor hut to pafs the night ; 
And then the hofpitable fire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the fire 5 
While he from out the chimney tools 
A fiitch of bacon off the hook, 
And freely from the fatteft fide 
Cut ont large flices to be fry’ds 
‘Then ftepp’d afide to fetch them drink, 
Fill'd a Jarge jug up to the brink, 
And faw it fairly twice ge round 5 
Yet (what is wonderful!) they found 
“Pwas ftill replenith’d to the top, : 
As if they ne’er had touch’d a drop. ~~ 
The good old couple were amaz’d, 
‘And often on each other gaz’d5 
For both were frighten’d to the heart, 
And juft began to cry;—What ar't t 
‘Then foftly turn’d afide to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, foon aware on’t, 
Told them their calling, and their errands 
Good folks, you need not be afraid, 
‘We are but faints, the hermits faid 5 
No hurt fhall come to you or yours: 
But for that pack of churlifh boors, 
Not fit to live on Chriftian ground, 
"They and their houfes fhall be drown’d, « 
Whilft you fhall fee your cottage rife, — 
And grow a church before your eyes. 
They fcarce had fpoke, when fair and fof, 
‘The roof began to mount aloft ; - 
Aloft rofe every beam and rafter; 
The heavy wall climb’d flowly after. 
"The chimney widen’d, and grew higher, 
Became a fteeple with a fpire. P 
The kettle to the top was hoift, — 
And there ftood faften’d to a joift, 
But with the upfide down, to fhow 
Its inctination for below : 
in vain; for a fuperior force, 
Apply’d at bottom, ftops its courfe + 
Doom’d ever in fufpence to dwell, 
Tis now no kettle, buta bell, _ 
A wooden jack, which had almoft” 
Lott by difufe the art to roaft, 
A fudden alteration feels, 
Increas’d by new inteftine wheels 5 
And, what exalts the wonder more, 
"The number made the motion flower z. 
The flier, though ’t had leaden feet, 
‘Turn’d round fo quick, you fcarce could fe "4 
But, flacken’d by fome feret power, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
"The jack and chimney, near ally’d, 
Had never left each other’s fide : 
‘The chimney to a ftceple grown, 
‘The jack would not be left alenc 3; 
But, up againit the fteeple rear’d, 
Became a clock, and till adher’d 5 
‘And ftill its love to hovfchold cares, ' 
By a fhrill voice at noon, declares, 
‘Warning the cook-maid not to burn 
‘That roaft-meat' which it-campot ture - 
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Suppofe then Atlas ne‘er fo wife ; : 
Yet, when the weight of kingdoms lies 
Too tong upon his fingle fhoulders, 
Sink down he mutt, or find upholders. 


; A TOWN ECLOGUE. 1710. 


SCENE, THE ROYAL EXCHANGE, 


fe Coryden. * 

Now the keen rigour of the winter’s o'er, 

No hail defcends, and frofts can pinch no more ; 
‘Whiltt other girls confefs the genial fpring, 
And laugh aloud, or amorous ditties fing, 
Secure from cold their lovely necks difplay, 
And throw each ufelefs.chafing-diih away ; 
Why fits my Phillis difcontented here, 

Wor feels the turn of the revolving year? -, 
‘Why on that brow dwell forrow and difmay, 


Where loves were wont to {port, and fmiles to |; 

Pl [around, 
., Phillis. Ah, . Corydon !- furvey the ’Change 
Through all the "Change no wretch like me is 


lay 1 


found + : 
Alas! the day, when T, poor heedlefs maid, 


‘Was to your roorns in Lincoln’s-Inn betray’d ; 


Then how you fwore, how many vows you vast 


¥e liftening zephyrs, that o'erbeard his love, 
Waft the foft accents to the Gods above. 

Alas! the day ; for (oh, eternal fhame !) 

T fold you handkerchiefs, and loft my fame. 

. Cor. When I forget the favour you beitow’d, 
Red herrings fhall be {pawn’d in Tyburn Road, 
Xleet-treet .transtorm'd become a flowery gree: 
A fs be fung where operas are feen ; 

The Wwalthy cit, and the St. James's beau, 






Shall change their quarters, and their joys forego; 


Stock-jobbing this to Jonathan’s thall come, . 
At the Groom Porter’s that play off bis plum. 
. Phil, But what to me does all that love avail, 
If, while { dode at home o'er porter’s ale,. 


Each night with wine and wenches you mit 


My live-long hours in anxious cares are pait, 
And raging hunger lays my beauty watte. 
On templars fpruce in vain T glances throw,, 
And with fhrill voice invite them as they go. 
Expos'd in vain my gloily ribbands fine, 
And unregarded wave upon the twine. 


The week fliés round; “and, when my profit’s 


known, cate ad 
Thardly clear enovgh to change a crown, 

C¥r. Hard fate of virtue, thus to be diftreft, 
Thou faireft of thy trade, and far the beft ! 
As fruitmen’s ftalis the fummer-market grace, 
«nd ruddy peaches them ; as firft in place 
Plum-cake is feen o’er fmaller paftry ware, 
And ice on that; fo Phillis does appear 
In play-houfe and in patk, above the reft 
OF belles mechanic, 'elegantly drett. 

Pil. And yet Crepundia, that conceited fair, 
Amidft her toys, affects a faucy air, 
And views me hourly with a fcornful eye. 


Cor. She might as well with bright Cleora vie. 
Pil. With this large petticoat | ftrive in vain 


"Fo hide my folly paft, and coming pain: 
*Tis now no fecret; fhe, and fifty more, 


Obferve the fymptoms I had once before’s 
Vor. 1X. 


. 7. 
A fecond babe at Wapping mutt be placed, 
When I fcarce bear the charges of the laft. 

Cor. What I could raife I fent; a pound of 
+, “plums, eno . 
Five fhillings, and 2 coral for his gums; 
| To morrow Lintend him fomething more. 

Phil. I {ent a frock and pair of thoes before. 
: Cor. However, you fhall bome with me to-night, 
; Forget your cares, and revel in delight. 
| I have in ftore a pint or two of wine, . 
Some cracknels, and the remnant of a chine. 

And now on either fide, and ail around, 

‘The weighty fhop-boards fall and bars refound 5 
! Each ready tempftrefs flips her pattens on, 
| And ties her hood, preparing to be gone. 
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EPITAPH; - 
H INSCRIBED ON A MARBLE TABLET, IN BERRES 
_ LEY CHURCH. 


_ : HS. EY 
Carolus Comes de Berkeley, Vicecomes Durfley, 
; Baro Berkeley, de Berkeley Caft. Mowbray, 
Segrave, 

Et Bruce, é Nobiliffimo ordine Balnei Eques, 
Vie ad genus quod fpectat & Proavos ufquequaque’ 
Nobilis, 

Et longo, fi quis alius Procerum ftemmate tritus; 
Muniis etiam tam illuftri itirpi dignus infignitus. 
Siquidem a Gubelna Ue ad ordines fardeyaw 

: : ti : 
Ablegatus & Plenipotentiarius Extraordinarius 
Rebus, non Britamigz tantim, fed totius fere 
; . Europe 
(Func temporis prefertim arduis) per annos V. 
incubuit. ci 
Quam felicia diligentia, fide quam intemerata, 
Ex illo difcas, Lector, quod, fuperftite Patre, 
34 Magnatum ordinem adfcifci meruerit. 
Fuit a fanctioribus conGliis & Regi. Guliel. &, 


ny 


Ann# Regine, . 
E Proregibus Hibernie fecundus, 
Comitatuum Civitatumque Gloceft, & Brift. Do- 
minus Locumtenens, 
Surriz et Gloceft. Cuftus Rot. Urbis Gloceft 
magnus 
Senefcallus, Arcis fancti de Briavell Cattellanus, 
1% Guardianus Forefte de Dean. F 
} Denique'ad ‘Turcarum primim, deinde ad Romar 
Inperatorem. 

Cum Legatus Extraordinazius defignatus effet, 
Quo minus has etiam ornaret provincias 
Obftitit adverfa corporis yaletudd. 

Sed reftat adhuc, pre quo fordefcunt cetera, 
Honos verus, ftabilis, et vel morti cedere nefcius,' 
Quod veritatem Evangelicam ferio amplexus; 
‘Ergo Deum pius, erga pauperes munificus, 
Adverfis omnes equus & benevolus, 

Tn Ghrifto jam placidé obdormit 

Cum eodem olim regnaturas una. 7 
~Natus ViII® April. MDCXLIX. denatus. 
XXIV° Septem. MDCCX. etat. fue LXE 





THE FABLE OF MIDAS. 171%. 

Mrpas, we are in flory told, 

-Turn'd every thing he touch’d to gold 
£ B 








ao 


She made a fong, how little mifs 
Was kifs'd and flobber'd by a lads 
And how, when mafter went to p---, 
Mi(s came, and peep’d at all he had. 


Ait twelve a wit and a coquette; 
Marries for love, half whore, half wife ; 
Cuckoids, elopes, and runs in debt ; t 
‘Turns authorefs, and is Curll’s for life. 


TOLAND'S INVITATION TO DISMAL, 
FO DINE WITH THE CALVES-HEAD CLUB *, 
AImitated | from Horace, Lib. I. Epift. 5. . 


Tr, deareft Difmal, you for once can dine 
Upon a fingle dith, and tavern. wine, 
‘Toland to you this invitation fends, . 
To eat the calves-head with your trufty friends. 
Sufpend awhile your vain ambitious hopes, 
Leave hunting after bribes, forget your tropes. 
‘To-morrow we our myflic feaft prepare, 
Where thou, our latelt profelyte, thalt thare: 
‘When we, by proper figns anc fymbols, tell, 
How, by brave hands, the royal traitor fell ; 
The meat thell reprefent the tyrant’s head, 
The wine his blood our predeceffors thed ; 
Whilft an adtuding hymn fome artitt fings, 
We toatt, “ Confufion to the race of kings !”” 
At monarchy wwe nobly fhow our fpight, . 
And talk qwhat fools call treafon all the night. 
Who, by difgraces or ill-fortane funk, 
Feels not his foul enliven’d when he’s drunk? 
Wine can clear up Gedolephin’s cloudy face,” 
And fill Jack Smith with hopes to keep his place: 
By force of wine, ev’n Scarborough is brave, 
Hal grows more pert, and Somers not fo grave ; 
Wine can give Portland wit, and Cleveland fenfe, 
Montague learning, Bolton eloquence ; 
Cholmondoley, when drunk, can never lofe his 
And Lincoln then imagines he has land. [wand ; 
My province is, to fce that all be right, 
Glaffes and linen clean, and pewter bright ; 
From our my/terious club to keep out fpies, 
And Tories (dre(3'd Ike waiters) in difguife. 
You fhall be coupled as you bef approve, 
Seated at table next the men you love. 
Synderland, Orford, Boyle, and Richmond’s 
Grace, f 7 [place. 
‘Will come; and Hampden fhall have Walpole's 
Wharton, unlefs prevented by a whore, 
‘Will hardly fail ; and there is room for more, 
But I love elbow-room whene’er I drink ; 
And honeft Harry + is too apt to ftink. 
Let no pretence of bufinefs make you ftay ; 
Yet take one word of counfel by the way. 
If Guernfey calls, fend word you're gone abroad ; 
Hell teaze you with King Charles and Bithop 


ud, 





_ & This poem, and that which follows it, are 
tivo of the penny papers mentioned in Swift's 
Journal to Stella, Aug. 4. 1712 They are here 
printed from folio copies in the Lambeth Li- 
brary. . 

+ Right Honourable Henry Boyle, mentioned 
twice before. 4 5 Z 
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Or make you fait, andcarry you to prayers: . 

But, if he will break-in, and walk up ftairs, 

Steal by the back-dvor out, and leave him 
there; 

Then order Squath te call a hackney-chair, 


“'PEACS AND DUNKIRK: 


BEING AN EXCYLLENT NRW SONG UPON THE 
SURRENDER OF DUNKIRK TO GENERAL MILLA 
1712. . = 

To the Tune of “ The King fball enjoy bis own 

again” 





Spicnt of Dutch friends and Englith foes, 

Poor Britair fhall have peace at lait: ; 

Holland pot towns, and we got blows; 

But Dunkirk *s ours, we “il hold it faft: 
We have got it ina ftring, ‘ 
And the Whigs may all go fwing, 

For among guod friends I love to be plain; 
All their falfe deluded hopes 
Will or ought to end in ropes: 
But the Queen fuall enjoy ber own again. 


Sunderland’s run out of his wits, 
And Difinal double-Difmal looks ; 
Wharton can only fwear by fits, - 
And ftratting Ha! is off the hooks ;' 
Old Godofophin full of fpleen 2% xta- 
Made faye moves, and loft his queen 3° © 
Harry look'd fierce, and fhook his ragged mane 
But a Prince of high renown 
Swore he *d rather lofe a crown, 7° 
Than the Queen flould enjoy her own agaim 


Our merchant-thips may cut the Line, 
And not be fnapt by privateers ; 
And commoners who love good wine, 
Will drink it now as well as peers: 
Landed-men hall have their rent, 
Yet our ftocks rife cent. per cent. 
The Dutch from hence fall no more millions’ 
drain: 2 
‘We °ll bring on us no more debts,. 
Nor with bankrupts fill Gazettes; | 
And the Queen foail enjoy ber own again. 


The towns we tuok ne’er did us good: - 
What fignified the French to beat? 
We {pent our money and our blood, 
To make the Dutchmen proud and great: 
* But the Lord of Oxford fwears, ° 
Dunkirk never fhall be theirs. 7 
The Dutch-hearted Whigs may rail and com- 
plain; 
But true Englithmen may fill 
A good health to General Hill ; 
For the Queen now enjoys her own again 


HORACE, BOOK J. EP. VE... - 
ADDARSSED TO THE EARL OF OxPORDY 1713-- 
Har ey, the nation’s great fupport, 


Returning home one day from court, 
(His mind with public cares poffets'd,, 


, Adl Europe’s bufinels in his breatt). 
A ¢ 





aa . 


“ Experience I have dearly bought ; 

You know J am not worth a groat + 

But you refolv’d to have your jeit 5 

And *twas a folly to conteft ; 

“ Then, fince you have now done your wort, 
“ Pray leave mo where you found me fir.” 


HORACE, BOOK IL. SAT, VI, 


I've often with'd that I had clear, 
For life, fix hundred pounds a-year, 
A handfome houfe to lodge a friend, . 
Ariver at my garden’s end, | 
' A terrace walk, and half a rood 
Of land fet out to plant a wood. 
Well, now I have all this and more, 
T afk not to increafe my ftore; 
* Bur here a grievance feems to lie, 
All this is mine but till I die ; 
I can’t but think "twould found more clever, 
To me and to my heirs for ever. 
“ fT ne'er got or loft a groat, 
By any trick, or any fault ; 
And if T pray by reafon’s rules, 
And not like forty other fools: « 
As thus,“ Vouchlafe, oh gracious Maker ! 
“To grant me this and t’other acre; 
“ Or, ifit be thy will and pleafure, 
“ Direct my plough to fiad a treafure !"* 
* But only what my flation fits - 
. * And to be kept in my right wits, * 
* Preferve, Almighty Prdvidence! 
* Jutt what you gave me, competence 
* And let me in thefe thades compofe 
* Something in verfe as true as profes 
* Remov'd from all th’ ambitious fcene, 
* Nor puff'd by pride, nor funk by fpleen,’ 
In fort, Fm perfectly content, 
Let me but live on this fide Trent; 
Nor crofs the Channel twice a year, 
Jo fpend fix months with ftatetmen herp, 
I mutt by all means come to town, 
’Tis for the fervice of the Crown. 


‘ 
‘ 
‘ 


“ Lewis, the Dean will be of ufe; Son 


Send for him up, take no excufe,’? 
‘The toil, the danger of the feas, 
Great Minifters ne'er think of thefe } 
Or let it coft five hundred pound, 
No matter where the money’s found, 
Yt is but fo much more in debt, ” 
And that they ne’er confider’d yet. 
“ Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
* Let my Lord know you're come to town,” 
I hurry me in hafte away, 
Not thinking it is levee-day ; 
-And find his honour in a pound, « 
Hemm’d by a triple circle round, 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green: 
How thould-I thraft myfelf between ? 
Some wag olvlerves ie thus perplexXd, 
And, {miling, whifpers to the next, 

" © [thought the Dean gad been too proud, 
To juftle here among the crowd !* 
Another, in a furly fit, : 
‘Tellsme J have more zeal than wit, ., 
* So cager to exprefs your love, 

t* You pe’er confider whom you fhoye. - ” 





| To Windfor, and again to town, 
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“ But rudely prefs before a duke.* 
I own, I'm pleas'd with this rebuke, ~ 
And take it kindly meant, to fhow 
What I defire the world fhould know. 
I get awhifper, and withdraw ; 
When twenty fools I never faw 
Come with petitions fairly penn’d, 
Defiring I would ftand their friend. 
This humbly offers me his cafe--- 
That hegs my interest for aplace-.~, 
A hundred other men’s affairs, 
Like bees, are humming in my ears. 
“* To-morrow my appeal comes on; 
“ Without your help the caufe is gone." 
The duke expects my lord and you, 
About fome great affair, at two--- 
© Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind, - 
“ To get my warrant quickly fign’d : 
“ Confider, *tis my firft requeft,”-— 
Be fatisfy’d, Pil do my bett. 
Then prefently he falls to teaze, 
“ You may for certain, if you pleafe + 
 T doubt not, if his lordthip knew-~ 
® And, Mr. Dean, one word from you---* 
“Tis (let me fee} three years and more, 
(OGober next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me firft attend, 
And chofe me for an humble friend ; 
Would take me in his coach to chaty 
And queftion me of this and that ; eB 
As, * What's o'clock? And, ““ How's the 


wind?” 
“ Whofe chariot’s that we left behind ?” 
Or gravely try to read the lines _psteaeette 


Writ underneath the country figns; 
Or, “ Have you nothing new to-day 
“ From Pope, fram Parnell, or from Gay ?” 


4 Such tattle often entertains 
{ My lord and me as far as Staines, 


As once a week we travel down 


Where all that pafles inter nos 
Might be proclaim’d at Charing-crofs. 

Y¥ct fonte I know with envy (well, 
Becaule they fee me us'd fo well: 
“* How thirk-you of our friend the Dean? 
T wonder what fome peopie mean? 
My lord and he are grown fo great, 
Always together, tite a téte ; 
“What ! they admire him for his jokes !--. 
* See but the fortune of fome folks !”” 

There flies about a ftrange report 
Of fome exprefs arriv'd at court + 
I’m ftopp’d by all the fools I meet, .« 
And catechis’d in every ftreet. 
“ You, Mr. Dean, frequent the great ; 
“ Inform us, will the Emperor treat? 
“ Or do the prints and papers lie? 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as F. 
Ah, Doétor, how you love to jeft! 
« °Tis now no fecret’’---I proteft * 
»Tis one to me--=** Then tell us, pray, 
“ Whemare the troops to have their pay?” 
And, though I folemniy declare 
I know no more than my lord mayor, 
They ftand amaz'd, ard think me grown 
The cleft mortal ever known, 


PO 
This in a fea of folly tof, 
My choiceft hours of life are loft; 
Yet always withing to retreat, . 
Oh, could I fee my country feat ! 
There leaning near a gentle brook, 
Sleep, or perufe fome ancient hook ; 
And there in {weet oblivion drown 
Thote cares that haunt the court and town *. 


THE AUTHOR UPON HIMSELF, 1713. 


[A few of the firft lines are wanting.) 


oe * « #*© *© € # 
Sr 
By an old purfued 


A crazy prelatet, and a royal prude ; 

By dull divines, who look with envious eyes’ 
On every genius that attempts to rile ; Ei 
And, paufing o’er a pipe with doubtful nod, 
Give hints that poets ne’er believe in God: 
So clowns on {cholars ason wizards look, 

And take a folio for a conjuring book. 

Swift had the fin of wit, no venial crime 
Nay, ‘tis affirm'd he fometimes dealt in rhyme: 
Humour and mirth had place in all be writ ; 

He reconcil’d divinity and wit ; {grace ; 
He mov’d, and bow’d, and talk’d with too much 
Nor thow’d the par/on in his gait or face ; 
Defpis'd luxurious wines and coftly meat, 

Yet ftill was atthe tables of the great ; 2 
Frequented lords, /aw thofe that Jaw the Queer ; 
At Child's § or Truby's § never once had been 5 
Where tawn and country vicars flock in tribes, 
Secur'd by numbers from the laymen'’s gibes, 
And deal in vices of the graves fort, 

Tobacco, cenfare, coffee, pride, and port. § 

But, after. {age monitions from his friends, 

His talents to employ for nobler ends ; 
To better judgments willing to fubmit, 
He turns to politics his dangerous wit, 

And now, the public intereft to fupport, 
By Harley Swift invited comes to court; 

Tn favour grows with minifters of ftate ; 

Admitted private, when fuperiors wait: 

And Harley, not afham’d his choice to own, 

Takes him to Windfor in his coach alone, ~ 

At Windfor Swift no fooner can appear, 

But St. John comes and whilpers in his eat: 

‘The waiters ftand in ranks; the yeoman cry, 

Make room, as if a duke were palling by. 

Now Finch] alarms the Lotds: be hears for 

certain 

This dangerous pric is got behind the curtain. 

Finch, fam’d for tedious elocution, proves 

That Swift oils many a {pring which Harley 
moves, 

Walpole and Aiffabie*®, to clear the doubt, 

Inform the Commons that the fecret’s out : 





*® See the réftof this fatire among Pope's Poems. 
+ Dr. Sharp, ‘Archbifbop of York. — 
t Q, Anne. wet ee 
Coffce-houfes much frequented by the Clergy. 
Lhe Earlof Nottingham. 
** They bdrb frke againft bim inthe Houfe of 
Commoang. ae Rie i cane 


EM Sl 4s 


“ A certain doctor is obferv'’d of late 
“ To haunt a certain minitter of ftate ; 
“ From whence with half an eye we may dif. 
“ cover [over.” 
“ The peace is made, and Perkin muft cothe 
York is from Lambeth fent, to fhow the Queen 
A dangerous treatife * writ againit the fpleen ; 
Which, by the fyle, the matter, and the drift, 
‘Tis thought could be the work of none but 
Swift. 
Poor York! the harmlefs too! of others’ hate ; 
He fues for pardont, and repents too late. 
Now, angry Somerfet} her vengeance vows 
On Swift’s‘reproaches for her * * * * * 
From her red locks her mouth with venom fills; 
And thence into the royal ear inflills, 
The Queen incens*d, his fervic-s forgot, 
Leaves him a victim to the vengefui Scot §. 
Now through the realm a proclamation fpread, _ + 
To fix a price on his devoted head |. . 
While innocent, he fcorns ignoble flight ; ° 
His watchful friends preferve him by a fleight. © 
By Rarley’s favour once again he thines ; 
Ts now careis’d by candidate divines, 
Who change opinions with the changing feene : 
Lord! how were they miitaken ia the Dean! 
Now Delawar J again familiar grows, 
And in Swift’s ear thrufts half his powder’d nofe. 
The Scottith nation, whom he durft offend, 
Again apply that Swift would be their friend¥*. 





By faction ti'd, with grief he waitsawhile, - | 


His great contending friends to reconcile, 
Periorms what friendthip, juftice, truth, require ; 
What could he mare, but decently retire ? : 


- °° THE FAGGOT: * 


WRITTEN WHEN THE MINISTRY WERE AT 
VARIANCE... 2703. * : 


Ozserve the dying father {peak : 
‘Try, lads, can you this bundle break ? 
Then bids the youngeft of the fix 
Take up a weil bound heap of fticks. ~ 
‘They thought it was an old man’s maggot, ~ 
And ftrove by turns to break the faggot : 
In vain; the complicated wands © * 
Were much too ftrong for al} their hands. 
See, faid the fire, how fuon ‘tis done; 
Then took and broke them one by onr. 
So ftrong you'll be, in friendthip ty’d 5 
So quickly broke, if you divide. 
Keep clofe then, boys, and never quarrel: 
Here ends the fable and the moral. 

This tale may be apply’d in few words 
To treafurers, comptroliers, ftewards ; 





© Yale of aT: . 

+ He fent a meffage to afs Swift’; pardon. 

} See the Windfor prophecy. ‘ 

§ The Duke of Argyll. : 

|| For writing “ The Public Spirit of Whigs” 

| Then lord treafurer of the boufchotd, wko 
cautioufly avoided Swift. whilft the proclama- 
tion was impending. 
#8 He cuas vifited by the Scattifetords more 
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And others who in folemn fort 

Appear with flender wands at court ; 
Not firmly join’d to keep their ground, 
Pat luthing one another round : 

Vhile wife men think they ought to fight 
With guarter-feaffs, inttead of white 3! 
“a conftable with aff of peace 

hould come and make the clattering ceafe, 
Which now difturbs the Queen and court, 
And gives the Whigs and rabble {port. 

In hiftory we never fousd 
The Conluls’ Fafces were unbound : 

‘Thofe Romans were too wife to think on’t, 
Except to lah fome grand delinquent. 
How would they bluth to hear it faid, 

The Prattor broke the Conful’s head 

Or Conf, in his purple gown, 

Came up, and knock'd the Preetor down ! 

Come, Courtiers: every man his ftick ! 
Lord Treafurer, for once be quick : 

And, that they may the clofer cling, 

‘Take your blue ribbon for a ftring. 

Come, trimming Harcourt", bring your Mace; 
‘And {queeze it in, or/quit your place : : 
Difpatch, or elfe that rateal Northeyt 

Will undertake to do it for thee: 

And be affur'd, the Court will find him 
-Prepar'd to leap o'er flicks; ot bind *em. 

"To make the bundle {trong and fife, 

Great Ormond, lend thy General's ftaff: 
‘And, if the Crofier could be cramm’d in, oo 
A fig for Lechmere, King, and Hambden! * 
You'll then defy the ftrongeft Whig 

With both his hands to-bend a twigs 
Though with united ftrength they all pull, 
From Somers down to Craggs and Walpole. 


beg 
.. , CATULLUS DE LESBIA, 

Lrszra for ever on me rails, 

To tatk of me the never fails. 

Now, hang me but for gll her art, 

I find, that I have gain’d her heart. 

My proof is: thus: 1 plainly fee, 

‘The cafe is jut the fame with me; 

I curfe her every hour fincerely, |. 

Yet, hang me but I love her dearly. 


““EPIGRAM 
From the French. t 


‘Who can believe with’ common fenfe, 
A bacon-flice gives God offence; 
Pr, how a herring hath 2 charm 
Almighty vengeance to difarm 2 
‘Wrapt up in Majefty divine, 

Does he regard on what we dine? “ 


Ona CURATE’s Complaint of HARD DUTY, 


Iwarcn’n three miles through fcorching fand, 
“With zeal in heart, and notes in hand ; 





* Lord Chancellor. 

t Sir Edward Northey, Attorney General. 

} Written extempore by agentleman who was 
reproved by fome of bis companions for eating 
eggs and bacon on a faft-day, 0” watt 


I rode four more to Great St. Mary, 

Ufing fonr legs when two were weary $ 

To three fair virgins I did tie men, 

In the clofe bands of pleafing Hymen: 

I dipp’d two babes in holy water, 

And purify’d their mother after. 

Within an hour, and eke a half, 

I preach’d three congregations deaf; 

Where thundering out, with lungs long winded, 

I chopp’d fo faft, that few there minded. 

My embiem, the laborious fan, 

Saw all thefe mighty tabours done i 

Before ‘one race of his was run, 

All this perform’d by Robert Hewit: + 

What mortal elfe could e’er go through it! 
hires Fook: 


A True and Faithful Inventory of the Goopg 
belonging to Dr. SWIF'!’, Vicar of Laracor ; 


Upon lending his Houfe to the Bifbop of Meath, 

till bis Palace was re-built, 

AN oaken, broken elbow-chair; 

A cawdle-cup, without an ear; 

A batter'd, thatter’d ath beditead ; 

A box of deal, without a lid; 

A pair of tongs, but out of joint ; 

A backfword-poker, without point s 

A pot that’s crack’d acrofs, around 

With an old knotted garter bound } 

An iron lock, without a key ; : : 

A wig, with hanging quite grown gray; 

A curtain worn to half a ftripe a aes 

A pair of bellows, without pipe 

A dith which might good meat afford once ; 

An Ovid, and an old Concordance ; ‘ 

A bottle bottom, wooden platter, 

One is for meal, and one for water: 

There likewife is a copper fkillet, 

Which runs as faft out as you fillit; 

A candieftick, {nuff-dith, and fave-all ; 

And thus his houfehold goods you have all. 

Thefe to your Lordthip asa friend, 

Till you have built, £ freely lend: 

‘They'll ferve your Lordfhip for a fhift ; 

Why not, as well as Dotor Swift? 


CADENUS AND VANESSA *. 
WRITTEN AT WINDSOR, 1733. 


Tue fhepherds and the nymphs were feen. 
Pleading before the Cyprian Queen. 

The counfel for the fair began, 
Accufing the falfe creature man. 

‘The brief with weighty crimes was charg’d, 
On which the pleader much enlarg’d ; 
That Cupid now has loft his art, 

Or blunts the point of every dart im 

His altar now no longer fmokes, 

His mother’s aid no youth invokes : 

This tempts freethinkers to refine, 

And bring in doubt their powers divine FY 





* Founded on an offer of marriage made by 
Mifs Vanbomrigh to Dr. Swift,whe was occafiors 
ally her preceptor. ~. = 


. 2 QE MS. f° 


Now love is dwindled to.intrigue,. 
And marriage grown a money league. 
Which crimes atorefaid (with her leave) 
Were (as he humbly did conceive) 
Againit our fovereign lady’s peace, 
Againft the ftatute in that cafe, 
‘Againft her dignity and crown: 
Then pray’d an antwer, and fatdown. 
The zymphs with fcorn beheld their foes 3 
When the defendant’s counfel rofe, 
And, what no lawyer ever lack’d, 
‘With impudence own’d all the fad ; 
But, what the gentleft heart would vex, 
Laid all the fault on t'other fex. . 
‘That modern love is no fuch thing 
As what thofe ancient poets fing ; 
A fire celeftial, chafte, refin’d, 
Conceiv’d and kindled in the mind ; 
Which, having found an equal flame, 
Unites, and both become the fame, 
In different breafts together burn, 
‘Together both to afhes turn. 
But women now feel no fuch fire, 
And only know the grofs defire. 
Their paflions move in lower {pheres, 
Where’er caprice or folly tteers, 
A dog, a parrot, or an ape, 
Or fome worfe brate in human fhape, 
Ingrofs the fancies of the fair, 
‘The few foft moments they can fgare, 
From vifits to receive and pay; 
From {candal, politics, and play ; 
From fans, and flounces, and brocades, 
From equtpage and park-parades, 
From ali the thoufand female toys, 
From every trifle that employs 
‘The out or infide of their Feats 
Between their toilets and their beds. 
In a dull ftream, which moving flow, 
You hardly fee the current low; 
fa fmall breeze obftruct the courfe, 
It whirls about, for want of force, 
And in its narrow circle gathers 
Nothing but chaff, and ftraws and feathers, 
‘The current of a female mind 
Stops thus, and turns with every wind ; 
‘Thus whirling round together draws 
Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff and fraws, 
Hence we conclude, no women’s hearts 
Are won by virtue, wit, and parts: - 
Nor are the men of fenie to blame, 
For breafts incapable of fiame; 
‘The fault muft on the nymphs be plac'd, 
Grown"{o corrupted in their tafte. 
‘The pleader, having {poke his beft, 
Had witnefs ready to attett, 
Wit fairly could on oath depofe, 
When quettions on the fact arofe, 
That every article was true ; 
Nor further thefe depanents knew: 
‘Therefore he humbly would infitt, 
‘The bill might be with cofts difmis'd, 
‘The canfe appear’d of fo much weight, 
‘That Venus, from her judgment-feat, 
Detir'’d them pot to talk fo loud, 
Ele the mutt “aterpofe a cloud: 


| For if the heavenly folk fhould know. ~ 
i{ Thele pleadings ix the courts below, 
| That mortals here difdain to love, . 








"j| She ne"er could thow her face above 5 


| For gods, their betters, are too wils 
To value that which men defpife. 
And then, faid the, my fon and I 
:}] Muft ftroll in air, twixt land and iky 3 _ 
Or elfe, fhut out from heaven and earth, 
‘| Fly to the fea, my place of birth; 
There live, with daggled mermaids pent, 
2} And keep on fith perpetual Lent. 
But, fince the cafe appear’d fo nice, 
She thought it bett to take advice. 
The Mates, by their King’s permiffion, 
Though foes to love, attend the feffion, 
And on their right hand took their places 
In order; on the left, the Graces: | 
To whom fhe might her doubts propole 
On all emergencies that rofe. 
The Mufes oft’ were {een to frown ; 
The Graces half-afham’d look down ; 
And ‘twas obferv’d, there were but few 
Of either {ex among the crew," 
Whom fhe or her affeffors knew, 
‘The goddefs foon began to fee, 
| Things were not ripe for a decree ; 
And faid fhe muft confult her beoks, 
The overs’ Fletas, Bractons, Cokes, 
Firft to a dapper clerk the beckon’d, 
To turn to Ovid, book the fecond 5 
She then referr’d them to a place 
In Virgil (wide Dido’s cafe): 
As for Tibullus’s reports, 
They never pafs’d for law in coutts¢ 
For Cowley’s briefs, and pleas of Wallery 
Still their authority was fmailer. 
There was on both fides much to Tay: 
She'd hear the caufe another day. 
And fo the did; and then a third 
She heard it--.there the kept her word z] 
But, with rejoinders or replies, 
Long bills, and anfwers ftuff’d with liey 
Demur, imparlance, and efloign, 
‘The parties ne’er could iffue join = 
For fixteen years the caufe was {pun, 
And then ftood where it firft begun, 
Now, gentle Clio, fing or fay, 
What Venus meant by this delay. 
The goddefs, much perplex’d in mind 
‘Yo fee her empire thus declin’d, 
When fir this grand debate arofcy 
Above her wifdom to compofe, 
Conceiv'd a projet in her head 
‘To work her ends; which, if it fped, 
Would thow the merits of the canfe 
Far better than confulting laws. 
Ina glad hour Lucina’s aid 
Produc’d on earth a wondrous maid, 
On whom the Queen of love was bent 
To try a new experiment. 
She threw her law-books on the 
And thus debated with herfelf. 
Since men allege, they ne’cr can find 
Thofe beauties in a female mind, 
Which raife a flame that will endure, 
For ever uncorrupt and pure ; 
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That meat muft be with money bought = 
She therefore, upon fecond thought, 
- Infus’d, yet as it were by flealth, 
Some {mall regard for ftate and wealth ; 
Of which, as the grew up, there ftaid 
A tindture in the prudent maid: 
She manag’d her eftate with care, 
Yet lik’d three footmen to her chair. 
But, left he thould neglect his ftudies 
Like a young heir, the thrifty goddefs 
(For fear young matter fhould be fpoil'’d} 
Would ufe him like a younger child ; * 
And, after long computing, found 
"Lwould come to jult five thoufand pound. 

The Queen of Love was pleas’d, and proud, 
To fee Vanefla thus endow'd : : 
She doubted not but fuch a dame 
Through every brea would dart a fame: 
That every rich and lordly fwain 
With pride would drag about her chain; 

‘That {cholars would forfake their books, 

To ttudy bright Vaneffa's looks ; : 

As the advane’d, that womankind 

Would by her model form their mind, 

And all their conduét would be try'd 

By her, as an unerring guide ; 

Offending daughters oft would hear ” 
Vaneffa’s praife rung in their ear: 
Mifs Betty, when the does a fault, 
Lets fall her knife, or fpills the falt, 
Will thus be by her mother chid, * 
“ Tis what Vaneffa never did !"” 
Thus by the nymphs and fwains ador'd, 
My power fhall be again reftor'd, 

And happy lovers blefs my reign-— 

So Venus hop’d, but hop’d in vain. 

For when in time the Martial Maid 
Found aut the trick that Venus play'd, 
She thakes her helm, the knits her brows, 
And, fir’d with indignation, vows, ° 
‘To-morrow, ere the letting fun, 
She'd all undo that the had done. 

But in the poets we may find 
A wholefome law, time out of mind, 
Had been confirm’d by Fate’s decree, 
That gods, of whatfoe’er degree, 

Refume not what themfelves have given, 
Or any brother-god in heaven; 

Which keeps the peace among the gods, 
Or they mutt always be at odds: 

And Pallas, if fhe broke the Jaws, A 
Mutt yield her foe the ftronger caufe ; 
A thame to one fo much ador'd 

For wifdom at Jove’s council-board. 
Befides, fhe fear’d the Queen of Love 
Would meet with better friends above. 
And though the mutt with grief reflect, 
To fee a mortal virgin deck'd 

With graces hitherto unknown 

To temale breafts, except her owns 
Yet the would ac as beit became.” 

A goddefs of unfpotted fame.’ * * 

She knew, by augury divine, 

Venus would fail in her defign: 

She ftudy'd well the point, and foynd 
Her fue’s concluGons were not foudd, 
From premifes erroneous brought; 

Aad therefore the deductions ’s nought, 


IF ’tis with reafon they complain, 
‘This infant thall reftore my reign. : 
Pit {earch where every virtue dwells, = 
From courts ineiufive down to cells : 
What preachets talk, or fages write ; 
Thele I will gather and unite, 
And reprefent them to mankind 
Collected in that infant’s mind. 
This faid, the plucks in heaven’s high bowers 
A tprig of amaranthine flowers, 
Jn nectar thrice infufes bays, 
‘Three times retin'd in Titan’s rays; 
‘Then calls the Graces to her aid, , 
And {prinkles thrice the new-born maid: - 
From whence the tender (kin aflumes 
A fweetnefs above all perfumes: 
From whence a cleantinefs remains, 
Incapable of outward ftains: 
From whence that decency of mind, 
So lovely in the female kind, 
Where not one carelefs thought intrudes, 
Lefs modeft than the {peech of prudes ; 
Where never blufh was call’d in aid, 
“That fpurious virtue in a maid, * or 
A virtue but at fecond-hand ; 
They bluth, becaufe they underftand. 
The Graces next would act their part, 
And thow’d but little of their art; 
‘Their work was half already done, 
‘The child with native beauty fhone; 
‘The outward form no help requit’d : gio 
Each, breathing on her thrice, infpir'd 
‘That gentle, fott, engaging air, 
», Which in old times adorn’d the fairs 
And faid, * Vaneflz be the name 
“ By which thou halt be known to fame; 
* Vanella, by the gods inrall’¢ : 
“ Hername on easth fhall not be told.” 
But (till the work was not complete: 
When Venus thought on a deceit ; 
Drawn by her doves, away the flies, 
And finds out Pallas in the tkies. y 
Dear Pallas, I have been this morn 
Yo fee a lovely infant born s 
A boy in yonder ifte below, 
So like my own without his bow, 
By beauty could your heart be won, 
You'd {wear it is Apollo’s fon: 
But it thall ne'er be faid, a child 
So hopetul has by me been fpnil’d; 
L have enough befides to {pare, 
And give him wholly to your care. 
Wiidom’s above fufpecting wiles: 
‘The queen of Learning gravely {miles, 
Bown fiom Olympus comes with Jey, 
Mitlakes Vanetta tor a boy; : 
‘Then fows within her tender mind 
Sceds long unknown to womankind ; 
For manly bofoms chiefly fit, 
The tceds of knowledge, judgment, wit. 
Bex joul was fuddenly endued 
With juftice, truth, and fortitude ; 
With honour, which no breath caa fain, 
Which malice muit attack in vain ; 
With apen heart and bounteous hand. 
But Pallas here was at a ttand ; 
She knew, in our d¢senerate days, 
Bare viztue could not live on praile ; 

















And muft have contrary effects 
‘To what her treacherous foe expects. 
In proper feafon Pallas meets 
The Queen of Love, whom thus fhe greets 
(For gods, we are by Homer told, 
Can in celeftial language fcold) : 
Perfidious goddefs! but in vain 
You form’d this project in your brain ; 
, A project for thy talents fit, 
With much deceit and little wit. 
Thou haft, as thou fhalt quickly fee, 
Deceiv'd thyfelf, inftead of me : 
For how can heavenly wifdom prove 
An inftrument to earthly love ? 
Know’ ft thou: not yet, that men commence 
‘Thy votaries, for want of fenie? 
Nor fhall Vanetfa be the theme 
To manage thy abortive fcheme : 
She'll prove the greateft of thy foes! 
And yet I {corn to interpofe, 
But, ufing neither fkill nor force, 
Leave ali things to their natural courfe. 
+ The goddefs thus pronounc’d her doom: 
When lo! Vaneffa in her bloom 
Advanc’d, like Atalanta’s ftar, 
But rarely feen, and feen from far : 
Tn anew world with caution ftept, 
Watch’d all the company fhe kept, 
‘Well knowing, from the books the read, 
‘What dangerous paths young virgins tread : 
‘Would feldom at the park appear, 
Nor faw the play-honte twice a year; 
. ¥et, not incurious, was inclin’d 
To know the converfe of mankind. 
Firft iffued from perfumers’ thops, 
A crowd of fathionable fops 5 
They atk'd her, how fhe lik’d the play ; 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 
A duel fought Jatt night at two, - 
About a lady---you know who: 
Mention’d a new Italian come 
Either from Mufcovy or Rome ; 
Gave hints of who and who's together 5 
‘Then fell a talking of the weather ; 
Latt night was fo. extremely fine, 
‘The ladies walk’d till after nine ; 
Then, in foft voice and {peech abfurd, 
With nonfenfe every fecond word, 
With fuftain from exploded plays, 
They celebrate her beauty’s praile ; 
Run o’er their cant of ftupid lies, 
And tell the murders of her eyes, 
Withfilent fcorn Vaneffa iat, 
~ Scarce liftening to their idle chat; 
Farther than fometimes by a frown, 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At lat the fpitefully was bent 
‘To try their wifdom’s full extent; * 
And {aid the ‘valued nothing lefs 
‘Than titles, figure, fhape and drefs 
‘That merit fhould be chiefly plac’d 
“In judgment, Knowledge, wit, and tafte ; 
And thefe the, offer'd to difpute, 
Alone diftingujfh’d man from brute: 
‘That prefent times have no pretence 
To virtue, in tie noble fenfe 
By Greeks and Romans underftood, 
To perifh for our country’s good. * 


‘POEMS ay 


She nam’d the ancient heroes round, 
Explain’d for what they were renown'd, 
Then {poke with cenfure or applaufe 
Of foreign cuftoms, rites, and laws ; 
Through nature and through art the rang’d, 
And gracefully her fubject chang’d 5 

In vain! her hearers had no fhare 

In all the fpoke, except to ftare. 

Their judgment was upon the whole, 
That lady is the dulleft foul! 
Then tipt their forehead in a jeer, 

As who fhould fay---the wants it here? 
She may he handfome, young, and rich, 
But none will burn her for a witch?! 

A party next of glittering dames, 
From round the purlieus of St. James, 
Came early, out of pure good-will, 

To fee the girl in dithabille. 

Their clamour, ‘lightning from their chairs, 
Grew louder all the way up ftairs ; 

At entrance loudeft, where they found 
The room with volumes litter’d round, 
Vaneffa held Montaigne, and read, 
Whilft Mrs, Sufan comb’d her head. 
They call'd ior tea and chocolate, 

And fell into’ their ufual chat, 
Difcourfing, with important face, 

On ribbons, fans, and gloves, and laces 
Show’d patterns juit from India brought, 
And gravely afk'd her what the thought, 
Whether the red or green were beit, 
And what they cot? Vanefls guefs’d, 
As came into her fancy firft ; 


4 Nam’d half the rates, and lik'd the worft. 


To fcandal next--What awkward thing 
‘Was that laft Sunday in the ring? ** 
Vm forry Mopla breaks fo faft ; 

I faid, her face would never laft. 
Corinna, with that youthful air, 

Is thirty, and a bit to {pare : 

Her fondneis for a certain Eark 

Began when I was but a girl! 

Phillis, who but a month ago 

Was marry’d to the Tunbridge bean, 
I faw coquetting t’other night 

In public with that odious knight! 

‘They railly’d next Vaneffa’s drefs: 
That gown was made for old Queen Befs. 
Dear Madam, let me fee your heads 
Don’t you intend to put on red? 

A petticoat without a hoop! 

Sure, you are not afham’d to ftoop ! 
With handfome garters at your knees, 
No matter what a fellow fees. 

Fill'd with difdain, with rage inflam’d, 
Both of herfelf and fex afhain’d, 

The nymph {tood filent out of fpight, 
Nor would vouchfafe to fet them right. 
Away the fair detra€tors went, 

And gave by turns their cenfures vent. 
She’s not fo handfome in my eyes: 

For wit, I wonder where it lies! 

She's fair and clean, and that’s the mot? 
But why proclaim her for a toaft? 

A baby face; no fife, no airs, 

But what the learn’d at country-fairs: 
Scarce knows what difference is between 
Rich Flanders lace aud Colberieen, 


3 THE WORKS OF swiFr. 


¥il undertake, my little Nancy 

In flounces hath a better fancy ! 

With ali her wit, I would not afk 

Her judgment, how to buy a mafk. 

We begg’d her but to patch her face, ’ 

She never hit one proper place; 

Which every girl at five years old 

Can do as foon as the is told. 

J own, that out-of-fafhion ftuff 

Becomes the creature well enough. 

‘Vhe girl might pats, if we could get her 

To know the world a little better. 

(To know the world! a modern phrafe 

For vifits, ombre, balls, and plays.) 
Thus, to the world’s perpetual fhame, 

The Queen of Beauty loft her aim; 

Teo late with grief the underftood, 

Pallas had done more harm than good; 

For great examples are but vain, 

" Where ignorance begets difdain. 

Both fexes, arm’d with guilt and fpite, 

Againtt Vane&a’s power unite : 

‘To.copy her, few nymphs afpir'd ; 

Her virtues fewer {wains admir’d, 

So ftars beyond a certain height 

Give mortals neither heat nor light. 
Yet fome of either fex, endow'd 

With gifts fuperior to the.crowd, 

With virtue, knowledge, tafte, and wit, 

She conde(cended to admit; 

With pleafing arts the could reduce 

Men's talent’s to their proper ufe ; 

And with addrefs each genius held 

‘To that wherein it mot excell’d ; 

‘Thus, making others’ wifdom known, 


Could pleafe them, and improve her own. « 


As modeft youth faid fomething new ; 
She plac'd it in the ftrongeft view. 
All humble worth the ftrove to raife ; 
Would not be prais’d, yet lov'd to praife. 
‘The learned met with free approach, 
Although they came not in a coach: 
Some clergy too the would allow, 
Nor quarrel’d at their awkward bow; 
But this was for Cadenus’ fake, 
A gownman ofa different make ; 
Whom Pallas, once Vanefla’s tutor, 
Had fix’d on for her coadjutor. 

But Cupid, full of mifchief, longs 
‘To vindicate his mother’s wrongs, 
On Pailas all attempts are vain : 
One way he knows to give her pain; 
‘Vows on Vaneffa’s heart to take 
Due vengeance, for her patron's fake, 
‘Phofe early feeds by Venus fown, 
Tn {pite of Pallas, now were grown ; 
And Cupid hop’d they would improve 
By time, «+d ripen into love. 
‘The boy made ufe of ail his craft, 
Zn vain-difcharging many a fhaft, Ss 
Pointed at colonels, lords, and beaux: 
Cadenus warded off the blows ; 
For, placing ftill fome book. betwixt, 
‘The darts were in the cover fix’d, 
Or, often blunted and recoil’d, 
On Plutarch’s Morals ftruck, were fpoil’d. 

The queen of Wifdom could forefee, 
But not prevest the Fates’ decree; 


And haman caution tries in vain v4 
To break that adamantine chain. 
Vaneffa, though by Pallas taught, 

By love invuinerable thought, 

Searching in books for wifdom’s aid, 


1 Was, in the very fearch, betray’d. 


Cupid, though ali his darts were loft, 
Yet still refolv'd to {pare no coft : 
He could not anfwer to his fame 
The triumphs of that ftubborn dame, 

A nymph fo hard to be fubdued, 
Who neither wasconquette nor prude, 
T find, faid he, fhe wants a Bodor, . 
Both to adore her, and inftrué her: _” 
Dl give her what the moft admires, 
Among thofe venerable fires, ° 
Cademus is a fubjed fit, 

Grown old in politics and wit, 2 
Carefs'd by minifters of ftate, 

Of half mankind the dread and hates 
Whate’er vexations love attend, 

She need no rivals apprehend. 

Her fex, with univerfal voice, 

Mutt laugh at her capricious choice, 

Cadenus many things had writ: 

Vanefla much efteem’d his wit, 

And call'd for his poetic works: + 
Meantime the boy in fecret Lurks ; 

And, while the book was in her hand, 
The urchin from his private ftand 

Took aim, and thot with all his ftrength 
A dart of fuch prodigious length, 

It pierc’d the feeble volume through, 
And deep transfix'd her bofom too. 

Some lines, more moving than the reft, 
Stuck to the point that pierc’d her breaft, 
And, borne directly to the heart, 

‘With pains unknown, increas'd her {mart. . 

Vaneffa, not in years a fore, 

Dreams of a gowh of forty-four ; 

Imaginary charms can find 

In eyes with reading almog blinds 

Cadenus now no more appears ~ 

Declin’d in health, advanc’d in years, 

She fancies mufic in his tongue ; 

No farther looks, but thinks him young. 

What mariner is not afraid 

To venture ina thip decay’d? 

What planter will attempt to yoke 

A fapliog with a falling oak ? 

As years increafe, the brighter fhines 

Cadenus with each day declines: 3. 

And he muft fall a prey to time, 

While the continues in her prime, 
Cadenus, common forms a part, 

In every fcene had kept his heart ; 

Had figh'd and languith’d, vow'd and writ 

For paitime, or to thow his wit. 

But books, and time, and ftate affairs, 

Had fpoil'd his fashionable airs : 

He now could praife, efteem, approve, 

But underftood not what was love. 

His condué might have made him ftyta. 

A father, and the nymph his child, 

That innocent delight he took ry 

To fee the virgin mind her book,’ 

Was but the mafter’s fecret joys 

In fchool to Hear the fineft boy. 





POEM SS 


Her knowledgé with her fancy grew; 
She hourly prefs’d for fomething new ; 
ddeas came into her mind “ 
So fatt, his leffons lagg'd behind ; 

She reafon'd, without plodding long, 
Nor ever gave her judgment wrong: 

But now a fudden change was wrought: 
She minds no‘longer what he taught. 
Cadenus was amaz’d, to find 

Such marks of a diftradted mind: 

Ber, though the feem'd to liften'more™ =! 
‘To all he {poke, than e’er before, 

He found her thoughts would abfent range, ~ 


Yet guefs'd not whence could {pring the change.” 


And firit he modettly conjectures 

His pupil might be tird with etures; 
Which help’d to mertify his pride, 

Yet gave him not the heart to chide z 
But, in a mild dejected ftrain, 

At laft he ventur'd to complain; 

Said, the thould be no longer teas’d, : 
Might have her freedom when the pleas’d; 
‘Was now convine'd he acted wrong,” 
To hide her from the world fo long, 

And in dull ftudies to engage 

One of her tender fex and age; 

That every nymph with envy own'd, 
How the might thine in the grand monde; 
And every thepherd was undone 
To fee her cloifter'd like a nun, 
This was a vifionary (cheme : 

He wak’d, and found it but a dream; 
A project far above his fkill ; 

For nature mutt be nature ftill. 

If he were bolder than became 

A {cholar to a courtly dame, 

She might excule a man of letters ; 

Thus tutors often treat their betters: 

And, fince his talk offenfive grew, 

He came to take his laf adieu. 

Vaneffa, fill'd with jut difdain, 

“Would till her dignity maintain, 
Inftructed from het early years 

To fcorn the art of female tears. 

Had he employed his time fo long 

‘To teach her what was right and wrong ; 
Yet could fuch notions entertain 

‘That all his lectures were in vain? 2 
She own'd the wandering’ of her thoughts; 
But he muft anfwer for her faults, 

She well remember’d, to her coft, 

‘That all iris leffons were not lott. 

"wo maxims fhe could ftill produce, 

And fad experience taught their ufe; 
That virtue, pleas'd by being thown, 
“Knows nothing which it dares not own; 
Can make us without fear difclofe 

Our inmoft fecrets to our foes: 

‘That common forms were not defign’d 
Dire@ors to a noble mind. 

Now, faid the nymph, to let you fee 

My actions with your rules agree; 

That I can vulgay forms defpile, 

And have no fecrdts to difgnife : 

iknew, by what y \u faid and writ, ‘ 
How dangerous thittgs were men of wit; 
You caution’d me againit their charms, 
Bae never gaye me equal arms; 


| Your leffons found the weakeft part," 


Aum’d at the head, but reach’d the heart. 
Cadenus felt within him rife 
Shame, difappointment, guilt, furprife. 
He knew not how to reconcile _ 
Such language with her ufual ftyle: * 
And yet her words were fo expreft, ~ 
He could not thope the {poke in jeft. a 
His thoughts had wholly been confin’d 
To form and cultivate her mind. 
He hardly knew, till he was told, 7 
Whether the nymph were young of old : 
Had met her ina public place. 
Without diftinguifhing her face: | 
Much tefs could his declining age | 
Vaneffa’s earliett thoughts engage: 
And, if her youth indifference met, 
His perfon muft contempt beget: 
Or, grant her paffion be fincere, * 
How fhall his innocence be clear? 
Appearances were all fo ftrong, 





The world muf think him in the ‘wrong; 


Would fay, he made a treacherous ufe 
Of wit, to flatter and feduce: ~ 7 ae 
‘The town would fwear, he had Dbetray’d 
By magic fpells the harmlef&s maid: 

And every beau would have his jokes, 
That fcholars were like other fol Iks3") 
And, when Platonic flights were over, 
‘The tutor turn’d a mortal lover! 

So tender of the young and fair! 

It thow’d a true paternal care-— 

Five thoufand guineas in her purfe! 
The doctor might have fancy’d worfe. 
Hardly at length he filence broke, 
And faulter’d every word he {poke ; 
Interpreting her complaifance, *  “ 

Jatt as a man fans confiquence. 

She rallied well, he always knew : 

Her manner now was fomething new ; 

And what the {poke was in an air 

As ferious as a tragic player. 

But thofe who aim at ridicule 

Should fix upon fome certain rule, 

Which fairly hints they are in jet, 

Elfe he mutt enter his proteft : 

For, let a man be ne’er fo wife, th 

He may be caught with fober lies; 

A fcience which he never taught, 

And, to be free, was dcarly bought 

For, take it in its proper lighe, 

°Tis juft what coxcombs call a dite. 
But, not to dwelt on things minute, 

Vanefla finifir'd the difpute, 

Brought weighty arguments to 

That reafon was her guide in love. 

She thought he had him(elf deferib’d, 

His doétrines when the firit imbibid : 

What he had planted now was grown; 

His virtues the might call her own 

As he approves, as he diflikes, 

Love or contempt her fancy ftrikes, 

Self-love, in nature rooted fat, 

Attends us firft, and Jeaves us daft: 

Why the likes him, admire not at her; 

She loves herfelf, and that’s the mattes,. 

How was her tutor wont to praife 

‘The geniufes of ancient dayst. 


” 
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_ (Thofe authors he fo oft’ had nam’d, 
For learning, wit, and wifdom, fam’d} 
‘Was ftruck with love, efteem, and awe, 
For perfons whom he never faw. 
Suppofe Cadenns flourifh’d then, 

He mutt adore fuch godlike men. 

If one fhort volume could comprife 

All that was witty, learn’d, and wife, 
How would it be efteem’d and read, 
Although the writer long were dead ! 
Uf fuch an author were alive, 

How all would for his friendfhip ftrive, 

“ And come in crowds to fee his face! 
And this the takes to be her cafe. 
Cadenus anfwers every end, 

“The book, the author, and the friend; , 
The utmoft her defires will reach, 
Ts but to learn what he can teach: 
His converte is a fyftem fit 
Adone to fill up all her wit ; ’ 
While every paffion of her mind 
In him is center’d and confin’d. 
Love can with {peech infpire a mute, 
And taught Vanefla to difpute. 
This topic, never touch’d before, 
Difplay’d her eloquence the more: 
Her knowledge, with fuch pains acquir'd, 
By this new paffion grew infpir'd ; 
‘Through this the made all objects pals, 
Which gave'a tincture o'er the mafs; 
As rivers though they bend and twine, 
Still to their fea their courfe incline ; 
Or, as philofophers, who find 
Some favourite yftem to their mind, 
~ In every point to make it fit, 
Will force all nature to fubmit. 
Cadenus, who could ne’er fufpe 
His leffons would have fuch effect, 
Or be fo artfully apply’d, 
Infenfibly came on her fide, 
It was an unforefeen event ; 
‘Things took a turn he never meant. 
‘Whoe'er excels in what we prize, 
Appears a hero in.our eyes: 
Each girl, when pleas'd with what is taught, 
‘Will have the teacher in her thought, 
‘When Mifs delights in her fpianet, 
A fiddler may a furtune get 5 
A blockhead, with melodious voice, 
In boarding-fchools may have his choice ; 
And oft’ the dancing-mafter’s art 
Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 
In Jearning Jet a nymph delight, 
The pedent gets a miftrefs by ’t. 
Cadenus, to his grief and fhame, 
Could (cace oppofe Vanefla’s flame ; 
And, though her arguments were frong, 
At leaft could hardly wifh them wrong. 
Howe’er it came, he could not tell, 
But fure fhe never talk’d fo well. 
His pride began to interpofe ; 
Preferr’d before a crowd of beaux! 
So bright a nymph to come unfought ! 
Such wonder by his merit wrought? 
> Fis merit mu with her prevail ! 
He never knew her judgment fail? 
She noted all fhe ever read ! 
And had a mot difcerni ng head ! a 


Ys to the world a fecret yet. 


°Tis an old maxim in the fchools, 
That flattery’s the food of fools ; 

Yet now and then your men of wit 
Will condefcend to take 2 bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide, 
He chofe to juftity, his pride ; 
Conftruing the paflion fhe had fhown, 
Much to her praife, more te his own, 
Nature in him had merit plactd, 

In her a moft judicious tafte. 

Love, hitherto atranfient gueft, : 
Ne’er held pofleffion of hisbreatt; - 
So long attending at the gate, 
Difdain’d to enter in fo late. 

Love why do we one paffion call, . 
When ’tis a compound of them all? 


|. Where hot and cold, where tharp and fweet, 


In all their equipages meet; 

Where pleafures mix'd with pains appear, 
Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear ; 
Wherein his dignity and age. 

Forbid Cadenus to engage. ‘ 

But friendfhip, in its greatett height, 

A conftant, rational delight, 

Or virtue’s balis fix’d to lait, 

When love allurements long are paft, 
Which gently warms, but cannet burn, 
He gladly offers in return ; 

His want of paffion will redeem 

With gratitude, refpect, efteem 5 

With that devotion we beftow, 

When goddeffés appear below. .. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 

Vaneffa in exalted ftrains, 

The nymphs in fober words entreats 

A truce with all fublime conceits: . 
For why fuch raptures, flights, and fancies, 
To her who durft not read romances? ~ 
In lofty ftyle to make replies, 
Which he had taught her to defpife? 
But when her tutor will affect 
Devotion, duty, and refpect, 

He fairly abdicates the throne ; 

The government is now her own; 

He has a forfeiture incer’d 5 

She vows to take him at his word, 

And hopes he will not think it ftrange, 
If both fhou!d now their ftations change. 
The nymph will have her turn to be 
The tutor; and the pupil, he : 

Though the already can difcern 

Her feholar is not apt to learo; 

Or wants capacity to reach 

The feience the defigns to teach 
Wherein his genius was below 

The {kill of every common beau, 

Who, though he cannot ipell, is wife 
Enough to read a lady's eyes, 

And will each accidental glance 
Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what fuccefs Vaneffa met, 
Whether the nymph, to pleafe ler fwain, -- 
Talks in a high romaitic ftrain 
Or whether he at lait defcends 
To a&t with leis feraphic ends, %: 
Or, to compound the bu‘inefs, whether 
‘They temper love and books together 5 






ough her defign was not obtain’d ; 
had fhe much experience gain’d, 
by the project vainly try’d, 
Could better now the cau/e decide. 
he gave due notice that both parti 
‘orain Regina, prox’ die Martis, 
hould at their peril, without fail, 
¢ and appear, and fave their b: 
met} wis filence thrice proclaim’d, 
ne lawyer to each fide was nam’d, 
he judge difcover’d in her faci 
fentments for her late difgrace ; 
ind, full of anger, fhame, and grief, 
irected them to mind their brief, 







Bat, in a weighty cafe like this, 
ofhow fhe did not judge amifs, 
hich evil tongues Diaht elfe report, 
made a {peech in open court; 
herein.{he grievoufly complains, 
How the weechegnee ty  {wains ;” 
n whofe petition (humbly fhowing, 
it women were not worth the wooing, 
nd that, unlefs the fex would mend, 
he race of lovers foon muft end)--- 
She was at Lord knows what expence 
To form a nymph of witand fenfe, 
model for her fex defign’d, 
Who never could one lover find. 
faw her favour was mifplac’d 


‘The fellows h 
She needs motel em other 
They were a ftupid, fenfelefs race ; 


And, were the to begin again, 

She'd ftudy to seform the men ; 

Or add fome grains of folly more 

‘0 women, than they had before, 
Po put them on an equal foot ; 

A this»®r nothing elfe, would do °t. 
‘iis might their mutual fancy ftrike, 
ince every being loves its Like. 

But now, repenting what was done, 
he deft all bufinefs to her fon ; 

he puts the world in his poffeffion, 
nd let him ufe it at difcretion.” 
he cryer was ordér'd to difmits 

court, fo made his lat O yes / 

je goddefs would no longer wait ; 

Erifing from her chair of flate, 

all below at fimyand feven, 

cfs her dave ¢€ ‘flew to heaven. 
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death, in the hand-writing of Swift. 
Vaneffa. ae 






TO LOVE*. 
q ia Copulation 
Iw all I with, how happy thould 1 be, 
Thou grand wane at eae? for thee ! 
So weak thou art, power defpife ; 
And yet fo ftrong, thou triumph’ft o’er the wife. 
Thy traps are laid with fuch peculiar art, . _ Ss 
















They catch the cautious, let the rath: >: 
Moft nets are fill'd by want of thought and cares — 
But too much thinking brings us to thy fare; 
Where, held by thee, in davery we ftay, a 
And throw the pleafing part of life away. ae 
But, what does moft my indignation move, E 
Difcretion ! thou wert ne’er a friend toloves © ©. 
Thy chief delight is to defeat thofe arts, 
By which he kindles mutual flames in hearts; 
While the blind loitering God:is at his play, © 




















Thofe darts which never fail: 

Convey’ft mali; arrows tipt' 

The heedlefs d, specting no ik 
Shootson, and thinks he has done So 
But the poor nymph who feels her vitals bura, = 


And from her thepherd can find.no return, <Q 
Laments, and rages at the power divine, _ 

When, curft Difcretion! all the fault wasthines 
Cupid and Hymen thou haftfetrat odds, 14 
And bred fuch feuds between thofe kindred gods, — 
That Venus cannot reconcile her fons ; “an 
When one appears, away theotherruns.. - 
The former {cales, wherein he us'd to poife 3 
Love againtt love, and equal joys with j 

Are now fill’d up with Grae and pies 
Where titles, power, and riches, ftill J 

Then, gentle ‘enus, to thy father. run, 
And tell him how thy children are pees 
are his bolts to give one fatal blow, — 
ftrike Difcretion to the thades below. 














































ODE TO SPRING, 
BY A Lavy f. 


ben 

















Nature’s faded. renew. 
I thy prefence hail ? 





Yet why 
‘To me no: the breathing gale 






Comes fraught with fweets; no more the rofe 
With fuch tranfeendant beauty blows, ¢ 
As when Cadenus bleft the fcene, 

And fhar'd with me thofe joys ferene ; 
When, unperceiv’d, the lambent fire 
Offriendthip kindled new defire : i 
Still liftening to his tuneful. tongue, 

‘The truths which angels might have fung, 
Divine, impreft their gentle fway, 

And fweetly dtole my foul away. 

My guide, inftractor, lover, friend, 

(Dear names !) in one idea blend ; 





















* Found in Mifi Vanbomrigh's defk,. 






+ This and the next-ode have been afcribed to 
23 











a 
Oh! fill conjoin'd, your incenfe rife, 
‘And walt fweet odours to the fkies? 


ODE TO WISDOM.’ 
(BY THE SAME. . . 


On, Pallas! Iinvoke thy aid! : 
Vouchfafe to hear a wretched maid, 
By tender love depreft ; : 
*Tis juft that thou fhould’ft heal the fmart 
Tnflited by the fubtle art, 
And calm my troubled breaft. 
No random-fhot from Cupid’s bow, - 
But by thy guidance, foft and flow, © 
It funk within my heart ; 
"Thus, Love being arm'd with Wifdom’s farce, 
In vain I try to ftop its courfe, ° 
In vain repel the dart. 


Ogoddefs! break the fatal league; - 

Yet Love with folly and intrigue, 
More fit. affuciates find ! 

And thou alone within my breaft, 

0! deign to foothe my griefs to reft, 
And heal my tortur’d mind. 


A REBUS. 


ani RY VANESSA. 
And let the firft of it be only apply’d ——[ny"d, 
‘To join with the prophet ¢ who David did chide ; 
‘Then fay what a horfe is that runs very fatt ¢ ; 
And that which deferves to be firft put the laft ; 
Spell all then, and put them together, to find 
‘The Name and the Virtues of him I defign’d. 
Like the Patriarch in Egypt, he’s vers'd in the 
flate;- 0 - : -[great ; 
‘Like the prophet in Jewry, he’s free with the 
Like a racer he flies to fuccour with fpeed, 
When his friends want his aid, or defert is in need. 


‘Cur the name of the man * who his miftrets vat 


\ THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 


‘Laz nymph who wrote this in an amorous fit, 
I cannot but envy the pride of her wit, 

Which thus the will venture profufely to throw 
On fo mean a defign, and a fuljeé fo low. 

For mean’s her dejign, and her /ubje as mean, 
The firt but a Rebus, the Jaft but a Dean. 

‘A Dean’s but a parfon: and what is a Rebus? 
A thing never known to the Mofes or Phoebus. 
"The corruption of verfe ; for, when all is done, 
Tt is but a paraphrafe made on a pun. 

But a genius like her’s no fubject can ftifle, 

It thows and difcovers itfelf through a trifle. 
By reading this ¢rife, ¥ quickly began 


‘To find her a great qwit, but the dean a fmall man. 


Rich ladies will furnith their garrets with ftuff, 
Whichothers for mantuas would think fine enough : 
So the wit that is lavifhly thrown away here, 
Might furnifh a fecond-rate poet a year. 

"Thus much for the ver/e ; we proceed to the next 


‘Where the Nymph had entirely forfaken her text - 





aera < 


© Foleph. —f Nathan, — t Swift. 


THE WORKS of swirt. 


Her fine panegyrics are quite out of feafon, 

And what fhe defcribes to be merit is treafon: 

The changes which faction has made in the ftate, 

Have put the dean’s politics quite out of date: 

Now - one regards what he utters with free~ 

liom, 7 7 

And, fhouid he “write pamphlets, ho great my 
world read ’em ; ‘ 

And mould want or defert Rand-in need of his 
ai rr . Zest 1 

This racer would prove but 2 dull-founder'd, jane 
























* HORACE, BOOK. If. ODE L 
PARAFHRASED. 
Addreffed to Richard Steel, Efg. vty. 


* En qui promiteit cives, urbem fibi cure,” 
“ Imperium fore, & Italiam, & delubradeorun 
7 Hor. I. Sat. vie 


Drek, thau'rt cefolv’d, as I am told, 

Some ftrange arcana to’ unfold, ; 

And, with the help of Buckley’s pen, ~ 

To vamp the good old caufe again, 

Which thou (fech Burnet’s fhrew'd advice is} 
Mnuét furbith up, and nickname Crifis, 
Thou pompoufly wilt let us know 

What all the world knew long ago, 

(Ever fince Sic William Gore was mayors” 
And Harley fill'd the Common’s chair) 
That we a German Prince muft own 
When Anne for heaven refigns her throne, 
But, more than that, thou’lt keep 2 rout 
With--who is in——and who is oxt ; 
Thou'lt rail devoutly at the peace, 

And all its fecret caufes trace, 

The bucket-play "twixt Whig and Tories, 
Their ups and downs, with fifty ftories 
Of tricks the Lord of Oxford knows, 

And errors of our Plenipoes. 

‘Thow ’lt tell of leagues among the great, 

; Portending ruin to our ftate; 

| And of that dreadful coup declat, .. 
Which has afforded thee much chat. 

‘The queen, forfooth, (defpotic) gave 
Twelve coronets without thy leave ! 

A breach of liberty, *tis own’d, - 

For which no heads have yet aten’d t 
Believe me, what thou’ft undertaken 

May bring in jeopardy thy bacon ; 

For madmen, children, wits, and foofs, 
Should never meddle with edg’d tools: * 
But, fince thou’rt ‘a into the fire, 

And can’ft not eafly retire, 

Thou msift no longer deal in faree,: 

Nor pump to cobble wicked verfe ; 

Until thou thalt have eas’d thy confcience, 
Of fpleen, of politics, and nonfente ; 

} And, when thou'ft bid adieu to cares, 
And fettled Europe’s grand affairs, 
*Twill then, perhaps, be worth thy while’ 
For Drury-Lane to thape thy“tyle: 

“ To make a pair of jolly fe/ ows, 

* The fon and father join, ‘> tell us 

“© How fons may fafely difcvey, 

“ And father’s never thoulc fay nay y 


PREM 8. 


© By which wife cohdut they brow friends 
“ At lafteeand fo the flory ends *.” 
When firft I knew thee, Dick, thou wert 
Renown’a, for fkill in Fauttus’ art ¢, 
Which made thy clofet much frequented 
By buxom laffes—fome repented 
Their Iucklefs choice of hufbandsothers, 
Impatient to be like their mothers, 
Receiv'd from thee profound directions 
How belt to fettle their affections. 
athus thou, a friend to the dittrefs’d 
Didit in thy calling do thy bett. 
But now the Senate {if things dit, 
‘And thon at Stockbridge wert not éit) 
Mutt feel thy eloquence and fire, 
Approve thy fchemes, thy wit admire, 
Thee with immortal bonours crown, 
‘Whilft, Patriot-Jike, thou’lt ttrut and frown: 
What though by enemics ’tis faid, ° 
‘The faure! which adorns thy head, 
Mutt one day come ih competition 
By virtue of fome fly petition + 
Vet mum for that ; hope ftill the betty 
Nor let fuch cares difturb thy reft, 5 
Methinks hear thee loud as trumpéty 
As bag-pipe thrill, or oyiter-ftrumpet ; 
Methinks { fee thee, fpruce and fine, 
With coat embroider’d richly thine, 
And dazzle all the iat faces 
+As through the sail thy worthip paces s 
(Though this i fpeuk but at a venture, 
Suppoling thou haft sick with Hunter) 
Methinks I fee a black-guard rout 
‘Attend thy coach and hear thém fhout 
In-approbation of thy tongue, 
Which (in their ftyle) is purs/y bung, - 
Now! now you carry all before you! 
Nor dares one Jacobite or ‘l'ory 
Pretend to anfwer one fyl—lable, 
Except the matchlefs hero Abel t. 
What though her highnefs and her fpoufe 
In Antwerp § keep a frugal houfe, 
Yet, not forgetful of a friend, 
‘They'll oon enable thee to fpend, 
If to Macartney || thou will toaft, 
And to his pious Raid ghofl. 
Now manfully thon'Jt run’a tile 
* On popes, for all the blood they’ ve fpilt, 
« For maffacres, and racks, and flames, 
“ For lands enrich'd by.crimfon ftreams, 
“ For inquifitions taught by Spain, ‘ 
“ Of which the Chriffian world complain.” 
Dickwe agree—all’s true thou’ it faid, 
-As that my mufe is yet 4 maid, 
But, if I may with freedom talk, 
All this is foreign to thy walk : 
‘Thy genie has perhaps a knack 
At trudging in a beaten track, 4 
But is Sue affairs as fit . 
As mine for politics and wit. 


— 


“4 This is Said to be a plot of a comedy with which 


Mr, Stele has long threatened the town. 
t Mr. SteelePrad a laboratory at Poplar. 
} Abel Roper, 


§ Where the 1\te of Muarlloroveh then refided. 
General Mac viney, who lille’ Dtke Hamadion, 
ad 7 


Vou. 1X, 


Then let us both in time grow wife, 

Nor higher than our talents rife ; 

To fome faug cellar let’s repair . 
From duns and debts, and drown our care ; 
Now quaf of honeft ate a quart, 

Now venture at a pint of port, se 
With which infpir'd, we'll club each night . 
Some tender fonnet to indite, 

And with Tom D’Urfey, Philips, Dennis, 
Imunortaiize our Doiis and Jenneys. 


HORACE, BOOK I. EP. Vv. 


sa 


‘ohn Denis the fheltcring Poet's Frvitation to Richard 
e 
Steele, the fecluded Partyrvriter, and Member, te 


come and live with him in the Mint. 714%, 
FT ‘To BE BOUND UP WITH THE CRISIS, 


Tr thou canft lay afidé a fpendthrift’s air, ~ 
And condefecnd to feed on homely fare, 
Such as we Minters, with ragouts unftor’d, 
Will, in defiance of the law, afford : 

Quit thy patrols with ‘oby’s Chriftmas-box, 


And come to me at The ‘t'wo Fighting Cocks; 


Since panties af fub{cription now is grown 
‘The ftaleft, idlett cheat about the town $ 


And ev'n Charles Gildon, who, a Papitt bred, : 


Has an alarm again{t that worthip {pread, 
Is pradtifing thofe beaten paths of cruifing, 
And for new levies on Propofals mufing, 


t 


*Tistrue, that Bloomfbury Square’s a noble place: ° 


But what are lofty buildinyss in thy cafe ? 


What ’s a fine houfe embellith’d to profufion, 7 


Where fhouider-dabbers are in execution ? 
Or whence its timorous tenant feldom fallics, 
But appreheulive of infulting bailiffs ? 

This once be mindful of a friend’s advice, 
And ceafe to be improvidently nice ; 
Exchange the profpedts that delude thy fight, 


height, 


From Highgate’s fteep afcent, and Hampftead’s 


With verdant feenes, that, from St. George's field, 


More durable and fafe enjoyments yield. 


Hert 1, ev’n I, that ne’er till now could find 


Eafe to my troubled and fufpicions mind, 
But ever was with jealoufies poffefe'd, 
Am ina ftate of indolence and reft 5 


Fearful no more of Frenchmen in difguife, |. 


Nor looking upon ftrangers as on fpies, 

But quite divefted of my former fplcen; 

Am unprovok’d without and calm within : 
And here 1 ‘il wait thy coming, till the fun 
Shall its diurnal courfe completely run. 
‘Think not that thou of fturdy butt fhalt fail; 


My landlord’s cellar is ftock’d with beer and al, 


‘With every fort of mait that is in ufe, 


And every county's generous produce. 


‘The ready (for here Chriitian tuith is fick, 
Which mpkes us feidom trefpafs upon tick) 
Infantly brings the choiceft liquors out, 


Whether we afk for home-breay’d or for flout, ~~ 


For mead or cyder, or, with dainties fed, 
Ring for a flak or two of white or red, 





* This and the preceding poese are printed from cox 


pies in the Lambeth Library. 
; Cc" 
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Such as the drawtr will not fail to fwear What mighty projeéts dées net he defign, ferine# - 
‘Was drunk by Pilkington when third time mayor. | Whofe ftomach flows, and brain turns round with - 
‘That name, methinks, fo popularly known Wine, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen cit, 
For oppofition to the church and crown, And fafbion him to humour and to wit ; 
‘Might make the Lufitanian grape to pafs, ‘Makes cven $*#** to difclofe his art, 
And almoft give a fanction to the glafs; By racking every fecret from his heart, 
Efpecially with thee, whofe hafty zeal As he flings off the ftatefman’s fly difguife, 
Again the late rejected comemerce=bill To name the cuckold's wife with whom he lies. 
Made thee rife up, like an audacious elf, Ev'n Sarum, when he quaffs it ftead of tea;. 

To do the focaher bonour, not thyfelf. Fancies himfelf in Canterbury's fee ; alae 
But, if thou foar'ft above the common prices, And $******, when he caronfing reels, 

By virtue of fub{cription to thy Crifis, Imagines that he has regain’d the feats: 

And nothing can go down with thee, but’ wines W*?****, by virtue of its juice, can fight, 

Prefs'd from Burgundian and Campanian vines, | And Stanhope of commiffioners make light. 

Bidthem be brought; for,though J hate the French, | Wine gives Lord William aptitude of parts, 

T love their liquors, as though lov’ft a wench 5 And fwells him with his family’s deferts : 

Ele thou mut humble thy expenfive talte, Whom can it not make eloquent of fpeech ? 

nd, with us, hold contentment for 2 feaft. Whom im extremeft poverty not rich? 

‘The fire's already lighted ; and the maid ~ | Since, by the means of the prevailing grape, 

Has a clean cloth upon the table laid, Th****n can Lechmere’s warmth not only ape, 

‘Who never on a Saturday had ftruck, But, half-feas-o’er, by its infpiring bountics, 

But for thy entertainment, up a buck. 7 Can qualify himfelf in feveral counties. 

"Think of this 2 of grace, which by your leave What I have promis’d, thou mayft reft affur’dy 

Bufan would not have done on Eafter Eve, Shall faithfully and giadly be procur’d. 

‘Had fhe not been inform’d over and over, Nay, I ’m already better than my word, 

"T'was for the ingenious Author of The Lover. New plates and knives adorn the jovial boards 
Ceafe therefore to beguile, thyfelf with hopes, And, feft thou at their fight fhouldft make wry faces, 
hich is no more than making fandy ropes, ‘The girthas{cower'd the pots,and wath’dthe glaifes,” 

And quit the vain purfuit of loud applaufe, 'Ta’en care fo exccllently well to clean.’em, : 

‘That muft bewilder thee in faction's caufe. ‘That thou mayft fee thine own dear picure in "em, . 

‘Pry’thee what is't to thee who guides the ftate ? Moreover, due provifion has been made, ; 

“Why Dunkirk’s demolition is fo late ? That converfution may not be betray'd 5 . 

Or why her Majefty thinks fit to ceafe I have no company but what is proper ‘ 

"rhe din of war, and huth the world to peace ? To fit with the moft flagrant Whig at fuppert 

‘The clergy too, without thy aid, can teil ‘There ’s not a man among them but mutt pleafe,; 

What texts to choofe, and on what topics dwells | Since they ‘re as like each other as are peas. ‘ 

And, uninftru&ted by thy babbling, teach Toland and Hare have jointly fent me word, 

“Their flocks celeftial happinefs to reach. They ‘il comes and Kennet thinks to make a third, 

Rather let fuch poor fouls as you and I Provided he ’as no other invitation, : 

Say that the holidays are drawing nigh, From men of greater quality and ftation. 

And that to-morrow’s fun begins the week, Room will for Oldmixon and J—s be left 

‘Which will abound with ftore of ale and cake, But their difcourfes fmell too much of theft > 

‘With hams of bacon, and with powder’d beef, There would be no abiding in the reom, 

Stuff’d to give ficld-itinerants relief. Should two fuch ignorant pretenders come. 

Then 1, who have within thefe precinéts kept, | However, by this trufty bearer write, 

And ne'er beyond the chimncy-fweeper’s ftept, If I thould any other fcabs invite ; 

Will take  loofe, and venture to be fcen, ‘Phough if I may my ferious judgment give, _. . 

Since, twill be Sunday, upon Shanks’s green’; I’m wholly for King Charles's number five + 

‘There, with erected looks and phrafe fublime, ‘That was the ftint in which that monarch fix’dy--» 

"To talk of unity of place and time, Who would not be with noifinefs perplex’d : 

And with much malice, mix’d with little fatire, And that, if thou ‘It agree to think it beft, 

Explode the wits on t’other jide o’th’ water. Shall be our tale of heads, without one other guefts- 
Why has my Lord Godolphin’s {pecial grace I ‘ve nothing mere, now this is faid, toy, : 

Inveitcd me with a quecn’s-waiter’s place, But to requeft thou “It inftantly away, 

If 1, Cebarr’d of feftival delights, ‘And leave the duties of thy prefent poft, 

Am not allow’d to fpend the perquifites ? To fome well-fkiil’d retainer to a hoit ; 

He’s but a fhort remove from being mad, Doubtlefs he 'll carefully thy place fupply, . 

Who at a time of jubilec is fad; ‘And o’er his Grace's horfes have an eye, [once 

And, like a griping ufurer, does fpare While thou, who’ft funk through pofternmore than 

His money to be fquander’d by his heir $ Dott by that means avoid 4 crowd of duns, 

bivtter’d away in Jiveries and in coaches, And, crofing o'er the Thames at Temple-ftairs, 

. And wathy ferts of feminine debauches. . | Leav'ft Philips with good words to cheat their ears 
As for my part, whate’er the world may think, Nee ee - 2 if 
T’It bid adieu to gravity, and drink ; Dos TO LORD HARLEY, 

ON H1$ MARRIAGE, 


, though I can’t put off a woeful mien, 1013. 
AMONG the numbers who Ray, 


1 be ali mirth and cheerfuinefs within : 
‘Their tongues and pens to give - ou joys 










































As, in defpight of a cenforious race, 
Toft incoptineatly fuck my face. 


PorM a * as 





” Dear Hatley! Tous youth, admit - 
‘What friendthip di@tates more than wit) 
Forgive me, when I fordly thought 
{By frequent obfervations taught) 
‘A pirit fo inform’d as yours 
Could never profper in amour, 
‘The God of Wit, and Light, and Arts; 
‘With all acquir’d and natural parts, 
‘Whole harp could favage bealts enctiatit} 
‘Was an unfortunate gallant, 
Had Bacchus after Daphne reel’d, . 
‘The Nywiph liid foon been brought to yield i 
®r, had embroider’d Mars purfued, ~ 
‘The Nymph would ne’er have been & pride: 
Ten thoufand footiteps, full in view, 
ark out the way where Daphne flew : 
For fuch js ail the fex’s flighe, 
They fly from learning, wit, and light : 
‘They fly, and none can overtake - . 
But fome gay coxcomb, or a rake. 4 
How then, Dear Hatley, contd I guefé 
‘That you should meet, in love, fuceefs ? 
For, if thoie ancfent tales be true, 
Phabus was beautiful as you ; 
Yet Daphne never flack’d her pace, 
For wit and earning {poit’d his face, 
‘And, fince the fame refembiance held 
Jn gifts wherein you both excell’d, 
I fancy’d every nymph would run 
From you, as bo Tatona's fon. ; 
Then where, faid 1, thall Harley find 
A virgin of fuperior mind, 
._ With wit and virtue to difcover, 
And pay the merit of her lover ? , 
. This chara@er fhall Ca'endith claitit; 
Born to retrieve her fex’s fame. 
‘The chief among the glittering crowd, 
Of titles, birth, and fortune proud, 
As fools ate infolent and vain) 
adly afpte’d to wear her chain: 
But Pallas, guardian of the Maid; 
Defending to her charge’s did, 
Held out Mednfa’s fnaky locks, 
Which ftupify’d them all to ftocks..; 
‘The Nymph with indignation view 
The dull, the noify, and the lewd: 
For Pallas, with celeftial light, 
Had purify’d her mortal fight; 
Show'd her the virtues all combin’d, 
Freth blooming, in young Harley’s minds 
‘Terreftrial nymphs, by former atts, 
Difpiay their various nets for hearts : 
‘Their looks are all by method ft, 
“When td be prude, and when coqueétte 5 
Yet, wanting fkill and power to choofé, 
‘Their only pride is to refufe. 
But, when a gooddefa would beftow 
Her love on fime bright youth below, 
Round all the earth fhe caits her eyes5 
And then, defending from the fkies, 
Makes choice of him fhe fancies bet, 
And bids the ravifh'd youth be blefs'd. 
Thus the bright Emprefé of the Morn 
Chofe, for her fpcufe, a mortal born : 
The Goddefs made advances firtt ; 
Elfe what ipiring hero dur? 
‘Though, I te a virgin of fiftecn, 
She bli hen by mortals feen j--- 





+ Still bluthes, and with fpeed retires, 

When Sol purfues her with his fires. 

+] _ Diana thus, Heaven’s chafteft queen, 

:| Struck with Endymion’s graceful mien, 

“| Down from her filver chariot came, 

And to the Shepherd own’d her flame. 
‘Thus Ca’endith, as Aurora bright, 

And chafter than the Queen of Night 

Deicended from her fphere, to find 

A mortal of fuperior kind. 


é IN SICKNESS. 
Written in Ireland, Oéfober 2914. 


"Tis true—then why fhould I repine 

To fee my life fo faft decline ? 

| But why obfcurely here alone, oar 

‘| Where I am aeither lov’d nor known ? 

4) My ftate of health none care to learn; 

4 My life is here no fou!'s conceri : 

And thofe with whort I now converfe, 

Without a tear will tend my herfe. 

Remov’d from kind Arbuthriot’s aid, 

Who knows his art, but not his trade, 

|| Preferring his regard for me : 

Before his credit or his fee. 

Some formal vifits, Jooks, and words, 

What mere humanity affords, . 

I meet perhaps from three or four,’ - 

:| From whom I once expected more ¢ 
Which thof who tend the fick for pay 
Can att as decently as they : 

But no obliging tender friend. 

To help at my approaching ends - 

My life is now « burden grown 

‘| ‘Lo others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal weepers for the fick, 

In your laft offices be quick ; 

And fpare my dbfent friends the gricf 
| To hear, yet give me no relief; 
Expir’d to-day, intomb’d to-morrow; 
| When known, will fave a double fortow. 


THE FABLE OF THE BITCHES. 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR I7r5. 
Gn an Attempt to repeal the Toft A, 


A srrca that was fell pregnant grown, 
By all the dogs and curs iu town, 
Finding her ripen’d time was comé, 
Her Jitter teeming fromi her womb, 
Went here and there, and every where, 
To find an eafy place to lay-her. 

At Iength.to Mafic’s houfe * fhe came, 
And begg’d like one both blind and laine 
“ My only friend, my dear,” faid the, 

“ You fee “tis mere neceffity 
“ Hath fent me to your houfe to whelp ¢. : 
“T'll die, if you deny your help,” 

With fawning whine, and rueful tone, 
With artful figh and feigned groan, = 
With couchant cringe, and flattering tale, 
Smooth Bawty + did fo far prevail, 


* The Church of England. 
} A Scotch name for a bitch ; alluding to the kirk, 
7 . Ci 
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That Mufic gave her leave to liter: 
But mark what follow’d—faith ! ihe bit her. 
Whole balkets fuil of bits and feraps, 
And broth enough to fill her paps ; ~ Y 
For, well the knew, her numerous btood, —, 
For want of milk, would iuck her blood, . 
But when he thought her pains were done, . : 
And now ‘twas high time to be gone ; ei 
In civil terms— My friend,” fays the, _ : 
** My houfe you ’ve had on courtefy egee. 
“ And how I earneftly defire, 
“That you would with your cubs retire: 
* For, thould you ftay but one week longer, 
"J thall be ftarv’d with cold and hunger.” 4 
‘The gueit reply'd—* My friend, your leave 
“ Tmuft a littlé longer crave 5 le atsics 
“ Stay till my tender cubs can find 
“ Their waysfor now, you fec, they 're blind ; 
“ Bat, when we ’ve gather’d ftrength, I fwear, 
We ‘Il to our barn again repair.” 
The time pafs'd on; and Mufic came, 
Her kenne} once again to claim ; 
But Bawty, loft to thame and honour, 
Set all her cubs at once upon her ; 
Made her retire, and quit her right, 
Aad loudly cry’d—« A bite! a bite!” _ 


“PHYLLIS:. 
OR, THE PROGRESS OF LOVE, 1718: 


Desronnine Phyllis was endued 
With every talent of 2 prude: : 
She trembled when a man drew near; 
£alute her, and the turn'd her ear ; 
If o'er againit her you were plac’d, 
She dur not look above your waift : 
She ’d rather take you to her bed, 
Than ket you fec her drefs her head: 
In church you hear her, through the crowd, 
Repeat the alfoluticn loud : ' oe 
In cherch, fecure behind her fan, 
She durit behold that monftér man; :: 
- i} ‘There praétis’d how to place her head, 
* | And bit her dips to make them red; 
4 Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling, 
Would lift her cyes up to the cieling, 
And heave her bofom unaware, “ 
For neighbouring beaux to fee it bares, 
At length a lucky lover came,” 
| And found admittance to the dame. 
| Suppofe all parties now agreed, ss, 
‘The writings drawn, the lawyer feed, -, 
The vicar and the ring befpoke : 
Guefs, how could fuch a match be broke ? 
See then what mortals place their blifs in !, 
Next morn betimes the bride was miffing s 
The mother fcream’d, the father chid ; 
Where can this idle wench be hid ? 
No news of Phyl! the bridegroom came, 
And thought his bride had fkulk’d forthame } 
Becaufe her father us’d to fay, - 
The girl bad fuch a bafbfil way ? 
Now John the butler muff be fent 
To learn the road that Phyllis went. 
The groom was with’d to faddle Crop 
For John muft neither light nor ftop, 
But find her, whercfoe’er fhe fled, 
And bring her back, alive or dead. 
See here again the devil to do! 
For truly John was milfing too: 
‘The horfe’and pillion both were gone! 
Phyllis, it feems, was fled with John. ° 
Old Madam, who went up to find 
What papers Phyl had left behind, 
A letter on the toilet fees, aul 
To my muchsbonour'd futher—thele— 
(Tis always done, romances tell us, - 
When daughters run away with fellows) 
Fill’d with the choiceft common-piaces, 
By others us’d in the like cafes, 
“ ‘That long ago a fortune-teller . 
“ Exadtly faid what now befel her3- 
“ And in a plafs had made her fee 
“A ferving-man of low degree. 
« It was ber fate, mult be forgiven ; 
“ For marriages were made in heaven: 
“ His pardon begg’d: but, to be plain, 
“ She 'd dot, if tewere to do again : 
“ Thank'd God, "twas neither fame ner fin 
“ For John was come of Lone kin. ~ 
“ Love never thinks of rich and poor : 
She'd beg with Fabn from door to door. * 
« Forgive her, if it be a crime ; 
« She "ll never. da "t another times, 








-” "THE MORAL. 
Thus did the Grecian wooden horfé 
Conceal a fatal armed force : ‘ 
No fooner brought within the walls, 
But Ilium’s loft, and Priam fqlis, 


HORACE, BOOK Ill. ODE fl. 


%O THE EARL OF OXFORD, LATE LORD TREA- 
SURER, 


Sent to bim when in the ‘Tower, 1716, 


How bleft is he who for his country dies, 
Since Death purfues the coward as he flies! 
“the youth in vain would fly from Fate’s attack, 
‘With trembling knees and terror at his back ; 
‘Though Fear fhould lendhim pinions like the wind, 
Yet fwifter Fate will feize him from behind. 
Virtue repuis’d, yet knows not to repine, 
But thali with unattained honour fhine ; : 
Nor ftoops to take the faf*, nor lays it down, 
Juft as the rabble pleafe to fimile or frown. 
Virtue, to crown her favourites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten paffage to the fky ; 
Where Jove a feat among the gods will give 
‘To thofe who dic for meriting to live. 
Next; faithful Silence hath a fure reward ; 
‘Within our breaft be every fecret barr’d ! 
‘He who betrays his friend, thall never be 
Under ore reof, or in one fhip, with me, 
For who with traitors would his fafety truft, 
Left, with the wicked, heaven involve the jul? 
And, though the villain "feape awhile, he feels 
Slaw vengeance, like a bleod-hound, at his heels. 





The exfign of the Lord Treaferer's office 
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wi Sha ne'er before in all her life 
“ Once difobey’d him, maid nor wife. 
“ One argument fhe fumm’d up all in, 
“ ‘The thing was done, and paft recalling ; 
“ And therefore hop’d the fhould recover 
“ His favour, when his afin’ over. 
“ She valucd not what others thought her, 
And was—his naff abedient daughter.” 
Fair maidens, all ajtend the Mnf, “i 
| Who now the wandering pair purfues : 
& Away they rode in homely fort, 
. Their journcy long, their money fhort ; 
The loving couple well bemir’d : 
‘The horfe and both the riders tir’d: 
‘Their victuals bad, their lodging worfe 5 
Phyl cry’d, and John began to curte : 
Phyl with’d thatthe had itrain’d a bimb, 
When firft the ventur’d out with bim; 
John with'd that he had broke a leg, 
When firit for her he quitted Pep, 

But what adventures more betel them, 
The Mufe hath now no time to tell them, 
How Johnny wheeddled, threaten’d, fawn’d, 
‘Till Phyllis ait her trinkets pawn'd ; 

How oft’ the broke her marriage vows 

In kindnefs to maintain her fpoute, 

‘Till Gvains unwholevome fpoil'd the trade 5 
For now the furgeons mutt be paid, 

‘To whom thofe perquifites are gone, 

In Chriftian juftice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew fearce, 

Fate put a period to the farce, 

And with exact poctic juftice; 

For John waa landlord, Phyliis hoftefs ; 
They kept, at Staines, the Old Blue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 








AD AMICUM ERUDITOM - 
THOMAM SHERIDAN, 1747. 


*“Detrerx Sheridan Mafarum, duicis amice, 
Si tibi propitius Permefft ad flumen Apolo 
Occurrat, feu te mimum convivia rident, 
. iquivocofque fales fpargis, fou ludere verfu 
-Ma'les; dic, Sheridan, quiftiam fuit i!le deorum, 
Qua melior natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Rimandi genium puerorum, atque ima cerebri 
Scrutandi? Thi nafcenti ad cunabula Pallas 
Aftitir ; & dixit, montis prafaga future, 
Heu, pucr infelix! noftro Jub fidere natus 3 
Nam tu pettus eris fine corpore, corpo! 
Sed levitate umbram fuperabis, voce cica 
 Muice femur, patmas tibi mus dedit, ardea crura, 
Corpore fed tenui tibi nod natura nepavit, 
Hoc animi dotes fupplebuat ; teque docente, 
Nec longum temprs, furget tibi docta juventus, 
--Artibus egregiia animas intructa novellas. 
Grex hinc Pxonius venit, ecce, fi 7 orbi, 
Aft, ili caufas orant ; his infuta vila eft 
Divinam capiti nodo conitringere mitram. 
Natalis te hora non fallunt figna, fed ufque 
Conicins, cxpedias puero feu lxtus Apotio 
Nafcenti arrilit ; five illum frigidus horror 
Saturni pren~t, aut feptem inflavere triones, 
Quin tua & penitufque latensia femina cernis, 
~ Quseque diu -btundendo vlin {ub fuminis auras 























Erumpent, promis ;.quo ritu fepe puella 

Sub cre fefterne pitos fulciat ignes. a 
Te dominum agnofcit quocunque fub aére natus . 

Quos indu'gentis nimium cuftodia matris 

Pelfundat : nam fepé vides in ftipite matrem. 
Aureus at ramus, venerandz dona Sibyliz, 

Enex fedes tantiim patefecit Avernus ; 

Swpé puer tua quem tetigit femel aurea vi 

Coelumque terrafque vider, nodtemque profundams : 


HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE Ix. * 
ADDRESSED TO ARCHBISHOP KING. I718, 


in our breaft, 





Virrvue conceal’d wit 
Is inadtivity ar beft : 
But never fhall the mufe endure 
‘Yo let your virtues lie oblcure, 
Or fuffer Envy to conceal 
Your labours for the public weal. 
Within your breait all wifdom lies, 
Either to govern or advife ; 
Your fleady foul preferves her frame 
in good and cvil times the fame. 
Pale Avarice and lurking Fraud. 
Stand in your facred prefence aw’ds 
¢ hand alone from gold abftains, 
Which drags the flaviil: world in chains: 
Him for a happy man f own, . 

Whofe fortune is not overgrown 3 
And happy he, who wifely knows 
To we the gifts that Heaven beftows ; 
Or, if it pleafe the Powers Divine, 

an fuffer want, and not repine. 
he man who, infamy to fhun, 
Into the arms of death would run, 
That man is ready to defend 
With life his country, or his friend. t 








TO MR, DELANY, Nov. 10. 1718, 


To you, whofe virtucs, I muft own 
With fhame, I have toa Jatcly known; 
To you, by art and nature taught = 
‘Yo be the man J long have fought, a 
Ha 





‘ot ill fate, perverfe and blind, 

ae’d you in life too far behind ; 

Or, what I fhould repine at more, 

Plac’d me in life too far before : 

To you the mufe this verfe beftows, 

Which night as well have been in profe 3 

No thought, no fancy, no fublime, - 

But fimple topics told in rhyme. 
‘Talents for converfation fit, 

Are humour, breeding, fenfe, and wit: 

‘The lait, as boundlefs as the wind, 

Is well conceiv’d, though not defin'd: 
For, fure, hy wit is chiefly meant 

Applying well what we invent. 

What humaur is, not afl the tribe 

Of logie-mongers can deferibe 5 

Here nature only aéts her part, 

Unhelp’d by practice, hooks, or art: 

For wit and humour differ quite; 

‘That gives furprife, and this delight. 

Humour is odd, grotefque, and wildy 

Only by alfeCtasion fpoil'd ; 
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Fis never by invention gof, 
Yin have it when they Seow it not. 
-Qur converfation to refine, 
Humour ard wit mu both combine: 
-From both we learn to railly well, 
‘Wherein fometimes the Freach excel, 
sVoiture, in various lights, difplays 

“That irony which turns to praife: 
‘His genius firft found out ‘he rule 
For au obliging ridicule : 

"He flatters with peculiar air 
The brave, the witty, and the fair : 
And fools would fancy he intends 
A fatire, where he moft commends, 

But, as a poor pretending bean, 
Becaufe he fhin Would make a thow, 

*Nor can arrive at filver lace, 

‘Takes up with copper in the place : 

So the pert-dunces of mankind, 
‘Whene’er they would be thought refin’d, 
As if the difference lay abfrufe 

*Twixt raillery ‘and grofs abufé ; 

Lo thow their parts, will {cold and rail, 
Like porters o’et a pat of ale. 

Such is that clan of boifterous bears, 

» Always together by the ears; 

Shrewd fellows and arch wags, 2 tribe 
‘That meet for nothing but a gibc ; 
‘Who firft run orie another down, 

And then fall foul on all the town ; 
Skill’ in the horfe-laugh and dry rub, 
And call'd by excellence Tbe Club? 

» Tmean your Butler, Dawfon, Car, 
All fpecial friends, arid always jar. 

The mettled and the vicious fteed 

. Differ as little in their breed ; 

Nay, Voiture is as like ‘Tom Leigh 
“As rudenefs is to repartee. 

If what yon faid Y with unfpcke, 

* *T will not fuffice it was a joke : 
Reproach not, though in jeit, a friend 
For thofe defeéts he cannot mend ; 

His lineage, calling, thape, or fenfe, 
‘YU nam’d with fcorn,. gives juft offence. 

What ule in life to make men fret, 
Part in worfe humour than they met ? 
‘Thus all fociety is loft, 

Men laugh at one another's coft.; 
And half the company is teaz’d, 
‘That came together to be pleas’d: 
For all buffoons have moft in view 
‘To pleafe themfelves by vexing you. 

You wortder now to fee me write 
So gravely on a fubject light : 

Some part of what I here defign, 
Regards a friend * of yours and mine; 
‘Who, neither void ef fenfé nor wit, 
‘Yet feldom judges what is fit, 

But fallies oft’ beyond his bounds, 
And takes unmeafurable rounds. 

When jefts are carried on too far, 
And the loud laugh begins the war, 
You keep your countenance for thame, 

“Yet fill you think your friend to blame: 
For, though mien cry they love a jeit, 
’Tis but when others ftand the teft ; 





* Dr. Sheridan, 
















And (would you have their meaning kaswa} | ~ 
They love a jeft that is their own. : 
You muft, although the point be nice, 
Beftow your friend = good advice : 
Qne hint from you will fet kim right, 
And teach him how to be polite. 
Bid him, like you, obferve with care, 
Whom to be hard pn, whom to fpare ; 
Nor indiftinély to fuppofe ~ f 
All fubjeds like Dan Jackfon’s nofe*. 
‘To ftudy the obliging jeft, 
By reading thofe whe teach it beft ; 
For profe I recommend Voiture's, 
For verfe (1 ipeak my judgment) yours. 
He'll find the fecret ont from thence, 
To rhyme all day withput offence ; 
And Ino more fhall then accufe 
‘The flirts of his itl-manner’d mufe. 
If he be guilty, you moft mend him; 
If he be innocent, defend him. 


A LEFT-HANDED LETTER TO DR. SHE- 
RIDAN}. 1718. 





Sir, 


Dexany reports it, and he has a shrewd tongue, 
That we both u@ the part of the clown and cow- 
dung 5 [burft, 
We lic cramming ourfelves, and are ready ta 
Yet {till are no wifer than we were at firit. . 
Pudet bec opprobria, 1 freely mvft tell ye, 
Et dick potuiffz, et non potuiffe refelli. 
Though Delany advis’d youto plagne me no longer, 
You reply and rejoin like dHoadly of re 
I muft now, at one fitting, pay off my old feore; 
iow many to anfwer? One, two, three, four. 
But, becaufe the three former are Jong 9go Eat 
1 thal}, for method fake, begin with aft. 
You treat me like a boy that knocks down his foe, 
Who, ‘ere t’other gersup, demands the rifing blow. 
Yet I know a young rogue, that, thrown flat on 
the field, 
Would, as he lay under, cry out, Sirrah! yield. 
So the French, whén our Generals foundly did 
pay ’em,' ‘ . [Dew 
Went triumphant to church, and fang ftoutly Te 
So the famousTom Leigh, when quite runaground, 
Comes off by out-laughing the company round. 
In every vile pamphlet you'll read the fame fancies, 
Having thus overthrown all our further advances. 
My offers of peace yoy ill underftood: — [good? 
Friend Sheridan, when will you know your own 
*Twas to teach you in modefter language your 
duty ; : is 
For, wee you a dog, I could not be rude t’ves, 
Asa good quiet fou who no mifchief intends, 5 
‘To a quarrelfome fellow, criés, Let us be friends. 
But we like Antzus and Hercules fight ; 
The oftener you fall, the oftener you write: 
And PI ufe you as he did that overgrown clown, 
V')l fir take you up, and then take you down; * 
And, 'tis your own cafe, for you pever can wound 
‘The worft dunce in your fchéol, till he’s heae’d 
from the’ground. ~ ; 





* Which was afterwards the fubjelA of fovcral posmy 
by Dr. Swift and others. 

+ The humour of tbis poem is part y lefty by tBe ize 
polibility of printing it kft-bpnded az it was weitter, 


es 


Freubles 


POEMS 5 


¥ beg your pardon for fing my left hand, but I 
was in great hafte, and the other hand was employ- 
ed at the fame time in writing fome letters of bufie 
nefe—-I will fend you the reft when ! have lei- 
fure: but pray come to dinner with the company 
you met here lait. 


4 MOTTO FOR MR. JASON HASARD, 
WOOLEN-DRAPER IN DUBLIN, 
Whofe Sign was the Goon Frexce, 


Jason, the valiant prince of Greece, 
From Colchos brought the Golden Fleeces 
‘We comb the wool, refine the ftuff, 

For modern Jafon, that’s enough. 
Oh! could we tame yon watchful * Dragon, 
Old Jafon would have lefs to brag on. 


TO DR SHERIDAN, 1718. 


3, Wwarte'er your predeceffors taught us, 
Thave a great efteem for Plautus ; 

‘And think your boys may gather there-hence 
More wit and humour than from ‘Terence. 
But as to comic Ariftophanes, 

"Ihe rogue too vicious and too prophane is. 

J went in vain to look for Kupolis 

Down in the Strand, juft where the New Pole is; 
For [ can tell you one thing, that I can 
(You wilt not find it in the Vatican). 

He and Cratinus us’d, as Horace fays, 

‘To take his greateft grandees for affes, 
Poets, in thofe days, us'd to venture high 
But thefe are loft fall many a century, 

‘Thus you may fee dear friend, ex pede hence, 
My judgment of the old comedians, 

Proceed to tragics: firft, Euripides * 

(An author where 1 fometimes dip a-days) 

s rightly cenfured by the Stagirite, 

Who fays his numbers do not fadge aright. 
A friend of mine that author defpifes 

So much, he fwears the very heft piece is, 
For aught he knows, as bad as Thefpis’s ; 
And that a woman, in thefe tragedies, 
Commonly fpeaking, but a fad jade is. 

At leaft, I’m well affur’d, that no folk lays 
‘The weight on him they do on Sophocles, 
But, above all, I prefer ZE{chylus, 

Whofe moving touches, when they pleafe, kill us. 

And now I find my mufe but iil able, : 

To hold out longer in triffylable. 

1 chofe thofe rhymes out for their difficulty ; 
Will you return as hard ones if I call t’ye? 


STELLA’s BIRTH-DAY, 
MARCH I3. 1718-19, 


Srevta this day is thirty-four, 
(We fha’n’t difpute a year or more) : 
However, Stella, be not troubled, 
Although thy fize and years are doubled, 
Since firft I faw thee at fixteen, 
The brighteft virgin on the green : 








t The fa i may be trut ; but the rbyme coft me fome 


oe 

So little is thy form deciin’d: 
Made up fo largely in thy mind: ~ 

Oh, would it pleafe the gods to fofit 
‘Thy beauty, fize, and years, and wit! 
No age could furnifh out a pit 
Of nymphs fo graceful, wife, and fair 3 
With half the luftre of your eyes, 
With half your wit, your years, and fite, 
And then, before it grew too late, 
How fhould I beg of gentle Fate 
(That either nymph might have her fwain} 
‘To fplit my worthip too in twain! 


DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 2719. 


Drax Dean, fince in cruxee and puns yay and E* 

al, 

Pray why is a woman a fieve and a riddle? . 

‘Tis a thought that came into my noddie thig 
morning, 

In bed as E lay, Sir, a-toffing and turning. 

You'll find, if you read but a few of your hiftories, 

All women as Eve, all women are myftcries. 

To find out this riddle I know you'll be eager, 


:| And make every one of the fex a Belphegor. 


But that will not do, for I mean to commend them: 

I {wear without jeft, I an honour intend them. 

Ina fieve, Sir, their ancient extraction I quize tell, 

In a riddle I give you their power and their title. 

This I told you before: do you know what I 
mean, Sir? 

“ Not I, by my troth, Sir."—Then. read it again, 
Sir. 

‘The reafon I fend you thefe lines of rhymes double, 

Is purely through pity, to fave you the trouble 

Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did laft 

When your Pegafus canter’d it triple, and rid faft. 

As for my little nag, which I keep at Parnaflus, 

With Pheebus’s leave, to run with his affes, 

He goes flow and fure, and he never is jaded, - 

While your fiery ftced is whipp’d, fpurr’d, baftix 

naded. : 


THE DEAN’s ANSWER, 


In reading your letter alone in my hackney, 
Your damnable riddle my poor brains did racg 


nigh: 
And when with much labour the matter J crackt, 
I found you miftaken in matter of fad. 

A wo1nan’s no fieve (for with that you begin), 
Becaufe fhe lets aut more than e’er fhe takes in. 
And that the’s a riddle, can never be right, 

For a riddle is dark, but a woman is Hight, 
But, grant her a fieve, 1 can fay fomething archer, 
Pray what is a man? he’s a fine Jincn fearcher. 

Now tell me a thing that wants interpretation, 

What name for a * maid, was the firft man’s dam- 
nation ? 

Ef your worship will pleafe ta explain me this rebus,: 

I {wear from henceforward you fhail be my Pho:bus, 


From my backney~coach, Sgpt. 11. is : 
1719, paft 12. at noon. , 





2 Fir Gin, Manetran, 
ei 








i tage Seve 


%) when with rage 


daLTin coe one 
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By honour feated fa her breatt 
She ftill determines what is beft: 
‘What indignation in her mind 
Againft enflavers of mankind! 
Bafe kings, and minifters of fate, 
Eternal objects of her hate! 

She thinks that uature ne’er defign’d 
Courage to man alone confin’d. 

‘Can cowardice her fex adorn, 
‘Which moft expofes ours to fcorn ? 
She wanders where the charm appears 
In Florimel's affected fears ; 

For Stella never learn’d the art 

At proper times to feream and fart 5 
Nor calls up all the houfe at night, 
And fwears the faw a thing in white. 
Boll never flies to cut her lace, 

Or throw cold water in her face, 
Becaufe the heard a fudden drum, 
Or found an egrwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amaz'd from whence 
Procecds that fund of wit and fenie ; 
Which, though her modefty would fhroud, 
Breaks like the fun behind a cloud ; 
‘Whilegracefulnefs its art conceals, 

And yet through every motion fteats. 

Say, Stella, was Prometheus blind, 
And, forming you, miftook your kind? 
‘No; “twas for you alone he ftole 
‘The fire that forms a manly foul; 

‘Then, to complete it every way, 
‘He moulded it with femake clay: 

‘To that you owe the nobler flame, 

‘To this the beauty of your frame, 

How would ingratitude delight, 
And how would cendure glut her fpight, 
Wf I fhould Stella's kindnefs hide 
In filence, or forget with pride ! 

‘When on my fickly couch 1 lay, 
‘Impatient both of night and day, 
Lamenting in unmanly ftrains, 
Call'devery power to eafe my painsg 
“"Yhen Stella ran to my relief 

“With cheerful face and inward grief: 
And, though by Heaven's fevere decree 
She fuffers hourly more than me, 

No cruel mafter could require, 

From flaves employed for daily hire, 
‘What Stella, by her friendfhip warm'd, 
“With vigour and delight pertorm’d: 
‘My finking fpirits now fupplies 

‘With cordials in her hands and eyes; 
‘Now with a foft and filent tread 
‘Untieard fhe moves about my bed. 
Tfee her tafte each naufeous draught ; 
And fo ebligingly am caught, 

1 blefs the hand from whence they came, 
Nor dare diftort my face for fhame. 

Beft pattern of true friends! beware: 
‘You pay too dearly for your care, 
3f, while your tenderne(s fecures 
My life, it muft endanger your's; 

For fuch a foot was never found, 
‘Who pull'd a palace to the ground, 
‘Only to have the ruins made 
‘Materials for a houfe decay’d. 


AN ELEGY 
ON THE DEATH OF DEMAR, THE USURER. 
Who died the 6th of Fuly 1720. 


Know all men by thefe prefents, Death the tamer, 
By mortgage, hath fecur’d the corpfe of Demar: 
Nor can four bundred thoufand flerling pound 

Redeem him from his prifon under ground. 

His heirs might well, of all his wealth poflef’d, 
Beftow to bury him one iron cheft. 

Plutus the god of wealth will joy to know = __ 
His faithful fteward in the thades below, +! 
He walk’d the ftreets,and wore a threadbar: cloak; 
He din’d and fupp’d at charge of other foik : 
And by his looks, had he held out his palms, * 

He might be thought an objeét fit for alms. 

So, to the poor, if he refus’d his pelf, 

He us’d them full as kindly as himfelf. 

Where’er he went, he never faw his betters ¢ 
Lords, knights, and fquires, were all his humble 
‘And under band and feal the {rifh nation [debtors ; 
Were forc'd to own to him their odtigation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom bought, 
In half a mipute is not worth a groat. 

His coffers from the coffin could not fave, 
Nor all his intere# keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would not be right, 
Becaufe we with the earth upon him light. 

Oh London tavern *! thou haft loft a friend, 
Though in thy walls he ne’er did farthing fpend : 
He tovch'd the pence, when others touch'd the pot 5 
The hand that fign’d the mortgage paid the fhot.q 

Old as he was, no vulgar knowr. ifeafe 
On him could ever boaft a power to feize 
“ + But, as he weigh’d his gold, grim Death in 

“* fpight 
 Caft in ieesiare, which made three moidoreslight; 
“ And, as he faw his darling moncy fail, 
« Blew his laft breath, to fink the lighter fcale.”” 
He who fo long was current, "twould be ftrange 
If he thould now be cry’d down fince his cbange, 

The fexton thall green fods on thee beftow 5 
Alas, the /exton is thy banker now ! 

A difmal denker muft that banker be, 
‘Who gives no éills but of mortality. 


EPITAPH ON A MISER,_ 


Beneatu this verdant hillock lies 
Demar, the wealthy and the wife. 
His Aeirs, that he might fafely reft, 
Have put his carafe in a chef ; 

The very chef in which, they fay, 
His atber fof, his moncy, lay. 

‘And, if his écirs continue kind 

To that dear elf he left behind, 

I dare believe, that four in five 
Will think his better balf alive. 


‘TO MRS, HOUGHTON OF BORMOUNT, 
Upon preifing her Hufoand to Dr. Swift. 


You always are making a god of your fpoufe; 
But this neither reafon nor confcience allows : 

* A tavern in Dublin, where Demar bept his offitte 
4 Thefs four lines were cwrittes by Stella, 


, 





Peb-is you will fay, “tis in gratizude due, 
wend you adore him, becaufe he adores yor. 
Your argument’s weak, and fo you wili finds 
For you, by this rule, muft adore all mankind. 


VERSES WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, 
At the Deaury Houfi, St. Patrick's, 


Aue the guefts of this houfe fill doom’d to be 
cheated ? [be treated. 
Sure the fates have decreed they by halves fhould 
“in the days of good John *, if you came here to | 
ine, wine. 
You had choice of good meat, but nochoice A good 
Jn Jonathan’s reign, if you come here to eat, 
You have choice of good wine, but no choice of | 
good meat. ] 
O Jove! then how fully might all fides be bleft, 
Wouldit thou but agree to this humble requeft ; 
Put both deans in ones or, if that’s too much 
trouble, 
finftead of the deans, make the deanry double. 


ON ANOTHER WINDOW +, 


A nano on whom Phebus his fpirit beftow'd, 
Refolving t’ acknowledge the bounty he ow’d, 
Found out a new method at once of confefling, 
wand making the moft of fo mighty a blefling: 
To the god he’d be grateful; but mortals he'd 
. choufe, 
By making his patron prefide in his houfe ; 
And wifely forefaw this advantage from thence, 
That the god would in honour Bear maoft of th’ 
expence {treat 
So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Phoebus to 
With the thoughts he infpires, regurdlefs of meat. 
Hence they that come hither expecting to dine, 
Are always fobb’d off with sheer wit and fheer wine. 


APOLLO TO THE DEAN, 1720, 





& nur trufty, and fo forth-—we let you to kn, 
e are very ill us’d by you mortals below. 

For firft, I have often by chemifts been told, 
‘Though I know nothing on’t, it is I that make 


(gold, {it, 
“Which when you have got, you fa carefully hide 
‘That, fince | was born, I hardly have fpy’d it. 
_ ‘Then it muft be allow'd, that, whenever I thine, 
“1 forward the grafs, and I ripen the vine; 
iPoir~she good fellows apply for relief, [beefs 
7 Nithout whom they could neither get slaret nor 
Yet their wine and their victuals thefe curmud- 
geon lubbards 
Lock up from my fight in cellars and cupboards, 
That I have an ill eye, they wickedly think, 
And taint all their meat, and four all their drink. 
But, thirdly and Jaftly, it mutt be allow’d. 
J alone can infpire the poetical crowd ; . 
This is gratefully own'd by each boy in the college, 
‘Whom if I infpire, it is not to my knowledge. 





* Dean Bterne was diflinguipbed for bis bofpitality, 
© 4 Ry Die Delany Sangli ith Sia 


eOoOE™M-S, 


‘This every pretender to rhyme will admit, 
Without troubling his head about judgment or wit, 
‘Thefe gentlemen ufe me with kindnels and freee 











dom; { 
And as for their works, when I pleafe ¥ may read 
‘They lie open on purpofe on counters and italls ; 
And the titles I view, when I fhine on the walls. 


4 (Foy I think in my confcience he deals wi 


aa 
"em 


But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 
Whom I for your fake love better than any, 
Aad, of my mere motion and fpecial good gract, 
Intended in time to fucceed in your Hace, 

On ‘Tuefday the tenth feditioufly came ; 
With. a certain falfe traitrefs, one Stella by name, 
‘To the deanry houfe, and on the north glafs, 
Where, for fear of the cold, I never can pafs, .” 
‘Then and there, vi ¢t armis, with a certain utenfil, 
Of value five thillings, in Englith a pencil, = 
Did malicioufly, falfely, and traiteroufly write, * 


] Whilft Stella aforefaid Rood by with a light. 


My fifter had lately depos’d upon oath, 
‘That fhe ftopt in her courfe to look at them both: 
‘That-Stella was helping, abetting, and aiding 5 
And ftill as he writ, flood fmiling and reading : 
‘That her eyes were as bright as myfelf at noon~ 
day, [with pray; 
But her graceful black locks were all mingled 
And by the defcription I certainly know, 
*Tis the nymph that { courted fome ten years agog 
Whom wen I with the bet of my talents enducd 
On her promife of yielding, the acted the prude : 
‘That fome verfes were writ with felonious intent, 
Direct to the north, where 1 never yet went : 
That the letters appeared revers’d through the 
pane, * [again ¢ 
But in Stella's bright eyes they were plac’d right 
Wherein fhe diftin@ly could read every line, 
And prefently guefs that the fancy was mine. 1 
She can fwear to the perfon whom oft the has feen 
At night between Cavan Street and College Green. 
Now you fee why his verfes fo feldom are fhown 5 
The reafon is plain, they are none of his own: 
And obferve while you live, that no man is fhy 
To difcover the goods he came honeftly by. 
If 1 light on a thought, he will certainly fteal it, 
And, when he has got it, find ways to conceal it : 
Of all the fine things he keeps in the dark, 
There’s fearce one in ten but what has my mark; 
And let them be feen by the world if he dare, 
Fill make it appear that they’re all ftolen ware. 
But as for the poem he writ on your fafh, 
T think ] have now got him under my lath; 
My fitter tranfcrib’d it Iaft night to his forrow, 
And the public hall fee’t, if [five till to-inorrove. 
Through the xediac around, it fhall quickly be 
fpread : 
In all partsof the globe where yourlanguageisread. 
He knows very well, I nc’er gave a refutal, 
When he afk’d for my aid in the forms that are 
But the fecret is this, I did Jately intend  (ufual: 
To write a few verfes on you, 28 my friend: 
1 ftudied a fortnight, before.I could find, - 
As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind, 
And refolv’d the next winter (for that is mytime, 
When the days are at thorteft) to get itin rhyme; 
Till then it was lock'd in my box at Parnaffus; — 
When that fubtic compaion, in hopes to furpafs usy 
Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, 2 OR 


“ 


And, from my own ftock provided with topics, 
He gets.to a window beyond both the tropics; 
‘There out of my fight, juft-againft the xorth zone, 
Writes down my conceits, and then calls them his 


Dos owns 
And you, like a booby, the bubble can fwallow : 
Now. who but Delany can write like Apollo? 
High treafon by ftatute ! yet here you object, 
-He only ftole hints, but the verfe is correct ; 
Though the thought be Apollo's, ’tis finely ex- 
prefe'd; 

So a thief fteals my horfe, and has him well drefs’d. 
Now, whereas the fad criminal feems pat repent- 


ance, 
‘We Phoebus think fit to proceed to his fentence. 
.Bince Delany has dar’d, like Prometheus his fire ; 
‘Tp climb to our region, and thence to fteal fire ; 
We order a vulture, in thape of the fpleen, 
‘To prey on his liver, but not to be feen. 
And we order our fubjects of every degree 
-To believe all his verfes were written by me} 
And, under the pain of our higheft difpleafure, 
‘To call nothing his but the rhyme and the meafure. 
And laftly, for Stella, juft out of hcr prime, 
1m too much revenged already by time. 
.In return to her ‘orn, I fond her difeafes, 
But will now be her friend whenever fhe pleafes: 
.And the gifts 1 beftow’d her will find her a lover, 
Though fhe lives to be gray as a bady«r ail over. 


NEWS FROM PARNASSUS, 
BY DR. DELANY. 


- Parnassus, February the twenty-feventh, 
‘The poets affembled here on the eleventh, 
Conven'd by Apollo, who gave them to know, 
He’d have a vicegerent in his empire below ; 
But dectar’d that nobard should this honourinherit, 
"Till the reft had agreed he furpafs'd them in merit. 
Now this, you'll allow, was a difficult cafe, 
For each bard believ’d he'd a right to the place ; 
So, finding th’ aflembly grow warm in ‘icbate, 
He put them in mind of his Phaéton’s fate : 
"Twas urg’d to no purpofe; difputes higher rofe, 
Scarce Phozbus himfelt could their quarrels com- 
‘ ofe 5 
Till at Tength he determin'd that every bard 
Should (each in his turn) be patiently heard. 
Firft, one who beliew’d he excell’d in trenflation, 
Founds his claim on the doétrine of man’s tranf- 
migration : 
-# Since the foul of grcat Milton was given to me, 
« Thope the convention will quickly agree.” 
“ Agree!” quoth.Appollo, “ from whence is this 
. « fool? [School ? 
* fs he juft come from reading Pythagoras at 
« Be gone, Sir! you've got your fubfcriptions in 
“ time, 
« And given in return neither reafon nor rhyme.” 
‘To the next, fays the god, “ Though now 1 won't 
« choofe you, 
© T'll tell you the reafon for which I refufe you: 
+ Love’s goddefs has oft to her parents complain’d 
* Ofmy favouring abard who her empire difdain’d; 
* That, at my inftigation, a poem you writ, 
* Which to beauty and youth preferr’d judgment 
: @ and wit; 
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“ "That, to make you a laureat, I gave the <q 
voice, 
“ Infpiring the Britons t’ appprove of my choice. 
“ Jove fent her to me, her power to try; * 
« The goddefs of beauty what god can deny ? 
“ She forbids your preferment ; I grant her defire. 
“ Appeafe the fair goddefs; you then may rife 
“ higher.” [ceeding, 
‘The next that appear’d had good hopes of fuc- 
For he merited much for his wit and his breeding, 
"T'was wife in the Britons no favour to fhow him; 
He elfe might expect they thould pay what they 
owe him. = t 
And therefore they prudently chofe to difeard 
"The patriot, whofe merits they would not reward, 
‘The god, with a fmile, bade his favourite advance, 
« You were fent by Aftrea her envoy to France: 
* You bent your ambition to rife in the ftate ; 
“T refufe you, becaufe you could ftoop to be 
“ great.”* [lator, 
‘Then a bard who had been a fuccefsful tranf> 
« Tha convention allows me a verfificator.” 
Saye Apollo, “ You mention the jeaft of your merit; 
« By your works it appears you have much of 
“ my Spirit. 
« Tefteem you fo well, that to tell you the truth, 
« "Phe greateft objection againft you’s your youth; 
« ‘Then be not concern’d you are now taid afide 5 
“ HE you live, you fhall coraunly one day prefide.” 
Another, low bending, Apollo thus greets, 
« "Twas I taught your fubjedts to walk through 
« the ftreets.” = before : 
« You taught them to walt / why, they knew it 
« But give me the bard that cam teach them to 
“ foar. 
«“ Whenever he claims, ’tis his right, UI! confefs, 
“ Who lately attempted my ftyle with fuccefs 5 , 
«“ Who writes like Apollo has moft of his fpirit, 
“« And therefore ’tis juft I diftinguifh his merit 5 
« Who makes it appear, by all he has writ, 
“ His judgment alone can fet bounds to his wit 3 
“« Like Virgil, correct with his own native eafe, 
« But excels even Virgil in elegant praife 5 
“ Who admires the yecients, and knows *tis thei 
“ Yet writes in a manner entirely new 5 {due. 
“ Though none with more cafe their depths car 
« explore, 
« Yet whatever he wants he takes from my ftore: 
‘Though I’m fond of his virtues, his pride J can 
« In {corning to bozrow from any but me; _[fee. 
It is owing to this, that, like Cynthia, his lays 
Fnlighten the world by refle@ing my rays.” 
This faid, the whole audience foon found out 
his drift : eee 
‘The convention was fummon’d in favour of SWE 


THE RUN UPON THE BANKERS, 1720, 


‘Tue bold encroachers on the deep 
Gain by degrees huge tracts of land, 

Tilt Neptune, with one general fweep, 
‘Turns all again to barren ftrand, 


The multitude’s capricious pranks 
Are faid to reprefent the feas 5+ 
Which, breaking daners and the banks, 
Refume tbsir owa whene’ex they pleafe, 


aa 

We'll buy Englith filks for our wives and our 
daughters, te 

In {pite of his deanfhip and journeyman Waters. 


In England the dead in woollen are clad, 

‘The dean and his printer then let us cry Ty on; 
‘To be cloth’d like a carcafe, would make a Teague 
Since a living dog betteris than a dead lion. [mad, 

Our wives they grow fullen 
- At wearing of wovllen, 
And all we poor fhop-keepers muft our horns 
‘pail in. : (daughters, 
‘Then we'll buy Englith filks for our wives and our 
In fpite of his Yeanhhip and journeyman Waters. 


Whoever our trading with England would hinder, 
To inflame both the nations do plainly confpire; 
Becaufe Irith linen will foon turn to tinder, 
‘And wool it is greaty, and quickly takes fire. 
‘Therefore { ailure you, 
Our noble grand jury, 
‘When they faw the dean's book, they were ina 
great fury. . 
hey would buy Englith filks for their wives and 
their daughters, F 
Ya fpite of his deanthip and journeyman Waters; 


‘This wicked rogue Waters, who always is finning, 
And before corum nobus fo oft has been call’d, 
Henceforward fhall print neither pamphlets nor 
: linen, ae (mawl’d: 

" And, if {wearing can do’t, thal] be fwingingly 

And as for the dean, . 
You know whom J meat, : 
‘Withe printer will "peach him, he'll {carce come off 
cleart, .  {daughters, 
‘Then we'll buy Englith filks for our wives and our 
Zn Spite of his deanjhip and journcyman Waters, 


THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 
19720, 
‘Wren fir Diana leaves her bed, 
V’apours and fteams her looks difgrace, 
A frowzy dirty-colour'd red 
Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face : 


But by degrees, when mounted high; 
Eler artificial face appears 

Doivn from her wihdow in the fky, 
Eler fpots are gone, her vifage clears, 


“Tw ixt earthly females and the moon 
All parallels exadtly run: 

Hf C elia thould appear too foon, 
Av Jas, the nymph would be undone! 


To ‘fee her from her pillow rife, 
Aull reeking in a cloudy fteam, ‘ 
€ra.ck’d lips, foul tecth, and gummy eyes, 
Poor Strephon ! how would he blaipheme ! 
‘Three colours, black, and red, and white, 
So graceful in their proper place, ae, 15 
Remove them toa different fcite, 
They form a frightful hideous face: 
For inftance, when the lily fkips 
Into the precindts of the rofe, 
And takes poffetlion of the lips, 
~ Leaving the purple to the nofe: 


a 
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So Celia went entife to bed; : 

Ali ber complexion fafe and found ; 
But, when fhe rofe, white, black, and red, | at 
‘Though ftillin fight, had chang'd their ground 

The black, which would not be confin’d,  ~ 
A more inferior fation feeks 5 
Leaving the fiery red behind, 
And ntingles it he? muddy cheeks. 
But Celia can with eafe reduce, 
By help of pencil, paint and bruth; 
Each colour to its place and ufé, iy 
Agd teach her cheeks again to blufhz”* 
She knows her early felf no more, 
But fill'd with zdmiration ftands; 
As other painters oft’ adore . 
‘The workmanthip of their owi hands: 


‘Thus, after four important hours, 
Celia’s the wonder of her fex: 

Say, which among the heavenly powers 
Could caufe fuch marvellous effedts ? 


Venus, indulgent to her kind, 5 
Gave womeii all their hearts could wifk} 
When firft the taught them where to find 
White lead’and Lufitanian™ dith. 


Love with white-lead cements his wings“ 
White-lead was fent us to repair 

Two brightett, brittleft, earthly things, 
A lady's face, and China-ware. 

She ventures now to lift the fsfh: 
‘The window is her proper iphere : 
Ah, lovely nymph ! be not tog rath, 

Nor let the beaux approach too near. 
Take pattern by your /fer flat: 

Delude at once and blefs our fight ; 
When you are feen, be feen from far, 

And chiefly choofe to thine by nights 
But art no longer cah prevail, 

When the materials all are gone 5 
The beft mechanic hand muft fail, 

Whete nothing’s left to work upon. 


Matter, as wife logicians fay, 
Cannot without a, hm fubfitt ; 
And form, fay {, as well as they, . 
Moft fail, if matter brings no grift: 
And this is fair Diand’s cafe; - 
For all aftrologers maintain, 
Each night a bit drops off her face}. 
When mortals fay fhe’s in her wanes 


While Partridge + wifely thows the caufe 
Efficient of the moon’s decay, 

That Cancer with his poifonous clawe 
Attacks her in the milky way: 


But Gadbury, in art profound, oan 
From her pale cheeks pretends to tow) 
That {wain Endymion ¢ is not found, 
Or elfe that Mercury’s her foc. 





* Portugal. : ts 
+ Partridge and Gadbury wrote cach an epkema 
$ A young foepherd, of whom Diana was feigne 
be enamoursd, 
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2 : 
“Tkds, when by fooks a lord is ply'd, 
Sonte cully often wins a bet, 
By venturing on the cheating fide, 
Though not into the fecret let. 


While fome build cafties in the air, ~ 
DireGtors build them in the feas; 
Subfribers plainly fee them there, 
For fools will fee as wife men pleafe.: 


‘Thus oft’ by mariners are fhown 
(Untlefs the men of Kent are liars) 
Ear] Godwin’s caftles overflown. 
And palace-roofs, and ftceple-fpires. 


Mark where the ly Directors creep, 
oh Nor‘ to the fhore approach too nigh | 
‘he montfters neftle in the deep, 
‘To feize you in your palling by. 
‘Then, like the dogs of Nile, be wife, 
Who, taugt it by inftiné how to fhun 
The crocodile, that lurking lies) 
Run as they drink, and drink and rum 


Antzus cotild, by magic charms, 
Recover ftrength when’er he fell ; 
Alcides held him in his arms, 
And fent him up in air to hell. 


' j 

Direors, thrown into the fea, 
Recover ftrength and vigour there 5 

But may be tam’d another way, 
Sufpended for a while in air. = 


Direftors! for ‘tis you I. warn, 
By long experience we have found 
‘What plannet*}'d when you were borat 
We fee you never can be drown’d. 


Beware, nor over-buli'v grow, 
Nor come within your cully’s reach; . 
For, if the fea fhould fink fo low 
_ To leave you dry upon the beach, 


You °Il owe your ruin to your bulk : 
Your foes already waiting ftand, 

To tear you like a foundee’d hulk, 
While you lie helplefs on the fand. 


Thus, when a whale has loft the tide, 
The coafters crowd to feize the {poil ; 
The moniter into parts divide, 
And ftrip the bones, and melt the oil. 


Oh! may fome weffern tempett fweep 
Thefe Jocufls whom our fruits have fed, 

‘That plague Directors to the deep, 
">'r from the South-Sea to the Red / 


May he, whom Nature’s laws obey, 

Who lifts the poor, and finés the proud, 
* Quiet ‘the raging of the fea, 
+ 4°And fill the madnefs of the crowd !” 


But never fhall our ifle have reft, 

Till thofe devouring fine run down, 
(The devils leaving the poffeft) 

And headlong in the waters drown, 


The nation then too late will find, 
Computing all their coft and trouble, 
DireSors’ promifes but wind, é 
Sauth-Sea at heft a mighty bude, 
Vou. IX. : é 


POEM &’ 


THE DOt AND sHADOW..- 





‘Ore cibum portans catulus dumi fpeat in ‘undis, E 


Apparet liquido pradz melioris imago : 
Dum {peciofa diu damna admiratur, et alte 
Ad latices isihiat, cadit imo vortice praceps 


Gre cibus, nec non fimulachrum corripit una. 
Occupat ille avibus deceptis faucibus umbram $ 


Iludit fpeciés, ac dentibus agra mordet. 


06 A FRIEND, 


Who bad betn much abufed in many different Libel” 


Tae 


The vilet ruffian may commit a rape, 
Yet fafe from injur’d innocence efcape > 
And calumny, by working under ground, 
Can, unreveng’d, the greateft merit wound, 
What’stobedone? 
To live obfcurc, and have no fame to lofe 
By cenfure frighted out of honour’s road, 


Nor daré to ufe the gifts by Heaven beftow'd? 


Or fearlefs enter in through virtue’s gate, 


And buy diftinction at the dearc(t rate?" 


ateft monarch may be ttabb’d by night, 
And fortune help the murdéret in his Hight; _ 


Shall wit and learning chool 


BILLET to rwz COMPANY or PLAYERS, 


Tax inclofed Prologue is farmed 


on the itor 


of the Secretary's not fuffering you toad, unlefs 
you would pay him 3ool. per annum ¢ upon which 
you got a licence from the Lord Mayor to act as 


ftrollers, 


The Prologue fuppofes, that, upot your betty 
forbidden to act, a company of country ftrollers 
came and hired the Playhoufe, and your clothes, 
&e. to act ims Bes Ong 


tee bRoLodtn 


Our fet of ftrollers, wandering up and down, 


Hearing 


the houfe was empty, came to town; 


And, with @ licence from our good Lord Mayory 


Went to 
Him we 


one Griffith, formerly a Players x 
perfuaded, with a moderate bribe, 


To fpeak to Erlington and all the tribe, 
To let our company fupply their places, 
And hire us out their fcenes, and clothes, ad fatete 


Is not th 


¢ truth the truth? Look full on me; 


I am not Erlington, por Griffith he. 


-{ When we perform, look fharp among out érew,-* 


‘There's not a creature here you ever knew. 
The former folks were fervants to the kings 
We, humble ftrollers, always on the wing. 
Now, for my part, I think upon the whole, 


Stay, | 


Rather than ftarve, a better man would ftroll, 


let me fee—Three hundred pounds a year, 


For leave to adt in town! ’Tis plaguy dear. 
Now, here’s a watrant; Gallants, pleafe to mark, 


For three thitteens and fixpe 


ncé to the clerk. 


Three hundred pounds! Were I the pose to fix, 


The public fhould beftow the actors 
A fepre of guineas, given underhand, 
For a good word or to, Ride 


on THE WORKS OF S$WIFT. Z 


‘To help an honeft Jad, that's out of place, 
May coft a crown or fo; a common cafe: 
And, in a crew, ‘tis no injuftice thought 
‘To fhip a rogue, and pay him Not a groat, 
But, in the chronicles of firmer ages, 

‘Who ever heard of fervants paying wages? 

I pity Erlington with all my heart; * 
‘Would he were here this night to a@& my part! 
1 told him what it was to be a ftroller; 

How free we aéted, and had no comptroller: 
Jn every town we wait on Mr. Mayor, 

Firft get a licence, then produce our ware; 
‘We found a trumpet, or we beat a drum ; 
Huzza! the ({chool-boysroar) the playersarecome! 
And then we cry, to {pur the bumpkins on, 
Gallants, by Tuefday next we mutt be gone. 
told him, in the fmootheft way I could, 
All this and more, yet it would do no good. 
But Erlington, tears falling from his checks, 
‘He that has shone with Betterton and Wilks, 
‘To whom our country has been always dear, 
‘Who chofe to leave his deareft pledges here, 
Owns all your favours, here intends to ftay, 
And, asa ftrolicr, act in every play: 

And the whole crew this refolution takes, 
'To live and die all ftrollers for your fakes; 
Not frighted with an ignominious name, 

For your diipleatore is their only fhame. 

A pox in Elrington’s majeftic tone! 

Now to 2 word of bufinefs in our own. 

‘Gallants, next Thurfday night will be our lait; 
"Then, without fail, we pack up for Belfaft. 
Lofe not your time, nor our diverfions mifa, 
‘The next we act fhall be as good as this. ~-’ 


EPIGRAM. 


Garar folks are of a finer mold; 

Lord! how politely they can fold! 
While a coarfe Englith tongue will itch 
For whore and rogue, and dog and bitch, 


_ PROLOGUE 


“TO A PLAY FOR THE BENEFIT OF THE DISTRES- 
6ED WEAVERS, BY DR. SHBRIDAN. 


Spoken by Mr. Erlington, 1721. 


Great cry and little wool—is now become 
"The plague and proverb of the weaver’s loom : 
No ‘moat to work on, neither weft nor warp; 
‘Their pockets empty, and their ftomach’s fharp. 
Provok’d, in loud complaints to you they cry: 
Ladies, relieve the weavers, or they die! 
Forfake your filks for ftuffs; nor think it ftrange 
‘To fhift your clothes, fince you delight in change. 
One thing with freedom I'll prefume to tell 
‘The men will like you every bit as well. 

. See, Yam drefs’d from top to toe in ftuff; 
And, by my troth, 1 think I’m fine enough: 
My wife admires me more, and {wears fhe never, 
In any drefs, beheld me look fo clever. 
And, if a man be better in fuch ware, 
‘What great advantage mutt it give the fair! 
Our wool from lambs of innocence procecds : 
Silks come from maggots, callicoes from weet 
Hence 'tis by fad experience that we find ‘ 





Ladies in filks to vapours much inclin’d— 


And what are they but maggots in the mind ? 


For which I think it reafon to cBnclud®,., . 
"That clothes may change our temper like our 1000 
Chintzes are gaudy, and engage our eyes 
Too much about the party-colour’d dyes: 
Although the luftre is from you begun, . 
We fee the rainbow, and negleé the furs 
How fweet and innecent’s the country maid, 
With fall expence in native wool array’d; 
Who copies from the fields her homely green,” 
While by her shepherd with delight fhe’s feen! 
Should our fair ladies drefs like her in woole. 
How much morc lovely, and how beautiful, 
‘Without their Indian drapery, they'd prove, 
Whilft wool would help to warm us into love £ 
‘Then, like the famous Argonauts of Greece, 
‘We'd all contend to gain the Golden Fleece 


EPILOGUE BY THE DEAN. 


SPOKEN BY MB. GRIFFITH. 


Wno dares affirm this is no pious age, 

When charity begins to tread the ftage? 

When actors, who, at beft, are hardly favers, 
Will give a night of benefit to Weavers? 
Stay—iet me fec, how finely will it found! 
Imprimis, From his Grace* an hundred pounds ' 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are benefactors; 

And then comes in the item of the actors, 

Item, The a&ors freely gave a day— 

The Poet had no more who made the play. 

But whence this wondrous charity in players? 
They learnt it ‘not at Sermons, or at Prayers: 
Under the rofe, fince here are nop™Sat friends, 
(To own the truth) we have forse private ends. 
Since waiting-women, like eying jades, 

Hold up the prices of their/ld brocades 

We'll drefs in manufadures made at home, 

Equip our dings and generals at The Comb +. 

We'll rig from Meath-ftreet Aigypt’s haughty 
jueen, 

And Antony fhall court her in ratteen. 

In blue foaltoon thalt Hannibal be clad, _ 

And Scipio trail an Irith purple plaid. 

In drugget dreft, of thirtcen pence a yard, 

Sce Philip’s fon amidft his Perfian guard ; 

And proud Roxana, fir’d with jealous rage, 

With fifty yards of rape thall {weep the ftage, 

In fhort, our kings and princeffes within 

Are all refolv’d this proje@ to begin ; 

And you, our fubjects, when you here refort, 

Muft imitate the fafhion of the Court. 

Oh! could I fee this audience clad in. oN 

Though money's fearce, we fhould have trade 
enough: ae 

But chintz, brocadet, and Jace, take all away, 

And fearce a crown is left to fee a play. . 

Perhaps you wonder whence this friendfhip Tprings 

Between the Weavers and us Play-houfe Kings; 

But Wit and Weavjng had the fame beginning ; 

Pallas firft taught us Poetry and Spinning + 

And, next, obierve how this alliance fits, 

For Weavers now are juft as poor as Wits: 





King. 


* Arcbbifeop : 
$f A free jambusor Weallen MeanufSturet, 
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“4 ‘THE WORKS 


‘We fquander there an hour or more, 
And then all hands, boys, to the oar; 
AU, heteroclite Dan except, . 
Who neither time nor order kept, 
But, by peculiar whimfiesdrawn, . + 
Peeps in the ponds to look for fpawn; 
O’erfees the work, or Dragon * rows, is ‘ 
Or mars a text, or mends his hofe ; 
Or---but proceed we in our journal--= 
At two, or after, we return all; 
From the four elements afcending, 5 
Warn’d by the bell, all folks come trembling: 
From airy gartets fome defeend, 
Some from the lake’s remoteit end : 
My Lord ¢ and Dean the fire forfake ; 
Dan leaves the earthly {pade and rake: 
‘The loiterers quake, no corner hides them, 
_ And Lady Betty foundly chides them. 
Now water ’s brought, and dinner ’s done: 
With “ Church and King” the lady 's gone; - 
(Not reckoning half an hour we pafs 
In talking o’er a moderate gla(s). 
Dan, growing drowly, like a thief 
Steals off to dofe away hisbeefy | 
“And this muft pa(s for reading Hammond—s 
While George and Dean go to backgammom 
George, Nim, and Dean,{et out at four, 
” And then again, boys, to the oar. 
But when the fun goes to the deep, 
' (Not to difturb him in his fleep, 
Or make a rumbling o’er his head, 
His candle out, and he a-bed) 
‘We watch his motions to a minute, 
And leave the flood when he goes in it. 
Now itinted in the fhortening day, 
We go to prayers, and then to play, 
Till {upper comes; and after that 
‘We fit an hour to drink and chat. 
*Tis late---the old and younger paits, 
By Adam ¢ lighted, walk up ftairs, 4 
‘The weary Dean goes to his chamber; 
And Nim and Dan to garret clamber. 
So when the circle we have run, 
‘The curtain falls, and ail is done. 
I might have meation'd feveral facts, 
Like epifodes between the acts ; 
And teil who lofes and who wins, 
Who gets a cold, who breaks his thins ; 
How Dan caught nothing in his net, 
And how the boat was overfet. 
For brevity I have retrench'd 
How in the lake the Dean was drench'd: 
It would be an exploit to brag on, 
How valiant George rode o’er the Dragon ; 
How fteady in the {torm he fat, 
And fav'd his oar, but loft his hat 
Now Nim (no hunter e’er could match him) 
Still brings us hares, when he can catch thems 
How fkiltully Dan mends his nets; 
How fortune fails him when he fets: 
_ Or how the Dean delights to vex 
The ladies, and lampoon their fex. 


‘ 





* A fall boat fo called. 


<i Mr. Rochfort’s father was Lord Chief Ba- ¥ 


reve of the Exchiguer in Irelands 
¢ The Butters 


OF SWIFT. 


¥ might have told how oft’ Dean Percivale 
Difplays his pedantry unmerciful ; 

How haughtily he cocks his nofe, 

To tell what every fchool-boy knows ; 
And with his finger and his thumb, _ 
Explaining, ftrikes oppofers dumb : . 
But now there needs no more be faid on’t, 
Nor how his wife, that female pedant, 
Shows all her fecrets of houfe-keeping ; 
For candles how fhe trucks her dripping $ 
Was fore’d to fend three miles for yeaft, 
‘To brew her ale, and raife her patte ; 
Tells every thing that you can think of, 
How fhe cur’d Charley of the chincough ; 
What gave her brats and pigs the meafles, 
And how her doves were kill’d by weafels; 
How Jowler howl'd, and whata fright 


| She had with dreams the other night. 


But now, fince I have gone fo far on, 
A word or two of Lord Chief Baron ; 
And teil how little weight he fets 
On all Whig papers and Gazettes; 
But for the politics of Pue, uy 
Thinks every fyllable is true. 
And fince he owns the King of Sweden 
Is dead at laft, without evading, 
Now allhis hopes are in the Czar: 
“ Why, Mufcovy isnot fo far: 
“ Down the Black Sea, and up the Streights, 
“ And in a month he’s at your gates; 
“ Perhaps, from what the packet brings, | 
“ By Chriftmas we fhall fee ftrange things.” 
Why fhould [ tell of ponds and drains... 
What carps we met with for our “ins ; 
Of {parrows tame, and nuts iny'umerable 
To choke the girls, and vo g/atuane a rabble? 
But you, who are a fcholar, know ? 
How tranfient all things are below, 
How prone to change is human life! 
Laft night arriv’d Clem ® and his wife--- 
This grand event hath broke our meafures¢ 
Their reign began with cruel feizufs: , 
The Dean muft with his quilt fupply 
The bed in which thofe tyrants lie = 
Nim loft his wig-block, Dan his jordan ~ 
(My lady fays, fhe can’t afford one) ; 
George is half-fcar'd out of his wits, 
For Clem gets all the dainty bits, 
Henceforth expe a different furvey, 
This houfe will foon turn topfy-tarvy + 
They talk of further alterations, 
Which caufes many fpeculations. 


THOMAS SHERIDAN, CLERK, TO 
GEORGE NIM-DAN-DEAN, ESQ. - 


Suly 15.1921, at night. 
T’p have you t' know, George}, Dan}, Dean§, and 
Nimf, ~ 
That I've learned how verfe t” compofe trim, 
Much better b’ half th’n you, n’'r him, 





* Mr. Clement Barry- : 
t Geo. Rochfort. $ Mr. Fackfon, 
§ Dr. Swift. = || J. Rockfort 


POEM S. 


and th’t I'd rid’cule their ’nd your flam-fiim. 

Ay’ b't then, p’rhaps, fays you, t’sa m'rry whim 

With *bundance of mark’d notes ?’ th’ rim, 

Soth’t I ought n’t for t’ be morofe 'nd t* look grim, 

. Think n’t your ‘p’ftle put m’ in a meagrim ; 
~ Though 'n rep’t’t’on day, } "ppear ver’ fim, 

Th’ laft bowl ‘t Helfham’s did m’ head ¢ fwim, 

So ch't Ih’d man’ aches *a ’v’ry {crubb’d limb, 

Caufe th’ top of th’ bowl I h’d oft us’d t’ fkim; 

And b’fides Dilan’ fwears th’t E h'd fwall’w'd 

(v'r'l brim- 
~ mers, ’nd that my vis'ge ’s covr'd o’er with r’d pim- 

ples: m'r’o’er though m' {cull were (s° tis n’t) ’s 

ftrong’s tim- 

ber, *t muft have ak'd. Th’ clans of th’ c'lledge 

Sanh’drim, 

Pres'nt the’r humbl’ and *fe’nate sefpeéts; that 
‘st’ fay, D’lan’, ‘chlin, P. Ludi’, Dic’ St’wart, 
H'ltham, capt’n Pre’ Walmifl’, ’nd Longfh‘nks 
Timm *, 


GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN’S ANSWER. 


Dear Sheridan! a gentle pair 

Of Gaulftown lads (for fach they are) 

Befides a brace of grave divines, 

Adore the fmoothnefs of thy lines ; 

Smooth as our bafon’s filver flood, 

Ere George had robb'd it of its mud ; 

Smoother-than Pegafus’ old thoe, 

Eye Valcen comes to make him new. 
phe board on which we fet our a—-s, 

“ot fo fmooth as are thy vertes, 
Compsedengh which (and that’s enough) 
A fmoath Dette itfelf is rough. 

Nor praife I lefs t)4t eircumcifion, 
% miodern poets cai."d ellufion, 

ith which, in proper thagion:-plae’d, 
‘Thy polith’d lines are firmly btac'd. 
Thus a wife tailor is not pinching, 

Bat turns at every feam an inch In; 

Or elfe, be fure, your broad-cloth breeches 
‘Will ne'er be {mooth, nor held their ftitches. 
‘Thy verie, like bricks, defy the weather, 
When {mooth'd-by rubbing them together ; 
‘Thy words fo clofely wedg’¢ and fhort are 
Like walls, more lating without mortar : 
By leaving out the needlefs vowels, 

You fave the charge of lime and trowels. 
One letter ftill another Jocks, 

Each groov'd and dove-tail'd like a box. 
Thy mofe is tuckt-up and fuccin@ ; 
Jeshains thy fyllables are linkt; 

fhy words together ty’d in {mall hanks, 
Glofe asthe Macedonian phalanx 5 

Or like the wba of the Romans, 

Which fierceft foes could break by no means. 
+The critic to his grief will find, 

How firmly thefe indentures bind, 

So, in the kindred painter's art, - 
[The thortening is the nicett part. 

*. Philologers of fature ages, 

How will they pore upon thy pages! 





“* Dr. James Stopford, afterwards bifbop of 


Cloyne. 











&% 
Nor will they dare to break the joints, 

But help thee to be read with points « 

Or elfe, to thow their learned jabour, you 

May backward be perus’d like Hebrew 

Where they need not lofe a bit 

Or of thy harmony or wit. 

To make a work completely fine, 


"Number and weight and meafure join; 


Then all mut grant your lines ate weighty. 
Where thirty weigh as much as cighty. “ 
All mutt allow your numbers more, 

Where twenty lines exceed fourfcore ; 

Nor can we think our meafure hort, 

Where lefs than ferty fill a quart, 

With Alexandrian in the clofe. . 
Long, long, long, long, like Dak’s long nofe. 


GEORGE NIM-DAN-DEAN’S INVITA« 
TION TO THOMAS SHERIDAN. 


Gaulflown, Aug. % 172%. 


Dear Tom, this verfe, which however the bes 
ginning may appear, yet in the end’s good metré, 

Is fent to defire that, whew your Augult vacation: 
comes, your friends you'd meet bere. Ered 

For why thould you ftay in that filthy hole, I mean 
the city fo fmoky, cy 

When you have not one friend left in town, or at 
leatt not one that’s witty, ta joke w’ ye ? : 

For, as for honeft John‘, though J’m not fure.on't, 
yet I'll be bang’, left be Pt 

Be gone dowa to the county of Wexford with that- 
great peer the Lord Anglefey. 

Oh! but Lforgot ; perhaps, by this time, you may. 
have one come:ta town, byt J don’t know whe- 
ther he be friend or foe, Delany: 


| But, however, if he be come, bring him down, and 


you thall go back in @ fortnight, for I know: 
there's no delaying ye. ks 

Oh! I forgot too; I believe there may be one 
more: I mean that great fat joker, friend Hels: 
foam, he “s 

That wrote the prologuet, and if you ftay with 
him, depend ont’t, in the end, bet | foam ye. 

Bring down Long Shanks Jim too; but new 5g 
think on’t, he’s not yet come from Gourtown, E 

fancy ; : 

For I heard, a month ago, that he was down there,- 

a-courting fly Naney. 


, However, bring down yourfelf, and you bring 


down all; for, to fay it we venture, 
In thee Delany's fpleen, John’s mirth, Helfham’s- 
jokes, and the foft foul of amorous Yemmy centre, 





* Suppofed to be Drv Walmfley. i: ao 
+ One /poken by young Putland, 1720, bc@re 
Hippolytus; in which Dr. Sheridan (wha bad, 
written a prologue for the occafion) was moft 
unerpeedly and egregioufly laughed at. Both 
the prologues are printed in the “ Supplement te 
Swift's Forks.” i 
D ij 





Porm &° 3 


Well, that’s but iny outhide, fays Din with « 
vapour. 


ON DR. SHERIDAN'S CIRCULAR 



















. VERSES. Say you fo, fays my Lady ; I’ve lin’d it with pa- 
: per. Pater. Bevany /culp. 
BY MR. GEORGE ROCHPORT. * . 
‘Witn mufic and poetry equally blett, ON THE SAME PICTURE. 


A bard thus Apollo mot humbly addreft ; 
“ Great Author of harmony, verfes, and light! 
 Affitted by thee, I both fiddle and write. 
“* Yet unheeded I fcrape, or I feribble all day; 
ait My verfe isneglected, my tune’s thrown away. 
“ Thy fubftitute here, Vice-Apollof, difdains 
“ To vouch for my numbers, of Jift to my Rrains ; 
“ Thy manuel fignet refufes to put 
© To the airs I produce from the pen or the gut. 
* Be thou then propitious, great Phatbus; and 
* prant 
* Relief, or reward, to my merit, or want. 
“ TVhough the Dean and Delany tran{cendently 
thine, 
* O brighten one folo or fonnet of mine ! 
“ With them I’m content thou faguld’ft make 
es “ thy abede : 
™ But vifit thy fervant in jig or in ode, 

# Make one work immortal; ’tis ail 1 requeft.” 
Apollo look’d pleas’d; and, refolving to jett, 
Reply’d, “ Honef friend, I’ve confider’d thy cafe ; 
Nor athe thy well meaning and humourous 

“ face. 
“ Thy petition I grant s the boon is not great t 
“ Thy ‘works hall continue ; and here’s the re- 
ry 


Crarrssa draws her {ciffars from the cafe, 
To draw the lines of poor Dan Jackfon’s face. 
One floping cut made forehead, nofe, and chin 
A nick produc’d a mouth, and made him grin, 
Such as in tailors’ meafure you have feen. 
But fill were wanting his grimalkin eyes, 
For which grey worfted ftocking paint fupplies. 
Th’ unravel’d thread through needle’s eye cona 








vey'd : 
Transferr'd itfelf into his pafteboard head. 
How came the {eiffars to be thus out-done ? 
The needle had an eye, and they had none.}| ~~ 
O wondrous force of art! now look at Dan--- 
You'll fwear the pafteboard was the better mand. 
“ The devil !” fays he, “ the head js not fo full 1" 
Indeed it is—-behold the paper fkull. 

Tuo, Suenipan fculge 


ON THE SAME PICTURE. 


Dan’e evil geniusinatrice | 
Had ftripp’d him of his coin at dices 
Chloe, obferving this difgrace, 
On Pam cut out his rueful face. 
By G--, fays Dan, tis very hard, 
Cut out at dice, cut ont at card! 
G. Rocuerors feulpy 


a, 





pts 
jeaus hereafter thy fiddle-ftrings fpend 
@ Write yous Nin circles ; they never fhall end.” 


ON THE SAME PICTURE. 


Waitst you three merry poets trafic 
To give us a de(cription graphic 

Of Dan’s large nofe in modern Sapphic 5 
I fpend my time in makiog Sermons, 
Or writing libels on the Germans, 

Or murmuring at Whigs’ preferments. ‘ 
But when I would find rhyme for Rochfort, 
And look in Englith, French, and Scotch for't, 
At laft I'm fairly forc’d to botch for't. * 
Bid Lady Betty recollect her, cae 

And tell, who was it could direct her 

To draw the face of tuch a fpectre. 

I mutt confefs, that as to me, Sits, 

Though I ne’er faw her hold the iciffars, 

T now could {afely {wear it is hers. 

°Tis true no nofe could come in better; 

"Tis a vat fubject ftuff’d with matter, 

Which all may handle, none can flatter. 


ON DAN DXKsows PICTURE, 
Cut in Silk and Paper. 


To fair Lady Betty, Dan fat for his picture, 

And defy’d her to draw him fo oft’ as he pigu'd 
her. 

He knew the’d no pencil or colouring by her, 

And therefore he thought he might fafcly defy 
her. 

Come fit, fays my Lady ; then whips up her {ciffar, 

And cuts out his coxcemb in filk in a trice, Sir. 

‘Dan fat with attention, and faw with furprize 

How she lengthen’d his chin, how the hollow’d 

” . his eyes; * 

But flacter’d himfelf with a fecret conceit, 

That fi thin laptern jaws all ker art would de- 
feat. 

J.ady Betty obferv'd it, then pulls out a pio, 

And varies the grain of the ftuff to his grin; 

-And, to make roafted filk to refemble his rawe 
bone, 

She rais’d up a thread to the jet of his jaw-bone ; 

"Till at length in exate(t proportian he, rofe, 

From the crown of his head to the arch of his 
noe. {all, 

And if Lady Betty had drawn him with wig and 

Tis certain the copy had out-done the original, 


Take courage, Dan; this plainly thows, 

That not the wifeit mortal knows 

What fortune may befall his nofe. 

Shew me the brighteft Irihh toaft, 

Who from her lover e’er could: boaft” 

Above a fong, or two at moft ; 

For thee three poets now are drudging all . 
‘To praife the cheeks, chin, nofe, the bridge and al{, 
Both of the piture aad the original, 

. Diij 


. — 
® See“ Apollo to the Dean.” p. 192% 


sé 
Thy nofe’sllength and fame extend 
So far, dear Dan, that every friend” 
Tries who fhall have it by the end. 
And -fopure poets, as they Tife, 
Shall read with envy and furprife 
Thy nofe out-thining Ceelia’s eyes, 


Jon: Swirt. 


DAN JACKSON'S DEFENCE. 


4 My verfe little better you'll find than my face is 
“ A word to the wile—ut bi@ura poifis” 


TEREE merry lads, with envy ftung, 
Bevaufe Dgf’s face is better hung, 
Combin’d in verfe ta thyme it down, 
And in its place fet up their own; 
As if they'd run it down much better 
By number of their feet in metre, 
. Or that its red did canfe their fpite, 
Which. made them draw in black and white, 
-Be that as ‘twill, this is mot true, 
hey were infpir'd by what they drew. 
«Let them fuch critics Know, my face 
Gives them their comlinefs and grace: 
Whilft every line of face does bring 
A line of grace to what they fing. 
But yet methinks, though with difgrace 
Both to the pi@ture and the face, 
T ould name them who do rehearfe 
‘The ftory of the pidture-farce ; 
‘The Squire, in French as hard as ftone, 
Or ftrong as rock, that’s all_as one, 
Qn face, on cards is very britk, Sirs, 
Becaufe'on them you play at whifk, Sirs. 
But much I wonder, why my crany 
Should enyy’d be by De-el-any: 
And yet much more, than half-name fake 
Should join a party in the freak ; 
For fure Iam it was not fafe 
‘Thus to abufe his better half, ? 
As I hall prove you, Dan, to be, 
Divifim and conjun¢tively, f 
For if Dan Jove not Sherry, can 
Sherry be any thing to Dan? 
‘This is the cafe whene'er you fee 
Dan makes nothing of Sherry; 
Or thould Dan be by Sherry o’erta’en, 
Then Dan would be poor Sherridane : 
°Tishard theri he fhould be decry’d 
By Dan with Sherry by his fide. 
But, if the cafe muft be fo hard, 
That faces faffer by a card, ‘ 
“Lét critics cenfure, what care I 2 
Back-biters only we defy: 
Faces are free from injury. 


MR. ROCHFORT’S REPLY, 


You fay your face is better hung 
‘Than ours.--by what? by noe or tongue ? 
IX not explaining, you are wron; 
ee: Yon a ‘ tous, Sir, 
Becaufe we thus wuft tate the cafe, 
That you have got a hanging face, 
Th’ untimely end’s a damn’d difgrace 
a, of noafe, Sir. 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


But yet be not caft down; I fee 
A weaver will your hangman be; 
You'll only hang in tapeftry 


And then the ladies, I fuppofe, 

Will praife your longitude of nofe, 

For latent charms within your-clothes, 

: dear Danny. 


with many. 








‘Thus will the fair of every age 
From all parts make their Pilgrimage, 
Worthip thy nofe with pious rage . 
of love, Sir. 
All their region will be fpent > 
Abont thy woven monument, 
And not one orifon be fent : 
to Jave, Sir, 
You the fam’d idol will become, 
As gardens grac’d in ancient Rome, 
By matron’s worthip’d in the gloom 
‘ of night. 
O happy Dan! thrice happy fure# 
Thy tame for ever fhall endure, 
Who after death can love fecure 
at fight, 
So farT thought it was my duty 
To dwell upon thy boafted beauty; 
Now I‘U proceed a word or two’ ye, 
in anfwer 
To that party where you carry on 
This paradox, that rock and tione 
Tn your opinion are all one. 
How can, Sir, 
A man of reafoning fo profound, * 
So ftupidly be run aground, 
As things fo differently to confoup’. << 
t’ our fenfes ? 
Except you judg'd them by vie knock 
Of near an equal hardy bloK: 
Such an experimental ftroke 
convinces, 
Then might vou be, by dint of teafon, 
A proper judge on this occafion ; 
*Gainft feéling there's no difputation, 


is granted, 
Therefore to thy fuperior wit, 
Who made the trial, we fubmit ; 
Thy head to prove the truth of it 
we wanted. 


In one affertion you're to blame, 
Where Dan and Sherry's made the fame, 
Endeavouring to have your name 

refin’d, Sir. 
You'll fee moft grofsly you miftook : sts 
If you confult your fpelling-book, 
(The better half you fay you took) 


you'll find, Sir, 

S, H, E, fee---and R, I, ri, 
Both put together niake Sherry ; 
D, A, N, Daz---makes up the three 

. fyllables. 
Dan is but one, and Sherri two; 
Then, Sir, your choice will never do; 
Therefore I’ye turn’d, my friend, on you 
— the tables, 











& 
ON THE GREAT BURIED BOTTLE. 
BY DR. DELANY. 


Amrrora, que mattum linquis, letumque revifes 
Asentem dominum, fit tibi terra levis. [mor ; 

Fo quoque depofitum ferves, neve opprime, mar- 
Amphora non meruit tam pretiofa mori, 


EPITAPH, BY THE SAME. 


Hoe tumulato jacet proles Lenza fepulchro, 

Fmmortale genus, nec peritura jacet ; 

Quin oritura iteram, matris concreditut alvo ; 
‘Bis natum referunt te quoque, Bacche Pater. 


STELLA’S BIRTH-DAY: 


A great Bottle of Wine, long buried, being that 
Day dug up. 1722-3 

Reso.v'p my annual verfe to pay, 

By beauty bound, on Stella’s day, 

‘Furnith'd with paper, pens, and ink, 

I gravely fat me down to think : 

Fit my nails, antl {ctatch'd my head, 

Bat found my wit and fancy fled : 

Or, if with more than ufual pain, 

A thought came flowly from my brain, 

It coft me Lord knows how much time 

‘Eo fhape it into fenfe and rhyme: 

Ani, what was yet a greater curfe, 

Rong thinking made my fancy worfe. 

Forfaken by th’ infpiring Nine, 
¥ waited at Apollo's fhrine: 

E told him what the world would fay, 
¥f Stella were unfung to-day ; 

How I fhontd hide my head for thame, 
When both the Jacks and Robin came ; 
Flow Ford would frown, haw Jim would leer; 
How Sheridan the rogue would fneer, 
And {wear it does not always follow, 
‘That femel 2 anno ridet Apollo. : 
Ehave affur’d them twenty times, 

‘That Phobus help’d me in my rhymes; 
Phazbus inbpir’d me from above, . 
And he and I were hand and glove, 
Bat, finding me fo dull and dry fince, 
‘They'll call it all poetic licence ; 

And, when a brag of aid divine, 

‘Think Eufder’s right as good as mine, 

Nor do I afk for Stelia’s fake ; 

Tis my own credit lies at ftake : 
And Stella will be fung, while [ 
Can only be a ftander-by. ‘ 

Apollo, having thought a little, 
Return’ this anfwer to a tittle. 

Though yor thould live like old Methufalem, 
¥ farnith hints, and you fhall ufe all em, 
You yearly fing as fhe grows old, 

‘You'd Jeave her virtue’s half uttold. 

But, to fay truth, fuch dulinets reigns 
‘Through the whole fet of Irith deans, 
“Fm daiiy ftunn’d with fuch a medley, 
Dean W—,Dean D—, and Dean Smedley, 
That, Iet what Dean foever come, : 
My orders are, I’m not at home; 

And, if your voice had not been loud, 

You mut have pafs’d among the crowd. 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


But now, your danger to prevent, 
You mutt apply to Mrs. Brent ; 
For the, as prieftefs, knows the rites 
Wherein the god of earth delights, 
Firft, nine ways looking, let hex ftand 
With an old poker in her hand; 
Let her defcribe a circle round r 
In Saunders’ cellar, on the ground + 
A fpade let prudent Archy hold, 
And with difcretion dig the mould ; 
Let Stella look with watchful eye, < 
Rebecca, Ford, and Grattans by. 
Behold the bottle, where it lies 
With neck elated towards the fkies! 
The god of winds and god of fire > 
Did to its wondrous birth confpire ; 
And Baechus, for the poet’s ufe, 
Pour’d in a ftrong infpiring juice. 
See! as you raife it from its tomb, 
It drags behind a {pacious womb, 
And in the fpacious womb contains 
A fovereign medicine for the brains. 
You'll find it foon, if fate confents; | - 
If not, a thoufand Mrs. Brents, 
Ten thoufand Archys arm’d with fpades, 
May dig in vain to Pluto's fhades. 
From thence a plenteous draught infufe, 
And boldly then invoke the Mule 
(But firit let Robert, on his knees, 
With caution drain it from thee lees) 3 
The Mute will at your call appear, 
With Stella’s praife to crown the year. 


A SATIRICAL FIMTy 


ON THE DEATH OF A LATY FAMOUS GENERAL. 


His Grace! impoflible # what.dead ! 

Of old age too, and in his bed ! 

And could that mighty warrior fall, + 
And fo inglorious, after all ! 

Well, fince he’s gone, no matter how, 
The laft loud tramp muft wake him now! 
And, traft me, as‘the noife grows flronger, 
He’d with to fleep a little longer. 

And could he be indeed fo old. 


. AS by the news-papers we "re told ? 


Threefcore, I think is pretty high ; 
*Twas time in confcience he fhould diet 
‘This world he cumber'd long enough ; 
He barnt his candle to the fnuff; 

And that’s the reafun fome folks think, - 
He left behind fo great a f~b. “ 
Behold his funeral appears, 

Nor widow’s fighs, nor orphan’s tears, 
Wont at fuch times each heart to pierce, 
Attend the progre(s of his herfe. 

But what of that? his friends may fay, « 
He had thofe honours in his day. 

True to his profit and his pride, 


He made them weep before he dy'd. 


Come hither, all ye empty things ! 
Ye bubbles rais’d by breath of kings 
Who float upon the tide of ftate ; 

Come hither, and behold your fate ; 
Let pride be taught by this rebuke, . 
How very mean a thing ’s 2 Duke;.. | 


POEM Ss. 


From all his ill-got honour’s flung, 
‘Furn’d to that dirt from whence he fprung. 


- DEAN SMEDLEY’S PETITION TO THE 
"DUKE OF GRAFTON, 


“ Non domus aut fundus” 


It was, my lord, the dextrous hhift 
Of tother Jonathan, viz. Swift; 
Bit now St. Fverick’s faucy dean, 
With filver verge and furplice clean, 
Of Oxford, or of Ormond’s grace, 
Iu loofer rhyme to beg a place. 
A place he got, yclept @ flail, 
And eke a thoufand pounds withal ; 
And, were he a le(s witty writer, 
He might as well have got a mitre. 
Thus I the Jonathan of Clogher, 
"In humble lays my thanks to offer, 
Approach your grace with grateful heart, 
My thanks and verfe both void of art, 
Content with what your bounty gave, 
No larger income do I crave : 
Rejoicing that, in better tines, 
Grafton requires my loyal tines. 
Proud! white my patron is polite, 
Tlikewife to the patriot write ! 
Proud! that at once I can commend 
King George’s and the Mufes? friend ! 
to Britain; and to thee 


Hor. 









D ernia, by the fea) 
Endear'd by rive three anxious years, 
Employ’d in gaardias, toils and cares; 


By love, by wifdom, and by {kill ; 
For he has fav'd thee 'gainft thy will. 
But where thall Smedley make his neft, 

And lay his Wandering head to reft? 

‘Where thail he find a decent houle, 

‘To treat his friends and cheer his fpoufe? * 
Oh! tack, my lord, fome pretty cure ; 

In wholefome foil, and xther pure ; 

‘The garden ftor’d with artlefs flowers, 

In either angle thady bowers, 

No gay parterre, with coftly green, 

Within the ambient hedge be feen: 

Let Nature freely take her courfe, 

Nor fear from me ungrateful force ; . 

No theers thall check her {prouting vigour,] 
Nor thape the yews to antic figure: 

Alimpid brpok thall trout fupply, 

In May, to ‘take the mimic fly ; 

Round a fmall orchard may it run, 

Whole apples redden to the fun. 

Let all be fnug and warm, and neat ; 

For fifty turn’d a fafe retreat, - 

A little Eufton may it be, 

Euiton Vl crave on every tree. 

But then, to keep it in repair, 

My lord—tauice fifty pounds a year 

Will barely do; ‘but if your grace 5 
Could make thems bundreds—charming place ! } 
“Thou then would’ft thow another face. 

_Clogher! far north, my lord, it lies, 

“Mid (nowy hills, inclement tkies ; 
One thivers with the arctic wind ; 
One hears the polar axis grind. 


: : & 
Good John ® indeed, with heef anf claret, 
Makes the place warm that one may bear it, 
He has a purfe to keep a table, 

And eke 2 foul as hofpitable. 

My heart is good; but affets fail, 

To fight with ftorms of faow and hail. 
Befides the country's thin of people, 

Who feldom meet but at the fterple : 

The ftrapping dean, that’s gone to Down, 
Ne’ernam’d the thing without a frown ; 
When, much fatigu’d with fermon-ftudy, 

He felt his brain grow dull and muddy, 

No fit companion could be fourd, 

To pufh the lazy bottle round ; 

Sure then, for want of better folks 

To pledge, bis clerk was orthodox. 

Ah! how unlike to Gerard-ftreet, 
Where beaux and beiles in parties meet ; 
Where gilded chairs and coaches throng, 
And joftle as they trowl along : 
Where tea and coffee hourly flow, 
And gape-feed does in plenty grow; 
And Griz (no clock more certain) cries, * 
Exa@ at feven, “ Hot mutton-pies !* 
There lady Luna in her {phere 
Once fhone, when Paunceforth was not neat; 
But now the wanes, and, as ’tis faid, 
Keeps fober hours, and goes to bed, 
There—but ‘tis endlefs to write down 
All the amufements of the town ; 
And fpoule will think herfelf quite undene, 
To trudge to Connor ¢ from fweet London 
And care we mutt our wives to pleafe, 
Or elfe—we fhall be ill at eafe. 

You fee, my lord, what"tis I lack; 
‘Tis only fome convenient tack, 
Some parfonage-houte, with garden {weet, 
To be my late, my laft retreat ; 
A decent church clofe by its fide, 
There preaching, praying, to refide 
And, as my time fecurely rolls, 
To fave my own, and other fouls, 


THE DUKE’S ANSWER. 
RY DR. SWIFT. 


Dear Smed, I read thy brilliant lines, 
Where wit in all its glory thines; 

Where compliments, with all their pride, 
Are by their numbers dignified + 

I hope to make you yet as clean 

As that fame Viz. St. Patrick’s dean. 

Tl give thee furplice, verge, and fall, 
And may be fomething elfe withal ; 
And, were you not fo good a writer, 

I thould prefent you with a mitre. 

Write worie then, if you caz--Be wile— 
Believe me, "tis the way te rife. 

Talk not of making of thy neji: 

Ab! never lay thy head to ret! . 
That bead fo well with wifdom fraught, 
That writes without the toil of thought? 


® Bifvop Sterne. 
t The bifboprick of Connor is united to that of 
Down ; but there are two deans. 


& 


o maf.” 


While others @ack their bufy brains, - 
You are not in the leaft at pains. 

Down to your deanry now repais, 

And build @ cafile in the air. 

2’m fure a man of your fine fenfe 

Can do it with a fall expence. 

‘There your dear fpoufe and you together 
‘May breathe your beilies full of ether. 
When lady Luna is your neighbour, 
She'll help your wife when the’s in labour 5, 
‘Well fkill'd in midwife artifices,, 

For the herfelf oft’ fults ix picces, 

‘There you fhall fee a rareefoow 

Will make you fcorn this world below, 
‘When you behold the milky way, 

(As white as fnow, as bright as day 5 
The glittering conftellations roll 

About the grinding Arétic polo; 

‘The lovely tingling in your ears, 
‘Wrought by the mufic of the fpheres-—~ 
Your fpoufe thal] then no longer hector, 
You need not fear a curtain-lecture ; 
Nor thall the think that the is wzdone 
For quitting her below'd London. 

When the’s exalted in the fkies, 

She'll never think of mutton-pies ; 

When you're advanc’d above dean Viz, 
You'll never think of goody. Griz. 

But ever, ever, live at eafe; 

‘And ftrive, and ftrive, your wife tepleafe 5 
In her you'll centre all your joys, 

‘And get ten thoufand girls and boys + 
"Fen thoufand girls and boys you'll get, 
And they like ‘ears fhall rife and fet ; 
‘While you and fpoufe, transform’d, fhall foor 
Be a new fun and a new moon: 

Nor fhall you ftrive your horns to hide, 
For then your horns thal] be your pride, 


VERSES BY STELLA. 


Ir it be true, celeftial Powers, | 
That you have form'd me fair, 

And yet, in all my vaineft hours, 
My mind has been my care; 

Then, in return, I beg this grases 
As you were ever kind, 

‘What envious Time takes from my face,” 
Beftow upon my mind ! 


JEALOUSY. BY THE SAME*. . 


© sutexo me from his rage, celeftial Powers; 
‘This tyrant that imbittets all my houss! 

Ah, Love ! you’ve poorly play’d the hero’s part: 
You conquer’d, but you can’t defend my heart. 
‘When firit I bent beneath your gentle reign, 

J thought this monfter banifh’d from your traint 
But you would raife him to fupport your throne ; 
2And now he claims your empire as his own. 

Or tell me, tyrants! have you both agreed, 
"That where one reigns, the other thall facceed ? 


— 


* On the ‘publication of “ Cadenus and Va~ 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


DR. DELANY'S VILLA» . 


Woutp you that Delville 1 defcribe * 
Believe me, Sir, I will not gibe¢ y 
For who would be fatirical _ 
Upon a thing fo very fmall? 
You fcarce upon the borders entef, - 
Before you’re at the very centre. 
A Gingle crow can make it night, 
When o’er your farm the takes her fight ¢ 
Yet, in this narrow compafs, we 
Obferve a vat variety ; 
Both waiks, walis, meadows, and parteires,, 
Windows and doors, and rooms and ftairs, 
And hills and dales, and woods and fields, 
And hay, and grats, and corn, it yields ; 
All to your haggurd brought fo cheap in, 
Without the mowing or the reaping : 
A razor, though to fay’t ?m loth, 
‘Would fhave you and your meadows both. 
Though fmall’s the farm, yet here's a hoafe 
Full large to entertain a moufe, 
But where a rat is dreaded more 
Than favage Caledonian hoar; 
For, if it’s onter’d by a rat, 
There is no room to bring a cat. 
A Jittle rivulet feems to fteat 
Down through a thing you call a vale,, 
Like tears adown a wrinkled cheeky 
ae oT along blade of leek 5 
And this you call your fweet meander. 
Which might be fuck’d up by ete 
Could he but force his nether bill ” 
To {coop the channel of the rill + 
For fure you’d make & mighty clutter, 
Were it as big as city-gutter> 
Next come 1 to your kitchen-gaen,, 
‘Where one poor moufe would fare but hard. in 7 
And round this garden isa walk, 
No longer than a tailor’s chalk 
Thus I compare what {pace is in it, 
A fnail creeps round it in a minute. 
One lettuce makes a fhift to fqueeze 
Up through a tuft you call your trees}. 
And, once a year, a fingle rofe 7 
Peeps from the hud, but never blows, , 
In vain then you expect ita bloom | 
It cannot blow for want of room. 
In hhort, in all your boafted feat, 
There’s nothing but yourlelf that’s GREATs 









































ON ONE OF THE WINDOWS AT DEL~ 
. VILLE. - 


A nanp, grown defirous of faving his pelf, 

Built a honfe he was fure would hold none bu 
himfelf. 

‘This enrag’d god Apollo, who Mercary. fent, 

And bid him go afk what his votary meant. . 

* Some foe to my empire has been his advifer = 

© Tis of dreadful portent when a, poct tutm 


miter! 2 iA 
“ Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that favjed 
“ of mine, 


“ J have fworn by the Styxto defeat hisdefigns. 
5 


POEM S 


® For wherever he lives, the Mufes fall reign ; 
” And the Mules, he knows, have a numerous 
“ train.” 
CARBERIZ RUPES, 

IN COMITAT# CORGAGENSI, 1723. 
Ecc ingens fragmen fcopuli, quod vertice fumsmo 
Defuper impendet, nulfo fandamine nixum 
Decidit in luctus: maria undique & undique faxa 
Hgrrifono ftridore tonant, et ad aethera murmur 
Erigitur ; trepidatque fuis Neptunus ia andis. 
Nam, longa venti rabie, atque afpergine crebr& 
#Equorei laticis, fpicus ima rupe cavatur: - 
Jam ultura ruit, jam fumma cacumina nutants 
Jam cadit in praceps moles, et verberat undas. 
Attonitus credas, hine dejecifle Tonantem 
Montibus impofitos montes, et Pelion altum 
In capita anguipedum coelo jaculaffe gigantum. 

Szepe etiam {pelunca immani aperitur hiatu 
Exefa é {copulis, et utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atyue hinc a ponto ad pontum pervia Phoebo. 
Cautibus enormé junétis laquearia tectt 
Formantur; moles olim ruitara fuperné. 

Fornice fublimi nidos pofuere palumbes, 
Inque imo ftagni pofuere cubilia phoca, 

Sed, cum feevit hyems, et venti, carcere rupto, 
Immenfos volvant fluctus ad culmina montis; 
Non obfefle arces, non fulinina vindice dextr& 
Mifla Jovis, quoties inimicas fevit in urbes, 
Exequant fonitum undaram, veniente procelld : 
astte.’« littoribus reboant; vicinia late, 

Gens attuct»qari, et pedibus percurrere rupes, 
‘Terretur tamen, et Jongé fugit, arva relinquens. 

Gramina dum carpunt pendentes rupe capelle, 
Vi falientis aque de fummo precipitantur, 

Et dulces animas yao fub gurgite linquunt, 

Piicator tegr&rion audet vellere funem ; 

Sed Iatet in portu tremebundus, et aéra fudum 
Haud {perans, Nereum precibus votiique fatigat. 


CARBERY ROCKS, 
TRANSLATED BY DR. DUNKIN, 


Lo! from the top of yonder cliff, that fhroudg 

its airy head amidft the azure clouds, 

Hangs a huge fragment; deftitute of props, 

Prone on the waves the rocky ruin drops; 

With hoarfe rebuff the fwelling feas rebound, 

From fhore to shore the rocks return the found 

‘The dreadful murmur heaven’shigh convex cleaves, 

And Neptune trinks beneath bis fubje@ waves; 

For long the whirling winds and beating tides 

Had fcoop’d 4 vault into its nether fides. 

Now yields the bafe, the fummits nod, now urge 

‘Their headlong courfe, and lath the founding 
furge. * 

Not louder nsife could fhake the guilty world, 

When Jove heap’d mountains upon mountains 
hurl'd; 

Retorting Belion from his dread abode, 

To crufh,Earth’s rebel-fons beneath the load. 

~ Oft’ too with hideous yawn the cavern wide. 

Prefents an orifice on either fide, 

A difmal orifice, from fea to fea 

Extended, pervious to the God of Day: 





Uncouthly join’d, the rocks ftupendous form 

An arch, the ruin of a future ftorm: 

High on the cliff their neits the Woodqueits make, 
And Sea-calves ftable in the oozy lake. 

But when bleak Winter with his fyllen train 
Awakes the winds to vex the watery plain ; 
When o’er the craggy fteep without control, 

Big with the blaft, the raging billows roll ; 

Not towns beleaguer‘d, not the flaming brand, 

Darted from Heaven by Jove’s avenging hand, 

Ojft* as on impious men his wrath he pours, 

Humbles their pride, and blafts their gilded towers, 

Equal the tumult of this wild uproar: : 

Waves ruth o’er waves, rebellows fhore tq fhore, 

The neighbouring race, though wont to brave 
the fhocks 

Of angry feas, and run along the rocks, 

Now pale with terror, while the ocean foams, 

Fly far and wide, nor truft their native homes. 

The goats, while pendent from the mountain-toy, 
The wither’d herb improvident they crop, 
Wiath’d down the precipice with fudden {weep, 
Leave their {weet lives beneath th’ unfathom’ 

deep. : 

‘The frighted fither, with defponding eyes, 
Though fafe, yet trembling in the harbour lies, 
Nor hoping to behold the fkies ferene, 

Wearies with vows the monarch of the main. 


UPON THE HORRID PLOT DISCQVERED. 
BY HARLEQUIN, 


THE BISHOP OF ROCHESTER’S FRENCH DOG *, 
In a Dialogue between a Whig anda Tory. 17 2$5 


T asx’p a Whig the other night, 
How came this wicked plot to light? - 
He anfwer’d, that ® dog of late 
Inform’'d a minifter of ftate. 
Said I, from thence I nothing know.; 
For are not all informers fo? 
Avillain who his friend betrays, -. 
We ftyle him by no other phrafe; 
And fo a perjur’d dog denotes 
Porter, and Prendergaft, and Oates, 
And forty others I could name. 
Whig. But, you muft know, this dog was lame, 
Tory. A weighty argument indeed ! 
Your evidence was lame :---proceed : 


, Come, help your lame dog o'er the flyle. 


Whig. Sir, you miftake me all this while: 


‘Tmeana dog (without a joke} 
. Can howl, and bark, but never fpoke. 


$ 


Tory. I'm ftill to fpeak, which dog you mean; 
Whether cur Plunkeit, or whelp Skean, 
An Englifh or an Irith hound ; 
Or other puppy, that was drown’d ; 
Or Mafon, that abandon’d bitch : 
‘Then pray be free, and tell me which: 
For every ftander-by was marking a 
That ali the noife they made was Jarking. 
You pay them well; the dogs have got 
Their dog-heads in a porridge pot = 





© See the “ State Trials,” Vel. VI. 


“ : 


73 
‘And "twas bat jut; for wife men fay, 
"That every dog muft have bis day. 
Bog Walpole laid s quart of nog on't, 
Hie’d either make a hog or dog on’t ; 
‘And took’d, fince be has got his with, 
As if he had thrown down a difb. 
‘Yet this I dare foretel you from it, 
He'll fuon return to bis own vomit. 
Whig. Befides, this horrid plot was found 
By Neynos, after he was drown'd. 
‘Tory. Wey then the proverb is not right, 
Since yor can teach dead dogs to bite. 
Whig. 1 prov’d my propofition full: 
But ites ave ftrangely dull, 
Bow let me tell you plainly, Sir, 
Gur witnefs is a real cur, 
A dog of fpitit for bis years, 
Flas twice two legs, two hanging ears ; 
Bis name is Harlequin, I wot, 
‘And that’s a name in every plot : 
Refolv'd to fave the Britith nation, 
“Though French by birth and education ; 
‘is correfpondence plainly dated, 
SWas all'decypher’d and tranflated : 
His anfwers were exceeding pretty 
Before the fecret wife committee : 
Confefs’d as plain as he could bark ; 
‘Then with his fore-foot fet his maré. 
Tory. Then all this while have I been bubbled, 
Lthought it was a dog in doublet : 
The matter now no longer fticks ; 
For ftatefmen never want dog-tricks. 
Pat fince it was a real cur, 
‘And not a dog in metaphor, 
I give you joy of the report, 
at he’s to have a place at court. 
Whig. Yes, and a place he will grow tich in; 
‘A turn-(pit in the royal kitchen. 
Sir, to be plain, I tell you what, 
“We had occafion for a plot : 
And, when we found the dog begin it, 
‘We. guefs’d the bithog’s faot was in it. 
Tary. 1 own it was a dangerous projuct 5 
And you have prov'd it by dog-Jogic. 
Sure fuch intelligence between 
A dog and bithop ne’er was feen, 
Till you began to change the breed ; 
Your bithops all are dogs indeed ! 


STELLA AT WOOD-PARK. 


A Houfe of Charles Ford, Efq. near Dublin. 1723- 


“ .Cuicumque nocere volebat, 
“ Veftimenta dabat pretiofa.” 


Dow Carlos in a merry {pight, 

Did Stella to his houfe invite ; 

He entertain’d her half a year 

With generous wines and cottly cheer. 
Don Carlos made her chief director, 
That fhe might o'er the fervants hector. 
In half a week the dame grew nice, © 
Got all things at the higheft price: 
Now at the table-head fhe fits, 
Prefented with the niceft bits: 
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She laok’d on partridges with fcorn, 
Except they tatted of the corn; 
A haunch of venifon made her iweat, 
Unlefs it had the right fumette. 
Don Carlos earneftly would beg, 
Dear madam, try this pigeon’s leg; . 
‘Was happy, when he could prevail 
To make her only touch a quail. 
Through candle-light the view'd 
To fee that every glafs-was fine. 
At laft, grown prouder than the devil 
With feeding high and treatment civil, 
Don Carlos now began to find 
-His malice work as he defign’d- 
The winter-fky began to frown ; 
Poor Stella muft pack off to town: 
From purling ftreams and fountains bubbling, 
To Liffy’s ftinking tide at Dublin ; 
From wholefome exercife and air, 
To foffing in an eafy chair ; 
From ftomach fharp, and hearty feeding, 
To piddle like a lady breeding ; 
From ruling there the houlehold fingly, 
To be direéted here by Dingley * ; 
From every day a lordly banquet, 
To half a joint, and God. be thanked ; 
From every meal Pontack in plenty, 
To half a pint one day in twenty ; 
From Ford attending at her call, 
To vilits of — ——- —— 
From Ford who thinks of nothing mean, 
To the poor doings of the Dean ; 
From growing richer with good che 
To running-out. by ftarving here. 
But now arrives the difmal day 5 
She muft retura to Ormond Quay f. 
The coachman ftopt ; the lookid, and fwore 
The rafcal had mittook the door... _. 
At coming in, you faw her ftoop ; 7 
The entry bruth’d againft her hoop : 
Each moment rifing in her airs, 
She curft the narrow winding ftairs ; 
Began a thoufand faults to {py + 
The cieling hardly ffx feet high ; 
The fmutty wainicoat full of cracks ; 
And half the chairs with broken backs: 
Her quarter’s out at Lady-day ; 
She vows the will no longer ftay 
In lodgings like a poor Grizette, . 
While there are lodgings to be let. 
Howe’er to keep her {pirits up, 
She fent for company to fup + a 
‘When all the while you might remark, 
She ftrove in vain to ape Wood-park. 
‘Two bottles call’d for (half her ftore ; 
The cupboard could contain but four) ¢ 
A fupper worthy of herfelf, 
Five nothings in five plates of delf. 
Thus for a week the farce went of 
When, all her country-favings gone, 
She fell into her former {cene, . 
Smail beer, a herring, and the Dean. © 
‘Thus far in jelt: though now, I fear, + 
You think my jefting too fevere ; 










































the wine, 





* The conflant companion of Stella 
+ Where the tae ladies lodged. 
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But poets, whet a hint is new, 

No matter whether falfe or trues 

Yet raillery gives no offence, 

Where truth hasnot the Jeaft pretence ; 
Nor can be more fecurely plac’d 

‘Than on a nymph of Stella’s tafte. 

I muft confefs, your wine and vittle 

I was too hard upon a little : 

Your table neat, your linen fine : 

And, though in miniature, you thine: 
Yet, when yon figh to leave Wood-park, 
a The fcene, the welcome, and the fpark, 
To languith in this odious town, 

And pull your haughty ttomach down; 
We think yon quite mittake the caie, 
The virtue lies not in the place : 

For, though my raillery were true, 

A cottage is Wood-park with you. 


COPY OF THE BIRTH-DAY VERSES 
ON MR» FORD, 


Come, be content, fince out it mutt, 

For Stella has betray’d her trutt ; » 

And, whifpering, charg’d me not to fay 

That Mr. Ford was born to-day ; 

Or, ifat laft I needs muft blab it, 

According to my ufual habit, 

She bid me, with a ferious face, 

Be fure conceal the time and place; 
rd not my compliment to {poi}, 

By calling this your native foil ; 


Or vex il: Jadies, when they knew 5 


‘That you are turning forty-two: 
But, if thefe topics thall appear 
Strong arguments to keep you here, 
L think, though~ou judge hardly of it, 
Goorl-manaes rautt give place to profit. 
‘The nymphs with whom you firit began 
Are cach become a herridan ; 
And Montague fo far decay’d, 
Her lovers now mutt all be paid ; 
Ani every belle that fince arofe 
Has her contemporary beaux. 
Your former comrades, once fo bright, 
‘With whom you teafted half the night, 
Of rheamatifm and pox complain, 
And bid adieu to dear champaign. 
Your great protectors, once in power, 
Are now in exile ar the ‘Tower. 
Your foes triumphant o’er the Jaws, 
Who hate your perfon aud your caufe, 
If once they get you on the fpot 
You mutt be guilty of the plot : 
For, true or falfe, they’ ne’ex inquire, 
+ But ule you ten times worfe than Prior, 
in London! what would you do there? 
Can you, my friend, with patience bear ° 
(Nay, would it not your paffion raife 
Worte than a pun, or Irith phrafe ?) 
To fee asicoundrel ftrut and hector, 
A it oy to fome rogue director, 
+ To lofk on vice triumphant round, 
And virtue trampled on the ground? 
WOdferve where bloody * * * * * itands 
With torturing engines in his hands ; 
Vou, IX 








Hear him bla(pheme, and fwear, and rail, 
‘Threatening the pillory and jail : ? , 
If this you think a pleafing {cene, 

To London ftraight return again ; 

Where, you have told us from experience, 

Are fwarms of bugs and prefbytetians, 

I thought my very fpleen would barf, 
When fortune hither drove me firft ; 
Was full as hard to pleafe as you, 

Nor perfons names nor places knew 
Ent now I act as other folk, 
Like prifoners when their jail is broke: 

If you have London ftill at heart, 
We'll make a fmall one here by art: 
‘The difference is nut much between 
St. James’s Park, and Stephen’s Green; 
And Dawfon-ftreet will ferve as well 
To lead you thither as Pall-Mall. 

Nor want a paffage through the palace, 
To choke your fight, and raife your malice s. 
‘The Deanty-houfe may well be match'd, 
Under correction, with the Thatcht *, 
Nor fhalt I, when you hither come, 
Demand a crown a quart for ftum, 
Then, for a middle-aged charmer, 

Stella may vie with your Monthermer ; 
She's now as handiome every bit, 

And his a thoufand times her wit. 

The Dean and Sheridan, I hope, 

Will half fupply a Gay and Pope. 
Corhet f, though yet I know his worth not, 
No doubt will prove a good Arbuthnot, 
I throw into the bargain Tim ; 

In London can you equal him ? 

What think you of my favourite clan, 
Robin }, and Jack, and Jack and Dan, 
Fellows of modeft worth and parts, 
With cheerful looks and honett hearts > 
Can you on Dublin look with (corn ? 

Yet here were you and Ormond born. 

Oh! were but you and I fo wife, 

To fee with Robert Grattan’s eyes ! 
Robin adores that fpot of earth, 

‘That literal {pot which gave him birth ; 
And iiwears, “ Belcamp ff is, to his tafte, 
“ As finc as Hampton-court at leaft.” 
When to your friends you would enhance 
The praile of Italy or France, 

For grandeur, elegance, and wit, 

We gladly hear you, and fubmit : 

But then, to come and keep a clutter, 
For this or that fide of the gutter, 

To live in this or t’ other ifle, 

We cannot think it worth your while; 
For, take it kindly or amifs, 

‘Phe difference but amounts to this = 
We bury on our fide the channel 

Jn linen ; and on yoursin flannel §. 





* A famous tavern in St. James's fireet. 

$+ Dr. Corbet, afterwards dean of St. Pan 
erick s. 

} R. and I. Grattan, and F. and D. Fackfon. 

| dn Fingait, about five miles from Dublin. 

§ The law for burying in woollen was extended 
io Irzland tn 1733. 
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You for the news are never to feak 5 
‘While we, perhaps, may wait a week? 
"You happy folks are fure to meet 
An bundred whores in every ftreet 5 
While we may trace all Dublin over 
Betore we find out half a fcore. 

You fee my arguments are ftrong 3 
J wonder you held out fo Jong: 
But, fince you ate convine’d at lat, 
‘We'll pardon you for what is patt. 
So---let us now for whitt prepare 
Twelve-pence a comer, if you dare. 


JOAN CUDGELS NED. 1723: 


Joan cudgels Ned, yet Ned ’s a bully 
Will cudgels Bets, yet Will's a cully. 
Die Ned and Bels; give Will to Joan, 
She dares not fay her life 's her own. 
Die Joan and Will; give Bets to Ned, 
And every day fhe combs his bead. 


A QUIBBLING ELEGY, 
‘ow JUDGE BOAT. 3773+ 


To mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note, 
Since crue! fate bath funk our juttice Boat. 


Why fhould he fink, where nothing feem'd to 


. prefs, 

His /ading little, and his hatiaf lefs? 

To in the waves of this tempefiuous world, 

Atlength, his aachor fixt and canvas furi'd, 

To Lazy-hill * retiring from his court, 

‘At his Ring’s-eod * he founders is the port. 

With water + fill’d, be could no iouger float, 

The common death of many & flronger boat. 
A pot fo fill'd on nature's laws entrenches ! 





Benches on boats are plac’d, not boats on benches. 


‘And yet our Bout (how fhall I reconcite it?) 
Was both a Boat, aad in one fenic 2 pilot. 


With every wind he fai?'d, and well could tack ; 


‘Had. many pendents, but abhorr'd a Jack 5. 
He’s gone, although his friends began to hope 
That he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench, on which he fat! 
He was as hard and ponderous wad as that: 
Yet, when his fand was out, we find at latt, 
That death has overfet him with a Liaf. 
Our Boat is now fail'd to the Stygian terry, 
"There to{upply old Charon’s leaky wherry : 
Charon in hii will ferry fouls to hell; 
A trade our Baat § hath practis'd, bere fo well: 
‘And Cerberus hath ready in his paws 
Both pitch and brinyjtone, to fill wp his flaws 
Yet, (pite of death and fate, | here maintain 
We may place Boat in bis old pof azain. 
‘the way is thus; and well deleives your thanks: 
Take the three ftronget of his broken planks, 
Fix them on high, confpicuous to be teen, 
Form’ like the triple -tree near Stephen’s-green ||; 





ce — 
® Tayo villages near the fea 

4 It was faid be died of a dvoply. 

{ A cant word for a Jacobite. 

4 In condemning malefastors, as @ Judge. 
y Where the Dublin gallows fands. 
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thus with thief at end 
ont, {the penda it? 
We'll cry, Look, here’s our Boat, and there's 


And, when we view it 


THE EPITAPH 


Hene lies judge Boat within a coffin ; 
Pray, gentle folks, forbear your fcoffing: 
‘A Boat a judge! yes; where's the blunder? 
‘A wooden judge is no fuch wonder. 
And in his robes, you mut agree, 
Jo Boat was better deckt than he. 
*Tis needlefs to deferibe him fuller; 
Yn thort, he was an able feuller. 


PETHOX * THE GREAT. 


From Venus born, thy beauty fhows 5 
But who thy father, no man knows: 
Nor can the skilful herald trace 

The founder of thy ancient race 5 
Whether thy semper, full of fire, 
Difcovers Vulcan for thy fire, 

The god who made Scamander boil, 
‘And round his margin fing’d the foil 
(From whence, philofophers agree, 

An equal power defcends to thee); 
Whether from dreadful Mars you claim 
The high defcent from whence you came, 
And, as a proof, fhow numerous icars 
By fierce encounters made in wats, 
Thofe honourable wounds you bore 
From head to foot, and all before, 

‘And fill the bloody field frequent, 
ee jin each leades’s tent; 

+r whether, as the learn’d contend, 
You from the neighbouring Gaul defcend ; - 
Or from Parthenope the proud, - 

Where numberlefs thy votaries crustd: 
Whether thy great forefather came 
From realms that pear Vefputio’s name 
(For fo conjecture:s would obtrude, 
‘and from thy painted fkin conclude) 5 
Whether, a5 Epicurus fhows, 

The world from juftling feeds arofe, 
Which, mingling with prolific trite 

In chaos, kindled into hife: 

So your production was the fame, 

‘And from contending atoms came, 

‘Phy fair indulgent mother crown'd 
Thy head with sparkling rubies round + 
Beneath thy decent ftepsthe road © 
Ys all with precious jewels ftrow’d. = 
‘Phe bird of Pallas knows his poft, 

Thee to attend, where’et thou goeft. 

Byzantians boat, that on the clod 
Where once their Sultan's horfe had trod, 
Grows neither gra(s, nor fhrab, nor tree + 
The fame thy fubjects boalt of thee. 

“Lhe greateft jord, when you appear, 
‘Will deign your livery to wear, 

Jn all the various colouss feen iN 
Of red and yellow, blue and green. i 

‘With half a word, when you requite, 

The man of bufinets muft retire. 


—_——— 


& This name is plainly an anagrams 


we 
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The haughty minifter of ftate 
With trembling mmft thy leifure wait ; 
And, while his fate is in thy hands, 

‘Lhe bufinefs of the nation ftands. 

Thou dar’ft the greateft prince attack, 
Canft hourly fet him on the rack; 

And, as an inftance of thy power, 
Inclofe him in a wooden tower. 
‘With pungent pains on every fide: 
So Regulus in terments dy’d. 

From thee our youth ail virtues learn, 
Dangers with prudence to difcern ; 
And wel! thy tcholars are endued 
‘With temperance, and with fortitude ; 
With patience, which all ills fupportsy 
And fecrecy, the art of courts, 

The glittering beaw could hardiy tell, 
‘Without your aid, to read or fpell; 

But, having long convers’d with you, 
Knows how to write a billet-doux. 

With what delight, methinks, I trace 
Your blood in every noble race ! 

Ju whom thy features, fhape, and mien, 
Are to the life diftinétly feen t 

The Britons, once a favage kind, 

By you were brighten'd and refin’d, 
Defcendants to the barbarous Huns, 
With limbs robuft, and voice that ftuns: 
But you have moulded them afreth, 
Remov'd the tough fuperfluous fleth, 
‘Taught them to modulate their tongues, 
And Ipeak without the help of lungs. 

Proteus on you heitow'd the boon 
To change your vifage like the avon ; 
You fometimes half a face produce, 
Keep t’ other haif for private ufe. 

How fam'd thy condu@ in the fight 
With Heyes, fon of Pleias bright ! 
Out-n&ioer'd, halfencompats'd round, 
You ftrove for every inch of ground ; 
‘rhen, by a foldiery retreat, 

Retir'd to your imperial ieat. 

‘The vidtor, when your fteps he trac’d, 
Found all the realms before him watte : 
You, o'er the high triumphal arch 
Pontific, made your glorious march ; 
‘The wondrous arch behind you fell, 

And left a chafn profound as bell : 
You, in your capitol fecur’d, 

+\ fiege as long as“Froy endur’d. 





MARY THE COOK-MAID’s LETTER TO 
DR. SHERIDAN. 1923. 


Wax, if ever I faw fuch another man fince my 
mother bound my head ! 

Yoo a gentleman! marry come up! I wonder 
here you were bred. 

I'm fore fuch words do not become a man of 
your cloth ; 

Iwrald not give fuch language to a dog, faith 
and troth. 

‘Ys, you cali’d my matter aknave: fie, Mr. She- 
ridan! °tisa fhame 

For a parfon, who fliould know better things, to 
come out with fuch a name, 


ty 

Kanave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan! ‘tis both a. 
thame and a fin; 

And the Dean, my matter, is an honetter mat 
than you. and ail your kin: i 

He has more goodnefs in his tittle finger, than 
you have in your whole body : 

My matter is a parfonable man, and not a [pindke- 
fhank'd hoddy-doddy. 


| And now, whereby I find you would fain make an © 


excufe, 
Becaufe my mafter one day, in anger, call’d you 
‘oole 5 
Which; and I am fure 1 have been-his fervant 
four years fince October, as 
And he never call'@me worfe than {weet-heatt, 
drunk or fober oe 
Not that I know his reverence was ever concern'd 
to my knowledge, 3 
Though you and your come-rogues keep him owt | 
fo late in your college. 5 
You fay you wiil gat grafs on his grave: achrif. * 
tian ent gra{s! ‘ 
Whereby you now confefs yourfelf to be a guofe 
or an afs: 
But that’s as much as to fay, that my matter 
fhould die before ye ; 
Well, well, that 's as God pleafes 
believe that ’s a true tory : t 
And fo fay I told you fo, and you may go tell my 
matter ; what care I? 
And IJ don’t care who knows it; ‘tis all one to 
Mary, 
Every body knows that I love to tell truth and . 
fhame the devil; 
am but a poor fervant; but I think gentfefolks * 
thouid be civil. 
Befides, you found fault with our vi@uals one day 
that you was here: ‘ 
Iremember it was on a Tuefday of all days fi: 
the year. . 
And Saunders the man fays you are always je» ~ 
ing and mocking ; 
Mary, faid he, (one day as I was mending my 
mafter’s ftocking) 
My matter is fo fond of that minifter that keeps 
the fchool-.- 4 
I thought my mafter a wife man, but that man 
makes him a fool. ae 
Saunders, {aid I, I would rather than a quart of 
ale . 
He would come into our kitchen, and I would pin . 
a dith-clout to his tail. 2 
And now I muft go, and get Saunders to dire 
this letter ; _ 
For I write but a fad feraw] ; but my filer Mar. 
"get, the writes better. 
Well, bat I muft ran and make the bed, before 
my matter comes from prayers ; 
And fee now, it trikes ten, and I hear him comit 
ing up ftairs ; 
Whereof I could fay more to 
write written hand : 
And fo I remain, in a civil way, your fervant te 
command, 


3 and don’t j 


your verles, if could 


-Mary. 


Eij 


id 
A A NEW-YEAR‘S-GIFT 


FoR BEC, 1923-4. 
Reunyine Janus now prepares, 
« For Bec, a new {upply of cares, 
Sent in a bag to Doctor Swift, 
‘Who thus difplays the New-year’s. gift. 
Firft, this large parcel brings you tidings 
‘Of our good Dean’s sternal chidings ; 
Of Nelly’s pertnefs, Robin’s leafings, 
* And Sheridan's perpetual teafings. 
This box is eramm’d on every fide 
With Stella’s magifterial pride. 
Behold a cage with {parrows fill'd, 
1 Firlt ta be fondled, then be kill’d. 
Now to this hamper I invite you, 
“With fix imagin'd cares to fright you. 
Here in this bundle Janus fends 
Concerns by thoufands for your friends: 
And here’s a pair of leathern pokes, 
"Fo hold your cares for other folks. 
Here from this barrel you may broach 
“A peck of troubles for a cuach. 
This ball of wax your ears wilf darken, 
Still to be curious, never hearken. 
Left you the town may have lefs trouble in, 
*Bring all your Quilea’s } cares to Dublin, | 
For which he fends this empty fack ; 
. And fo take all upon your back. 


DINGLEY AND BRENT ft. 
A SONG, 
To the Tune af “ Ye Commons and Peers.” 


Dincrey and Brent, 
Wherever they went, 
Ne’er minded 4 word that was fpoken ; 
Whatever was faid, 
They ne'er troubled their head, 
But laugh’d at their own filly joking. 


Shauld Solomon wife 
In majetty rife, 
And fhow them his wit and his learning ; 
They never would hear, 
But turn the deaf ear, 
Asa matter they had no concern in. 


You tell a good jeft, 
And pieafe all the ret; 
fomes Dingley, and afks you, What was it ? 
And, curious to know, 
Away the will go 
To feek an old rag in the clofet. 


TO STELLA. 1623-4. 


Written on the Day of her Birth, but not on the 
Subje®, when I was fick in Bed. 


Tormenten with inceffant pains, 
Can I devile poetic ftrains? 








* Mrs. Dingley, Stella's friend and companion. 
+t A country-bozfe of Dr. Sheridan, 
f Dr. Swift’s boxfe kerper. 
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Time was, when I could yearly pay 
My verfe on Stetia’s native day: 

But now, unable growr to write, 

I grieve the ever {aw the light. 
Ungrateful ! fince to her T owe 

That I theie pains can-undergo. 

She tends me, like an humble flave ; 
And, when indecently I rave, * 
When out my brutifh paflions break, 
With gail in every word I {peak, 

She, with foft ipeech, my anguish cheery, 
Or melts my paffions down with tears: 
Although ‘tis eafy to defery 

She wants affiftance more than E; 

Yet {cems to feel my pains alone, 

And is a Stoic in her own. 

When, among fcholars, can we fiud 

So foft, and yet fo firm a mind? 

All accidents of life confpire 

To raife up Stella’s virtue higher, 

Or elfe to introduce the reft 

Which had been latent in her breaft. 
Her firmnets who could e’er have known, 
Had the not evils of her own? 

Fier kindne{s who could ever guels, 
Had not her triends been in diftre(s? 
Whatever bale returns you find 

From me, dear Stella, (till be kind. + 
Iv your own heart you’il reap the fruit, 
‘Lhough T continue flill a brate. 

But, when I once am aut of pain, 

I promife to be good again : 

Mean time, your other jutter, friends 
Shall for my follies make aniends ; 

So may we long continue thus, 
Admiring you, you pitying us." 


~ 


ON DREAMS. Ye 


AN IMITATION OF PETRONIUS. 


“ Somnia que mentes ludunt volitantibus ume 
“© bris,” &c. 


Tuose dreams that on the filent night intrude, 
And with faite flitting thades our minds delude, 
fove never fends us downward from'the fhies; 
Nor can they from infernal manfions rife ; 

But all are mere productions of the brain, 

And fools confult interpreters in vain, 


For, when in bed we reft our weary liasbs, 
The mind unburden’d {ports in various whims ; 
‘The bufy head with mimic art rons o’er 
‘The fcenes and actions of the day before. 


The drowly tyrants, by his minions led, 
To regal rage devotes fome patriut’s head, 
With equal terrors, not with equal guilt,” 
The murderer dreams of all the bloud he pilt. 


‘The foldier {miling hears the widow’s crs, 
And ftabs the fon before the mother’s eyes, 
With like remorfe his brother of the trade, 
‘The butcher, felis the lamb beneath his blade, 


The ftatefman rakes the'town to find a Ploy, 


And dreams of jorfeitures by treaiun got. 


PORM ¢ 


Ror lefs Totn-t--d-man, of true ftatefman mold, 
Colleéts the city filth in featch of gold. 


_“ _ Orphan’ around his bed the lawyer fees, 
And takes the plaintiff’s and defendant's fees. 
His fellow pick-purfe, watching for a job, 
Fanties his fingers in the cully’s fob. 


Whe kind phyfician grants the hufband’s prayers 
Or gives relief to long expecting heirs. 
‘The fleeping hangman ties the fatal noofe, 
Nor unfuccefsful waits for dead men’s thoes. 
. The grave divine, with knotty points perplext, 
AAs if he was awake, nods o’er his text: 
While the fly mountebank attends his trade, 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 


The hireling fenator of modern days 
Bedaubs the guilty great with naufcous praife : 
And Dick the {cavenger, with equal grace, 
Flirts from his cart the mud in * #* # *s face, 


WHITSHED’s * MOTTO 
ON HIS COACH. 1724. 


LIBERTAS et natale folum: 
Fine words ! | wonder where you ftole ’em, 
Gould nothing but thy chief reproach 
Serve fora moto on thy coach ? 
But let me now the words tranflate + 
Natale folum, my eftate ; 
My dear eftate, how well I love it ! 
My tenants, if you doubt, will prove it. 
‘They {wear I am fo kind and good, 
Thug them, till I fqueeze their blood. 
Libertas bears a large import t 

Firft, how to (wagger in a court; 

~ And, fecondly, to fhow my fury 
Againft an ye-complying jury ; 
Aut they, is a ew A vention: 
To fexvour Wood, and keep my pention s 
And, fourtbly, ‘tis to play an odd trick, 
‘Get the great feal, and turn ont Broderick ; 
And, fifthly, (you know whom I mean) 
"Co humble that vexatious Dean ; 
And, fixthly, for my foul, to barter it 
For fifty times its worth te Carteret +. 
_ Now, fincé your motto thus you conftme, 
I muit confefs you’ve {peken once true. 
Libertas et uatule folum: 
You had good reaion, when you ftele em. 


SENT BY DR. DELANY TO Dr. SWIFT, 


In order to be admitted to peak to him when de 
was deaf. 1724. 

‘Dear fir, I think "tis doably hard, 

Your ears and doors fhould both be bart’d. 

Can any thing be more unkind ? 

Mutt £ not fee, *caufe you are blind? 

Methi .ks a friend at night fhould cheer you, 

‘A frie ud'that loves to fce and hear you. 

Why am I robb'd of that delight, 

‘WI -nyou can be no lofer by't? 

Ny, when *tis plain (for what is plainer?) 

‘Laat, if you heard, you'd be no gaines ? 








* The chief juplice who profecutcd the Drapier. | 
} 


t Lod Lientenant of Ireiand. 


For fure you ate not yet to leaf, 
That hearing is nog your concern. 
Then be your doors nq longer barr’d + 
Your bufinefs, fir, is to be heard. : 


THE ANSWER. 


Tue wife pretend to make it clear, 
“Tis no great lofs tolofe aneat. 
Why are we thes fo fond of two, 
When by experience one would do? 
’Tis true, fay they, cut off the head, 
And there’san end; the man is dead; 
Becaufe, among all huihan race, 
None e’er was known to have a bratet 
But corfilestly they maintain, ; 
That v. here we find the membeks twaid,-- 
‘The lofs of one is no fuch trouble," 
Since t* other will in ftrength be double. 
The limb furviving, you may fwear, 
Becomes his brother’s lawful heis s 
Thus, for a triak, let me beg of 
Your reverence but to cut one leg off, 
And you will finds by this device, 
The other will be ftronget twice ; 
For every day you thall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaining. 
So, when an eye has loft its brother, 
You fee the better with the other. 
Cut off your hand, and you may do 
With t other hand the work of two 5 
Becaufe the foul her power contraGts, 
And on'the brother limb re-ads. 
But yet the point is not fo clear in 
Another cafe, the fenfapf hearing 
For, though the place of either ear 
Be diftant as one head can bear; 
Yet Galén moft acutely thows yéu, 
(Confult his book de partium ufu) 
That from each ear, as he obfetves, 
‘There creep two auditory nerves, 
Not to be feen without a glais, 
Which near the os petrofum pafs ; 
Thence to the neck; and moving-thorough there,’ 
One goes to this, and one tot’ other ear; 
Which made my grand-dame always tuff heg 
ears, 
Both right and left, as fellow-fufferers. 
You fee ray learning; but, to fhorten it, 
When my ieft ear was deaf a fortnight, 
To t’ other earl felt it coming on: 
And thus I folve this hard phenomenon, 
“Tis true, a glafs will bring fupplies 
To weak, or old, or clouded eyes; 
Your arms, though both your eyes were lof, 
Would guard yout nofe againtt a pot ; 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 
Are iironger and almoft as good ; 
And as for hands, there have been thofe 
Who, wanting both, have us’d their toes *. 
But no contrivance yet appears 
To furnifh artificia! ears, 





* There bave been inflances of a man’s writing 
with his fact, : 


Eij 


a THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


A QUIET LIFE AND A GOOD NAME, 
- To @ Friend who married a Shrew. 1724, 


Next feolded in fo loud a din, 
‘That Will durtt hardly venture in; 
He mark'd the conjugal difpute ; 
Nell roar'd inceflant, Dick fat mute ; 
But, when he faw his friend appear, 
€xy'd bravely, Patience, good my dear! 
“At fight of Will, ‘fhe baw!'d no more, 
But hurry’d out, and clapp’d the door. 
Why Dick! the devil’s in thy Nell, 
{Quoth Will) thy houfe is worfe than hell : 
‘Why what a peal the jade has rung ! 
D—m her, why don’t you flit her tongue? 
For nothing elfe will make it ceafe. 
Pear Will, I fuffer this for peace : 
Tnever quarrel with my wife ; 
Lhbear it for'a quiet life. 
Scripture, you know, exhorts us to it; 
Bids us to feek peace, and enfue it. 
_ Will went again to vifit Dick; 
And entering in the very nick, 
He faw virago Nell belabour, 
With Dick’s own. ftaff, his peaceful neighbour : 
Poor Wilt, who needs muft interpofe, 
Receiv’d a brace or two of bloiwvs, 
But now, to make my ftory fhort, 
"Will drew out Dick to take a quart. 
Why, Dick, thy. wife has devilith whims; 
Ods-buds} why don't you break her limbs? 
If fhe were mine, and had fuch tricks, 
I'd teach her how to handle fticks : 
Z—ands! I would thip hex to Jamaica, 
Or truck the carrion tor tobacco: 
T'd fend her far enough away— 
Dear Will; but what would people fay ? 
Lord | I thould get fo ill a name, 
The neighbours round would cry out thame. 
Dick fuffer’d for his peace and credit ; 
But who believ'd him, when he faid it !.- ., 
Can he who makes himielf.a-flave, 
Confult his peace, er.credit fave? 
Dick found it by his ill fuccefs. 
His quiet {mall, his credit lets, 
She ferv'd him at the ufual rate ; 
She ftunn'd, and then fhe:broke, his pate : 
And, what he thought the hardeft cafe; 
‘The parith jeer’d him to his face ; 
‘Thole men who wore the breeches leaft, 
Call'd him a cuckold, foul, and beatt. 
At home he was purfued with noile ; 
Abroad was pefter’d by the boys: 
Within his wife would break his bones; 
Without, they pelted him with ftones: 
‘The "prentices procur’d a riding *, 
To o¢t his patience, and her chiding. 
Faife patience and miftaken pride ! 
There are.ten thoufand Dicks befide, 
Slaves to their quiet and good name, 
Are us'd like Dick, and bear the blame. 


* A welleknown bumourous cavalcade, in ri- 
Aicule of a feolding wife and ben-peck'd hufoand. 
a tg 








THE BIRTH OF MANLY VIRTUES 
Infcrib'd to Lord CarrEret, 1724. ee 


“ Gratior & pulchro veniens in corpore Virtus.” 
Ving. 


Once on a time, a righteous fage, 
Griev'd at the vices of the age, 
Applied to Jove with fervant prayer: ., 
“ O Jove, if Virtue be fo fair 
“ As it was deem’d in former days 
** By Plato and by Socrates, 
“ Whole beauties mortal eyes efcape, 
“ Only for want of outward fhape ; 
“ Make then its real excellence, 
“© For once, the theme of human fenfe : 
‘* So fhall the eye, by form confin’d, 
* Direé&t and fix the wandering mind, 
“ And long-deluded mortals fee 
“ With rapture what they us’d to flee.” 
Jove grants the prayer, gives Virtue birth, 
And bids him biefs aud mend the earth. 
Behold him blooming frefh and fair, 
Now made—ye gods—~a fon and heir: 
An heir; and, ftranger yet to hear, 
An heir; an orphan of a peer; 
But prodigies are wrought to prove 
Nothing impoflible to ie 
Virtue was for this fex defign’d 
In mild reproof to womankind ; 
In manly form to let them fee 
The lovelinefs of modefty, 
The thoufand decencies that fhone 
With Jeffen’d luftre in their own ; 
Which few had Jearn’d enough to prize, 
And fome thought modifh to deipite. 
To make his merit more slilcern en 
He goes to fchoole~he reads=~is learn © 
Rais'd high, above his birth, by knowledge, 
He thines diftinguifh’d in a college; 
Refolv’d nor honour, nor eftate, 
Himtelf alone thould make him great. 
Here foon for every art renown'd, 
His influence is diffus'd around ; 
Th’ inferior youth, to learning led, 
Lefs to be fam’d than to be fed, 
Behold the glory he has won, 
And bluth to fee themielves outdone ; 
And now inflam’d with rival rage, 
In {cientilic ftrife engage ; 
Engage—and, in the glorious ftrife, 
The arts new-kindle into life. - 
Here would our hero ever dwell, 
Fix'd in a lonely learned cell; 
Contented to be truly great, 
In Virtue’s beft-belov'd retreat ; 
Contented he---but Fate ordains, 
He now fhali firine in nobler {cenes 
(Rais'd high, like fome celeftial fire, 
‘To thine the more, @ill rifing higher) 5 
Completely form’d in-every part, ~ 
‘To win the foul and giad the heart. 
The powerful voice, the graceful mien, 
Lovely alike, or heard, or feen ; 
‘Vhe ontward form and inward vie, 
His foul bright beaming from his eye, 


PGEM Ss. 


secomplith’d thus, his next refort 
“to the council and the court, 

‘Where Virtue is in leait repute, 

And intereft the one purfuit ; 

Where right and wrong are bought and fold, 
Bartertd for beauty, and for gold ; 

Here Manly Virtue, even here, 

Pleas’d in the perfon of a peer, 

A peer; a {carcely-bearded youth, 

Who talk’d of juftice and of truth, 
Of innocence the fureft guard, 

‘Tales here forgot, or yet unheard ; 

That he alone deferv'd efteem, 

Who was the man he with’d to feem ; 
Call'd it unmanly and unwife, 

‘To lurk behind a mean difguife 5 

(Give fraudful Vice the mafke and fcreen, 
*Tis Virtue’s intereft to be fen); 

Call’d want of fhame want of fenfe, 
And found, in blufhes, eloquence. 

Thus, acting what he taught fo well, 
He drew dumb Merit from her cell, 
Led with amazing art along 
‘The bafhful dame, and loos'd her tongue ; 
And, whilft he made her value known, 
Yet more difplay’d and raig’d his own. 

‘Thus young, thus proof to all temptations, 
He rifes to the higheft ftations 
{For where high Fone is the prize, 

‘rue Virtue has a right to rife) : 

Let courtly flaves low bend the knee 
To Wealeh and Vice in high degree: 
Exalted Worth difdains to owe 
its grandeur to its greateft foe. 

Now rais’d on high, fee Virtue fhows 
"Ne godlike ends for which he rofe ; 
For , let pid Ambition know 
‘The heigi% glory here below, 
Grandeur, by goodnefs made complete! 
‘To blefs, is truly to be erent ! 

He taught how men to honour rife, 
Like gilded vapours to the fkies, 
Which, howfoever they difplay 

Their glory from the god of day, 
‘Their nobleft ufe is to abate 

His dangerous excefs of heat, 

To hhicld the infant fruits and flowers, 
And blefs the earth with genial thowers. 
Now change the fcene ; a nobler care 
Demands him in a higher fphere * 
Diftrefs of nations cals him hence, 
Permitteé fo by Providence ; 

For models, made to mend our kind, 
‘To no one clime fhould be confin’d ; 
And Manly Virtue, like the fun, 

His courte of glorious toils fhould run; 
Alike diffufing in his fight 

Congenial joy, and life, and light. 
Pale Env: fickens, Error flies, 

And Difgord in his prefence dies ; 
Opprefffin hides with guilty dread, 
And Merit rears her drooping head ; 


Engobling every ac& and ait, 
we joft, and  Bemcrousy and fincere. i 


*' Lord Carteret bad the honour of mediating peace 
dan with Denmark and with the Cxar. 





The arts revive, the vallies fing, ’ Ee 
And wint:r foftens into fpring 3 : 
‘The wondering world, where'er he moves, 
With, new delight looks up and loves ; 
One {ex confenting to admire, 
Nor lcfs the other to defire 5 
Whilft he, though feated on a throne, 
Confines his love to one alone ; 
‘The reft condemn’d, with rival voice" 
Repining, do applaud his choice. 
Fame now reports, the Weftern Ife 
Is made his manfion for a while, 
Whofe anxious natives night and day 
(Happy beneath his righteous fway) 
Weary the gods with ceafelefs prayer, 
To blefs him, and-to keep him there ; + 
And claim it as a debt from fate, 
Too lately found, to lofe him late. 


VERSES ON THE UPRIGHT JUDGE 


Whe condemned the Drapiet’s Printer. 


‘Tur church I hate, and have good reafon 
For there my grandfire cut his weazand : 
He cut his weazand at the altar ; 

I keep my gullet for the halter. 


"ON THE SAME. 


In church your grandfire cut hia throat: 
To do the job too long he tarry’d; 
He fhould have had my hearty vote 
‘Yo cut his throat before he marry’d. 


ON THEBAME, 
(The Fudge fpeaks.) 

I'm not the grandfon of that afs” Quin ; 
Nor can you prove it, Mr. Pafquin.” = * 
My grand-dame had gallants by twenties, 
And bore my mother by a ’prentice. 
‘This when my grandfire knew, they tell us hé 
In Chrift-Church cut his throat for jealoufy. 
And, fince the alderman was mad you fay, 
"then I muft be fo too, ex iraduce. 


RIDDLES 
BY DR. SWIFT AND HIS FRIENDS, 
Written in or about the year 1724y 
I. ON A PEN. : 


In youth exalted high in air, 

Or bathing in the waters fair, 

Nature to form me took delight, 

And clad my body all in white, 

‘My perfon tall, and flender waift, 

On either fide with fringes grac’d; 

Tili me that tyrant man efpy’d, 

And dragg’d me from my mother’s fide: 
No wonder now I look fo thin: 

"The tyrant ftript me to the fein: 





* An alderman. 
e E 





> 
My thin he flay'd, my hair he cropt; 
At head and foot my body lopt; ss 
And with heart more hard than ftone, 
* He pick’d my marrew from the bone. 
‘To vex me more, he took a freak 
‘To flit my tongue, and make me fpeak: 
Bat, that which wonderful appears, 
I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears. 
‘He oft’ employs me in difguife, 
And makes me tell a thoufand lies: 
‘To me he chiefly gives in truf 
‘To pleafe his malice or his litt ; 
From me no fecret he can hide; 
T fee his vanity and pride : 
And my delight is to expofe 
His follies to his greateft foes. 
All languages I can command, 
‘Yet not a word, I wnderftand. 
‘Without my aid, the beft divine 
In learning would not know a line : 
‘The lawyer muft forget his pleading ; 
‘The {cholar could not fhow his reading. 
Nay, man my maafter is my flave ; 
I give command tockill ox fave $ 
Can grant ten thoufand pounds a-year, 
And make a beggar’s brat a peer. 
But, while I thus my life relate, 
1 only haften on my fate. 
My tongue is black, my mouth is furr’d, 
T hardly now can force a word. 
1. die unpitied and forgot, 
And on fome dunghil leff-to rot. 


tl. ON GOLD. 


“AuL-ru1ING tyrant offffhe earth, 

‘To vileft flaves 1 owe my birth. 

‘ow is the greateft monarch bleft, 

‘When in my gaudy livery dreft! 

‘No haughty nymph has power to rua 
From me, or my embraces {hun. 
Stabb’d to the heart, condemn’d to flamé, 
My conftancy is ftill the fame. 

‘The favourite meflenges of Jove, 
And Lemnian god, confulting ftrove 
“To make me glorious to the fight 

Of mortals, and the gods delight. 
Soon would their altars’ flame expire, 
Tf I refufe to lend them fire. 


A. 

By fate exalted high in place, 
Lo, here I ftand with doxble face 
Superior none on earth I find; 
But fee below me all mankind. 
‘Yet, as it oft’ attends the great, 
F almoft fad with my own weight. 
At every motion’ undertook, 
‘The vulgar all confule my food. 
I fometimes give advice in writing, 
But never of my own iaditing. 

Tam a courtier in my way; 
For thofe who rais’d me, 1 betray ; 
And fome give out, that Fentice 
‘To Juft, and luxnry, and dice ; 
Who punithments of me inflict; 
Becaufe they find their pockets pickt. 


THE WORKS OF B8Weir'. 


By riding I lofe my heaith ; 
And only Bi eho wealth. 
. 


IV. ON THE POSTERIORS. 


Because lam by nature blind, 
1 wifely choofe to walk bebind ; 
However, to avoid difgrace, 
1 let no creature fee my face. 
My words are few, but [poke with fenfe ; 
And yet my /peaking gives offence : 
Or, if to wéiper I prefume, ; 
The company will fly the room. 
By all the world Lam oppr¢ ; 
And my ofprefiion gives He rofl. 
Through me, though fore againit my will, 
Infirudtors every axt inftil, 
By thoufands I am fold and bought, 
Who neither get nor lofe a groat ; 
For none, alas! by me can gain, 
But thofe who'give me greatgf pain. 
Shall man prefume to be my mafter, 
Who's but my caterer and teffer? 
Yet, though I always have my will, _ 
Tam but 4 mere depender fill; 
An humble banger ‘on at belt, 
Of whom al le make a jeff. 

In me detractors feek to & 
‘Two vices of a different kind : 
T'm too profufe, fome cenfurers cry ; 
And all I get, I let it fy + 
While others give me many a curfe, 
Becaufe too clofe I hold my purfe. 
But this 1 know, in either cafe 
‘Vhey dare not charge me to my face, 
Tis true indeed, fometimes 1 fave, 
Sometimes run out of all 1 have; 
But, when the year is at an end,« 
Computing what I get and /pend, 
My goings-outy and comingsein, 3% 
I cannot find 1 lofe or wing 
And therefore all that know ime fay, 
I juftly keep the middle way. . 
V'm always by my betters led; 
Llaft get up, and firtt a-bed ; 
Though, if 1 rife before my time, 
The learn’d in fciences fublime 
Confule the fare, and thence foretet 
Good juck to thofe with whom I dwell. 


Vv. ON A HORN. 


Tue joy of man, the pride of brutes, 
Doteftic fubjects for difputes, 
Of plenty thou the emblem fair, 
Adorn’d by nymphs with all their care } 
1 faw thee rais'd to high renown, 
Supporting half the Britifh crown; 
And often have i feen thee grace 
The chafte Diana’s infant face ; 
And whenfoe’er you pleafe to thine, 
Lefs ufeful is her light than thine: 
Thy numerous fingers know their way, 
And oft in Celia’s trefles play. 

To place thee in another view, 
Vl thow the world ftrange things and 

















z THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


And muft againft the warmer days 
Be fent to Quilca down to graze ; 
Where micth, and exercife, and air, 
‘Will foon your appetite repair: 
‘The nutriment will from within, 
Round all your body, plump your fkin; 
Will agitate the lazy flood, 
And fill your veins with {prightly blood: 
Nor fleth nor blood will be the fame, 
or aught of Stella but the mame ; 
For what was ever underftood, 
By human kind, but flesh and blood ? 
And if your flefh and blood be new, 
You'll be no more the former you; - 
But for a blooming nymph will pafs 
et fifteen, coming fammer’s grais, 

our jetty locks with garlands crown’'d - 
While all the "{quires for nine miles round, 
Attended by a brace of curs, 
‘With jocky boots and filver fpurs, 
No lefs than juitices o’guorum, 
‘Fheir cow-boys bearing cloaks before ’em, 
Shall leave deciding broken pates, 
‘Fo kifs your fleps at Quilca’s gates, 
But, left you fhould my fkill difgrace, 
Come back before you're out of cafe : 
For if to Michaelmas you ftay, 
‘Fhe new-born ficfh will melt away ; 
‘The "fquire in fora will fly the houfe 
For better game, and look for groule 5 
Hut here, before the froft can mar it, 
‘We'll make it firm with beef and claret. 


STELLA’s BIRTH-DAY. 1724-5, 


As, when a bezutcous nymph decays, 
‘We fay, the’s paft her dancing-dzys 
So poets lofe their feet by time, 

And can no longer dance in rhyme, 
Your annual bard had rather chofe 
‘To éclebrate your birth in profe : 

¥et merry folks, who want by chance 
A pair to make a country-dance, 

Call the old houfeekeeper, and get her. 
‘To fill a place, for want of better : 
‘While Sheridan is off the*hooks, 

And triend Delany at his books, 

‘That Stella may avoid difgrace, 

Once more the Dean fupplies their place, 
Beauty and wit, too fad a truth! 
Have always been confin’d to youth ; 

The god of wit, and beauty’s queen, 
He twenty-one, and the fifteen. 

No poet ever fweetly fung, 

Urlefs he were, like Phoebus, young; 
Nor ever nymph infpir’d to rhyme, 
Unies, like Venus, in her prime. 

At fifty-fix, ifthis be true, ~ 

Am Ia poet fit for you? 

Or, at the age of forty-three, 

Are you a fubje@ fit for me ? 

Adicu! bright wit, and radiant eyes! 
You muft be grave, and I be wife, 
Our fate in vain we would oppnfe : 
Bat Vii be ftill your friend in profe : 
Efteem and friendthip to exprefs, 

Will not require poetic dre 
I 


3 


And, if the mufe deny her aid _ t 
To have them fung, they may be fai 

But, Stella, fay, what evil tongué 
Reports you are no longer young ; 

That Time fits, with his fcythe, to mow 
Where erft fat Cupid with his bow ; 
‘That half your locks are turn’d to gray ? 
[ll ne’er believe a word they fay. 

*Tis true, but Jet it not be known, 

My eyes are fomewhat dimmith grown : 
For nature, always in the right, 

To your decays adapts my fight ; 

And wrinkles undiftinguifh'd pafs, 

For I’m afham’d to ule a glafs; 
And till I fee them with fete eyes, 
Whoever fays you have them, lies. 

No length of time can make you quit 
Honour and virtue, fenfe and wit : 
Thus you may ftill be young to me, 
While I can better ear than fer. 

Oh, ne’cr may fortune fhow her fpight, 
To make me deaf, and mend my ight! 


AN EPIGRAM ON WOOD’s BRASS MONE’ 


Carteret was welcomed to the thore 

Firft with the brazen cannons roar 3 

‘To meet him next the foldier comes, 

With brazen trumps and brazen divms; 
Approaching near the town he hears 

the brazen bells falute his ears: RBs 
But, when Wood’s brafs began to found, 4 
Guns, trumpets, drums, and bells, were drown’t’ 


A SIMILE, 
ON OUR WANT OF SILVER: 


And the only Wey to RONG ite 725. 


As when of old fome forcerefs threw 
O’er the moon's face a fable hue, 

To drive unfcen her magic chair, 

At midnight, through the darken’d air; 
Wife people, who believ’d with reafon 
That this eclipfe was out of feafon, 
Affirm’d the moon was fick, and felt 
To cure her by a counter-fpell. 

‘Ten thoufand cymbals now begin 

To rend the fkies with brazen din; 
The cymbals’ rattling founds difpel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to hell. 
The moon deliver’d from her pair 
Difplays her flver face again 

(Note here, that in the chemic ftyle; 
‘The moon is fete all this while). 

So (if my fimile you minded, 
Which I confefs is too long-winded) 
When late a feminine magician *, 
Join’d with a brazen politician, 
Expos'd, to blind the nation’s eyes 
A parchment + of prodigious fize ; 
Cenceal’d behind that ample fcreen, 
There was no filver to be feen. ‘ 


# A great lady was faid to Bave been by? 28by TE 
t The patent for coining belfpence, 0 ne 


’ POEMS it 


But to this parchment let the Drapier 
Oppofe his counter-charm of paper, 

And ring Wood’s copper in our cars 

So loud till all the nation hears; 

That found will make the parchmemt thrivel, 
And drive the conjurers to the devil: 

And, when the fky is grown ferene, 

Quy filver will appear again. 


. & : 
* WOOD AN INSECT. 1725. 


¥Y Tong obfervation I have underftood, 
‘That two little vermin are kin to Will Wood. 
The firft is an infe& they call a eveed-loufe, 
"That folds up itfelf in itfelf for a houfe, 
As round as a ball, without head, without tail, 
Inclos’d capes in a ftrong coatof mail. } 
And thus William Wood to my fancy appears 
In fillets of brafs roll’d up to his ears: 
‘And over thefe fillets he wifely has thrown, 
To keep out of danger, a doublet of ftone *. 
"The loufe of the zvoed for a mcd’cine is us'd, 
Or fwallow’d alive; or fkilfully bruis’d. 
And, let but our mother Hibernia contrive 
To fwallow Will Wood either bruis’d or alive, 
She need be no more with the jaundice poffett, 
Or fick of obfrudtions, and pains in ber chef. 

The next is an infeét we call a qwood-worm, 
"That lies iit old qwo0d like a hare in her form 3 
With teeth or with claws it willbite or will fcratchs 
‘And chanibermaidschriften thiswormadead-watch, 
Becaufe like a watch it always cries click : 

“Then woe be to thofe in the houfe who are fick ; 
For, as fure as a gun, they will give up the ghoft, 
f the maggot cries click when it feratches the poft. 
Nut a kettle of fealding hot water injected 
InNiibly cures the timber affected = 
‘The Swen is bigken, the danger is over 5 . 
The magpor-will die, and the fick will recover. 
Such a worm was Will Wood, when he feratch’d 
at the door 
Of a governing ftatefman or favourite whore + 
"The death of our nation he feem’d to foretell, 
‘And the found of his brafs we took for our knell. 
Butnow, fince the Drapier hath heartily maul'dhim, 
T think the bef thing we can do is to feald him. 
For which operation there's nothing more proper 
‘Than the liquor he dealsin, his own melted copper; 
Unlefs, like the Dutch, you rather would boil 
‘This coiner of raps t ina cauldron of oil. 5 
‘Then choofe which you pleafe, and let each bring 
a faggot, [maggot 
For our fest's at an end with the death of the 





ON WOOD THE IRONMONGER. 1735. 


SarMoneus, asthe Grecian tale is, 

‘Wasa mad copperfmith of Elis; 

Up at his fof ge hy morning-peep, 

No creaturg in the lane could fleep 5 
Among a few of royftcring fellows 

Would fiy/whole evenings at the alehoufe : 





Hh quar in goat for debt, 
Sef Coumderfeit balfpence, - 


“® 

His wife and children wanted breed, ~~ 

While he went always drunk to bed. - 

This vapouring feab muft needs devids. 

To ape the thunder of the fkies: 

With érafs two fiery fteeds he thod, 

‘To make a clattering as they trod._ 

OF polifh'd raf: his flaming car 

Like lightning dazzled from afar 5 

And up he mounts into the box, 

And he muft thunder, with a pox. 

Then furious he begins his march, 

Drives rattling o'er a brazen arch $ 

With {quibs and crackers arm’d, to throw 

Among the trembling crowd below. . 

‘All ran to prayers, both prieits and laity, 

To pacify this angry deity : 

When Jove, in pity to the town, 

With real thunder knock’d him down, 

Then what a huge delight were all in, 

To fee the wicked varlet {prawling ; 

They fearch’d his pockets on the place, 

‘And found his copper all was bafe ; 

‘They Jaugh’d at fuch an Irifh blunder, 

To take the noife of brafs for thunder. 
‘The moral of this tale is proper, 

Apply'’d to Wood's adulter’d copper 5 

Which, as he featter'd, we like doltsy 

Miftook at firft for thunder-bolts 5 

Before the Drapier shot a letter, 

(Nor Jove himfelf could do it better) 

Which, lighcing on th’ impoftor's crown, 

Like real thunder knock’d him down. 


WILL WOOD's PETITION 
TO THE PEOPLE OF IRELAND 3 


Being an excellent New Song, fuppofed to be made ond 
Jung in the fireets of Dublin, by William Woks 
Lronmonger and Halfpenny-monger. %725« 


“My dear Irith folks, 
Come leave off your jokes, 
And buy up my halfpence fo fine 5 
So fair and fo bright, 
‘They'll give you delight; ~ 
Obferve how they gliften and fhine 


They'll fell, to my grief, 
- As cheap as neck-beef, 
For counters at cards to your wifes - 
And every day 
Your children may play < . 
Span-farthing, or tofs on the knife. - * 


Come hither, aid try; 
Tl teach you a buy 7 : 
A pot of good ale for a farthing: 
Gomes three-pence a feore, ~ 
T afk you no more, 
And a fig for thé Drapier and Hardinge s 


‘When tradefmen have gold, 
_ ‘The thief will be bold, 
By night and by day for to rob him: 
My copper is fuch, 
_ No robber will touch, 
And fo you may daintily bob him. - 





© Fhe Drapier’s printer.” 





POEMS. “Sr 


A SERIOUS POEM 
UPON WILLIAM WogD, 


Brafer, Tinker, Hardwareman, Coiner, Founder, and 
Efquire. 


‘WHEN foes are o'ercome, we preferve them from 
” flaughter, . 

V6 be hezeors of awond, and drawers of water. 
-Now, although to draw water is not very good; 

Yet we all fhould rejoice to be bezwers of Wood. 

1 own, it has often provok'd me to mutter, 

That a rogue fo olfiure fhould make fucha clutter: 

But ancient Philofophers wifely remark, 

‘That old rotten Wood will thine in the durk. 

The Heathens, we read, had Geds made of Wood, 

Who could do them no harm, if they did them no 

But this idol Wood may do us great evil; [ good: 

Their Gods were of Wood; but our Wood is the Devil, 

‘To cut down fine Weod, is a very bad thing; 

And yet we all know much gofd it will bring. 

‘Then, if cutting down Wood bringsmoney good ore, 

Dur money to keep, let us cut down one more. 

Now hear an old tale. ‘There anciently ftood 

(I forget in what church) an imaye of H’cod. 

Concerning this image there went a predidtion, 

Te would burn a whole fore; nor was it a fiction. 

"Twas cat into fagyots and put to the flame, 

‘To burn an old Friar, one Forg? by name. 

My tale is a wife one, if well underftood : 

Find you but the Friar; and I'll find the Wood. 
hear, among fcholars there is a great doubt 
From what kind of tree this Wood was hewn ont. 

‘Teague made a good pun by a brogue in his fpeech; 
\Gind Taid, By my fooul, he’s the fon of a Beech. 

Sime call him a Thorn, the curfe of the nation, 
yrns were defign’d to be from the creation: 
Some uitik inm cut out from the poifonous Yew, 
Beneath whofe il thade no plant ever grew; 
Some fay he’s a Birch, a thought yery add 5 
For none but a dunce would come under his rad. 
But 1’ll tell you the fecret; but pray do not blab ; 
He is an old ftump cut out of a Grab; 

And England has put this Grad to a hard ufe, 

To cudgel our bones, and for drink give us verjulces 

And therefore his witneffes juflly may boaft, 

‘That none are more properly knights of the Pof. 
Ine’er could endure my talent to fmother; 

I told you one tale, ayd I'll tell you another. 

A joiner, to faften a faint in a nitch, 

Bor'd a large auger-bole in the image’s breech} 

But, findisy the futue to make no complaint, 

He would ne’er be convine’d it was a true faint, 

When the true Wood arrives, ashe loon will,no doubt, 

(For that's but a fham Wood they carry about *) 

‘What fluff he is made of you quickly may find, 

Ifyou make the fame trial, and bore him bebind. 

Till hold you a groat, when you wimble his bum, 


He'll bellgw as loud as the Devil in a drum, 
and declare, you fhatl have no denial; 





And they: can be no harm in making a trial: 
And, wien to the joy of your hearts he has roar’d, 
You nfay how him about for anew srooning-board. 
Her one ftory morc, and then I will ftop. 2 
Udrcymet Wood was told he fhould die by a drap; 


~ pf He was frequently burnt in offigys 
Wx. ee 


j So methought he réfolved no liquor to taftes 


For fear the fir drop might as well be his laf. 

But dreams are like oracles; ’tishard to explain ’em;- 
For it prov'd that he died of a dro? at Kilmainham *. 
1 wak’d with delight; and not without hope, 
Very foon to fee Wood drop down from a rope. 
How he! and how we, at each other should grin! 
*Tis kindnefs to bold a friend up by the chin. 
But foft ! fays the Herald; I cannot agree ; 
For metal on metal is falfe Heraldry. 

Why, that may be true; yet Wood upon Woed, 
Till maintain with my life, is Heraldry good. 


TO DR. SHERIDAN, 


Sir, Dec. £4. 1719 F, 9 at nights 

Ir is impoffible to know by your letter whether 
the wine is to be bottled to-morrow, or no. 

If it be, or be not, why did not you, im plain Eng= 
lith, tell us To? ih 

For my part, it was by mere chance I came to fit 
with the ladies f this night: . 

And if they had not told me there wasa letter from. 
you; and jor man Alexander had not gone, 
and come back from the deanry ; and the boy 
here had not been fent to let Alexander know 
1 was here ; I fhould have miffed the letter out= 


right, 

Truly I don’t know who’s bound to be fending for 
corks to ftop your bottles, with a vengeance. 

Make a page of your own age, and fend-your man, 
Alexander to bay corks; tor Saunders already. 
has gone above ten jaunts. 

Mrs. Dingley and Mrs, Johnfon fay, truly they 
don't care for your wife’s company, though they 
like your wine; but they had rather have it at 
their own houfe to drink in quict. 

However, they own it is véry civil in Mr. Sheri. 
dan to make the offer; and they cannot deny ite 

I with Alcxander fafe at St. Catharine’s to-night, 
with al! my heart and fou!, upon my word and 
honour: af ek 

But I think it bafe in yoy to fend a poor fellow 
out fo late at this time of year, when one would. 
not turn out a dog'that one valued ; I appeal to 
your friend Mr, Connor. \ 

1 would prefent my humble fervice to my lady 
Mountcathel; but truly I thought fhe would 
have made advances to have been acquainted 
with me, as fhe pretended. s ¢ 

But now I can write no more, for you fee plainly 
my paper is ended. 





rP.S. 

I with, when you prated, your letter you'd dated: 
Much plague it created. I fcolded and rated ; 
My foulis much grated; for your man I long waited. 
I think you are fated, like a bear to be baited: 
Your man is belated ; the safe { have ftated ; 
And me you have cheated. My itable’s unilated, 
Come back ¢? us well freighted. : 

I remember my late head; and with you tranilated, 
For teazing me. 








* Their place of execution. | 
t This is probably date? too eorly. 
$ Mra, Dingly and Mrs. Goby. 


a THE WORKS OF SWIFT: 


2P.s. 
Mrs. Dingley defires me fingly [yous 
Her fervice to prefent you; hopes that will content 
But Johnfon Madam is grown a fad dame, 
For want of converfe, and cannot fend one verfe. 
3P.S. 
You keep fuch a twattling with you and your bot- 
thing ; 
But I ieethe fum total, we fhall ne’er have a bottle; 
‘The long and the fhort, we fhall not have a quart. 
I with you would fign ’t, that we haye a pint. 
For all your colloguing, I'd be glad of a knoggin: 
But | doubt ‘tis a tham; you won’t give usadram. 
Tis of fhine a month moon-full, you won't part 
with a {poonfrl 

And { mutt be nimble, if U can fill my thimble. 
You fee 1 won't fop, till Fcome to a drop; , 
But I doubt the oraculum is a poor fupernaculum; 
‘Though perhaps you tell it for a grace, if we fmellit. 

2 STELLA. 


TO QUILCA, 
A COUNTRY-HOUSE OF DR. SHERIDAN, 
In no very good Repair, 1725. 
Ler me thy properties explain; 
A rotten cabbin dropping rain 5 
Chimnies with {corn rejecting fmoke 
Stools, tables, chairs, und bediteads broke. 
. Here elements have loft their uies, 
Air ripens not, nor carth produces; 
jn vain we make poor Sheelah * toil, 
Fire will not roalt, nor water boil. 
‘Through all the vaileys, hills, and plains, 
“The goddefs Want in triumph reigns; 
Aud her chief officcrs of flate, 
Sloth, Dirt, and ‘heft, around her wait. 


THE BLESSINGS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. 
F 1725+ 
Far from our dchtors; no Dublin letters; 
‘Net feen by our, betters. 


THE PLAGUES OF A COUNTRY LIFE. 
A comPaNion with news; a great want of fhoes; 
a t, or choofe; a church: without pews. 
aftray; no ftraw, oats, or hay; 
imber in May; our boys run away; all fer- 
vants at play. 






DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 


T’p have you to know, as fure as you're Dean, 
On Thurfday my cafx of Obrien Vil drain: 
; wr, I fay he’s a queans 
right to the ccilar, egad Vl maintain 
As bravely “as any that fought at Dunblain: 
Go tell it her over and over again. ; 
LT hope, as J ride to the town, it won't rain ; 
For, fhould it, I fear it will cool my hot brain, 
* Entirely extinguith my poctic vein; 
And then I flould be as flupisl as Kain. 
Who preach’d on three heads, though he men- 
tion’d but twain, 

















* Che name of an Trife fervants 





Now Wardel’s in hafte, ad begins to complains . 
Your moft humble fervant, Dear Sir, I remain, 
: ‘LT. SNe 
Get Helfham, Walmfley, Delany, 
And fome Grattans, if there be any *: 
‘Take care you do not bid too many. 


DR. SWIET’s ANSWER. 


| Tue verfes you fent on the bottling your witle 


Were, in every one’s judgment, cxceedingly fine 5 

And I mutt confefs, as a dean and divine, 

I think you infpir’d by the Mufes all nine. 

I nicely exainin’d them every line, [ihines 

‘And the worft of them all like a harn-door did 

Oh, that Jove would give me fuch a talent as 
thine! 

With Delany or Dan I would fcorn té combine. 

I know they have many a wicked defign; 

‘And, give Satan his duc, Dan begins to refine., 

However, I with, honefl comrade of mine, 

You would really on Thurfday leave St. Catharinety, 

Where I hear you are cramm’d every day likes 
fwine; 

With me you'll no more have a flomach to dine, 

Nor after your vidtuals lic flecping fupine : 

So I with you were toothlefs, like Lord Mafferine. 

But, were you as wicked as lew’d Aretine, 

I wifh you would tcll me which way you inclin: 

If, when you return, your road you don’t line, 

On Thurfcay P31 pay my refpects at your fhrine, 

Wherever you bend, wherever you twine; © 

In fquare, or in oppofite circle, or trine, : 

Your beef will on ‘Thurfday be falter than brine + 

T hope you have fwil?d, with new milk froma the 
kine, = : 

As much as the Liffee’s outdone by the R 

And Dan fhall be with us, with nofe af 

If you do not come back, we fhall weep out out 

nes 

Or may your own never be good Lutherine. 

The beef you have gut, I hear, is a chin 

But, if too many come, your madam will whine 5 

‘And then you may ki% the low end of her {pine, 

But enough of this poetry Alexandrine : 

LT hope you will not think this a pa/guine. 














A PORTRAIT 
PROM THE LIFE. 


Come fit by my fide, while this pi@ure T draw: 
In chattering a ma; , in pride a jackdaw ; 

A temper the de’ felf could not bridle 5 
Impertincnt mixture of bufy and idle; 

As rade as a bear, no mule half fo crabbed 3 

She fwills like a fow, and the breeds like a rabbit: 
A houfewife in bed, ut table a flattern ; at 
For all an example, for no one a pattern. 

Now tell me, friend ‘Thomas{, Ford §, Grattan Ie 
and metry Dan 4, i 


Has this any likencfs to good madam ‘yet? 


* ie. ia Dublin. : 2 

} The fiat of Lady Mountcafbel, near Duin. — « 
} Dr. ‘Thomas Sheridan. BETTE 
|| Charles Ford of Wondpark, Efy. 

§ Reverend Sfoba Grattan. Hf 

Reverend Daniel Fachfen 















THE WORKS OF SWIFT, 


ODE ON SCIENCE, 


On, heavenly-horn ! in deepett delis 

If faireft fcience ever dwells 
Beneath the moffy cave; 

indulge the verdure of the woods > 

With azure beauty gild the floods, 
And flowery carpets lave s 


For melancholy ever reigns 
Delighted in the fylvan fccnes 
With {cientifie light ; 
While Dian, huntrefs of the vales, 
Secks lulling founds and fanning gales, 
‘Though wrapt from mortal fghe. 


Yet, goddefs, yet the way explore 

‘With magic rites and heathen lore 
Obftructed and deprefs’d 5 

‘Till Wifdom give the facred Nine, 

Wntaught, not uninfpir’d, to thine, 
By Reafon’s power redrefi'd. 


“When 6olon and Lycurgus taught 

'To moralize the human thought 
Of mad opinion’s maze, 

‘To erring zcal they gave new laws. 

Thy charms, O Liberty, the caufe 
‘That blends congenial rays. 


Bid bright Aftraa gild the morn, 
Or bid a hundred {uns be born, 

‘o hecatomb the year ; 
‘Without thy aid, in vain the polesy 
4n vain the zodiac fyftem rolls, 

In vain the lunar fphere. 


‘Come, faireft princefs of the throng, 
Bring fwift Philofephy along 

In metaphyfic dreans's 
‘While raptur’d bards no more behold 
A vernal age of purer gold 

In Heliconian ftreams. 


Drive Thraldom with malignant hand, 
‘To curfe fome other deftin’d tand 
By Folly led altray : 
_ Terne bear en azure wing $ 
Energic let her foar and fing 
‘Thy univerfal fway. 


$o, when Amphion Bade the lyre 

"To more majeftic found afpire, 
Behold the madding throng, 

In wonder and oblivion drown'd, 

‘To feulpture turn’d by magic found 
‘And petrifying fong: - 


STELLA’s BIRTH-DAY. 


Mareb 13. 1726. 


‘T'nrs day, whate’er the fates decree, 
Shall ftill’be kept with joy by me: 
“(his day then let us not bé told, 
"That you are fick, and 1 grown old ; . 
_ Nor think on your approachiz g ills, 
And talk of {pegtacles and pills: 
‘To-morrow will be time enough 


“Yo hear fuch mortifying ftuff. 





¥et, fince from reafon may be brougii¢ 

A better and more pleafing thought, © 

Which can, in fpite of all decays, 

Support a few remaining days 

From not the graveft of Divines 

Accept for ence fome ferious lines. *” 
Although we now can form no more 

Long fchemes of life, as heretofore 5 

Yet yous while time is running faft, 

Can look with joy on what ts pait.. 
Were fature happinefs and pain 

A mere contrivance of the brain 5 

As atheifts argue, to entice 

And fit their profelytes for vice 

(The only comfort they propofe, 

"Yo have companions in their wocs) : 

Grant this the cafe ; yet fure ’tis hard 

That virtue, ftyl’d its own reward, 

And by all fages underftood 

To be the chief of human good, 

Should acting die; nor leave behind 

Some lafting pleafure in ehe mind, 

Which by remembrance will affuage 

Grief, ficknefs, poverty, and age, . 

And ftrongly fhoot a radiant dart 

To thine through life’s declining parts 
Say, Stelta, feel you no content, 

Reflecting on a life well fpent 5 

Your tkilful hand cmploy’d to fave 

Defpairing wretches from the grave 5 

And then fupporting with your ftore 

Thofe whom you dragg'd from death before # 

So Providence on mortals waits, 

Preferving what it firft creates, 

Your generous boldnefs to defend 

An innocent and abfent friend ; 

That courage which can make you jul 

To merit humbled in the duft 5 d 

The deteftation you exprefs 

For vice in all its glittering dregs 5 

‘That patience under tottering pain, 

Where ftubborn ftoics would complain 5 

Mutt thefe like empty fhadows pate, 

Or forms negleGted from a glafs? 

Or mere chimeras in the mind, 

‘That fy, and leave no mark behind? 

Does not the body thrive and grow 

By food of twenty years ago? 

‘And, had it not been ftill fupply’d, 

Jt muft a thoufand times have died. © 

Then who with reafon can maintain 

‘That no effects of food remain? ~ 

And is not virtue in mankind 

The nutriment that feeds the mind; 

Upheld by each good action patt, 

And ftill continued by the lait ? 

Then, who with reafon can pretend 

“That ali effects of virtue end? 
Believe me, Steila, when you fhow 

That true contempt for things below, 

Nor prize your life for other ends | 

"Than merely to oblige your friends; 

Your former ations claim their part; 

And join to fortify your heart. © 

For virtue, in her daily race, 

Like Janus, bears a double face 5 

Looks back with joy where the has gofe,_ 


And therefore goes with courage om; ‘ 
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38, | THE WORKS OF SWIFT. |} 


How to fhine in converiation, 
And with credit fill my ftation 
How to relifh notions high; 
How to live, and how to die. 

But it was decreed by fate--« - 
Mr, Dean, you come too fate. © 
‘Well I know, you can difcern, 

JF am now too old to learn: 
Follies, from my youth inftill’d, 
‘Have my foul entirely fill’d ; 

Jn my head and heart they centre, 
Nor will let your ledons enter. 

Bred a fondting and an, heirefs, 
Dreft like any Lady Mayorefs, 
Cocker'd by the fervants round, 
‘Was too good to touch the ground; 
"Thought the life of every lady 
Should be one continual play-day-«« 
Balls, and mafquerades, and thows, 
‘Viitits, plays, and powder’d beaux. 

‘“Shns you have my cafe at large, 
And may now perorm your charge. 
“Thofe materials [ have furnifh’d, 
‘When by you refin’d and burnifli’d, 
Muit, that ail the world may know ‘em, 
Be redué'd into a poem. : 

But, [ beg, fufpend a while 
‘That same paltry, burlefque Ryle ; 
Drop tor once your confant rule, * 
Turning all to ridicule ; 

‘Teaching others how to ape you; 
Court nor Parliament can 'fcape you + 
‘Treat the public and your friends 
Both alike, while neither mends, 

Sing my praife in ftrain fublime : 
‘Treat me not with dogurel thyme. 
"Tis bat jalt, you thould produce, 
‘With each fault, each fault’s excufe ; 
‘Not to publith every trifle, 

And my few pertectious ftifle, 
‘With fome gifts at leaft endow me, 
Which my very foes allow me. 
Am I fpightful, proud, unjug 2 
Did I ever break my tut? - 
“Which of all our modern dames 
Cenfures lefs, or és defames? 

In good marthers am I faulty ? 

Gan you call me rude or haughty? 
Did Ic'er my mite withhold + 
¥rom the impotent and old ? 
‘When did ever J omit 

Due regard ‘tor men of wit ? 
‘When have I efteem exprefs'd 
For a coxcomb gaily dreis'd ? 

Do T, like she fein: . 

‘Think it wit to fleer and gibe? 
‘Who with lef defigning ends 
Kindlicr entertains their friends ; 


















With good words, and countenance fptightly ; 


Strives to treat them more politely > 
Think not cards my chief divertion : 

*Tis a wrong, unjuft afperfion: ° : 

‘Never knew I any goud in em, 

But todofe my head like daudanum. 

‘We by play, as mey by drinking, 

Pals our nights, to drive out thinking, 

From my ailments give me leifure, ” 


¥ fhali read and think with pleafure 5 


Converfation learn to relifh, 
And with books my mind embellifh. ¢ 
Now, methinks, I hear you cry, 
Mr. Dean, you mutt reply. 
Madam, I allow ’tis true: 
All thefe praifes are your due. 
You, like fome acute philofopher,i 
Every fault have drawn a glois over § 
Placing in the ftrongeft light 
All your virtues to my fight, 
Though you lead a blameless life, 
Are an humble prudent wife, 
Anfwer all domettic ends ; 
What is this to us your friends? 
‘Though your children by a nod 
Stand in awe without a rod; 
Though, by your obliging fway, * 
Servants love you, and obey ; 
Though you treat us with a fmile ; 
Clear your looks, and {mooth your flyle; 
Load our plates from every dith; 
‘This is not the thing we with. 
Colonel may be your debtor ; 
We expect employment better. 
You muft learn, if you would gain us 
With good fenie to entertain us. 
Scholars,when good fenfe defcribing, 
Call it ea/ling and imbiting : 
Metaphoric meat and drink 
Is to underftand and think : 
We may carve for others thus 5 
And let others carve for us: 
To difcourie and to attend, 
and friend. 
Converfation is but carvin. 
Carve for all, yourfelf is ftarving + 
Give no more to every gueft, 
Than he’s able to digett ; 
Give him always of the prime, 
And buta fittle at a time, 
Carve to all but jut enough ; 
Let them neither ftarve nor (tuff: 
And, that you may have your due, _ 
Let your neighbours carve for you. 
This comparifon will hoid, 
Could it well in rhyme be told 
How converfing, lifteoing, thinking, 
Juftly may refemble drinking ; 
For a friend a glafs you fill, 
What is this but to infill ? 
To conclude this iong effay ; 
Pardon, if I difobey : 
Nor, againft my natural vein, 
Treat you in hesoic ftrain. 
}, as ali the parifh knows, 
Hardly can be grave in profes 
Stil to lath, and lafhing finile, 
Ill befits a Juity fyle. 
From the planet of my birth 
J encounter vice with mirth. 
Wicked ininifters of fate 
I can eafier fcorn than hate: 
And I find it anfwers right ; 
Scorn torments them more than fpight. 
All the vices of a court - 
Do but ferve to make me fport. 
Where I in fome foreign treatm, 
iJ Which all vices overwhelm; * 













POEMS” 


Should a monkey wear 2 crown, ‘ * 
Mutt f tremble at his frown ? 

Could { not, through ail his ermine ? 

Spy the ftrutting, chattering vermin? 

Sately write a fmart lampoon, 

To expofe the brifk baboon * ? 

‘When my Mufe officious ventures 
On the nation's reprefenters : . 
Teaching by what golden rules 
Intoknaves they turn their fools : 

How the helm isrul'd by Walpole, 

At whofe oars, like flaves, they ali pull; 
Let the veffel fplit on thelves ; 

With the freight enrich themfelves : 
Safe within my little wherry, 

All their madnefs makes me merry 3 
Like the watermen of Thames, 

I row by, and call thera names ; 

Like the ever-laughing fage, 

In a jeft I {pend my rage 

(Though it mutt be underttood, 

T would hang them, if I could) : 

If I can but fill my nitch, 

T attempt no higher pitch ; 

Leave to D’Anvers and his mate 
Maxims wife to rule the ftate. 
Pultney deep, accomplith'd St. Johns, 
Scourge the villains with a vengeance 
Let me, though the fmell be noifome, 
Strip their bus; let ¢ Caleb hoife em; 
Then apply Alecta’s whip, Z 
‘Vill they wriggle, howl, and fkip. 

Deuce is in you, Mr Dean: 

What can ali this paftion mean? 
Mention courts! you'll ne’er be quiet 
On corruptions running riot. 
End as it befits your flation ; 
Come to ufe and application; 
Nor with fenates keep a ful’, 
Tiubmit ; and antwer thus: 

If the machinations brewing, 
To complete the public ruin, 
Never once could have the power 
‘To affect me half an hour; 
Sooner would I write in bufkins, 
Mournful glegies on ¢ Bluefkins, 
If laugh at Whig and Troy, 

I conclude, a fortiori, 

“All your eloquence will fearce 
Drive me from my favourite farce, 
‘This I muft infift on ; for, as 

Ut is well obferv'd by § Horace, 
Ridicule hath greater power 

‘Fo reform the world, than four. 
Horfes thus, let jockies judge elfe, 
Switches better guide than cudgels. 





* This poem, for an obvious reafon, has been 
mutilated in many editions. : 

+ Caleb D'Anvers was the name affumed by 
Amburft, the oflenfible writer of the Craftfnan. 
‘This unfortunate man was negieed by bis no- 
ble patrons, and died in want and objcurity. — 

t The famous thief, who, whilft on bis triad 
«é the Mild Bailey, flabbed Fonathan Wild. 

§ “fidiculum acri, o.* : nee 


Baftings heavy, dry, obtufe, 
Only dulnefs can produce ; 
While a little gentle jerking . 
Sets the {pirits ail a-working. 

Thus, I find it by experiment, 
Scolding moves you leis than merriment, 
I may ftorm and rage in vain; bs 
it but fupifies your brain. 

But with raillery to nettle, 

Sets your thoughts upon their mettle 5 
Gives imagination fcope ; : 
Never lets the mind elope ; 

Drives out brangling and contention, 
Brings in reafon and invention, || 
For your fake as well as mine, 

I the lofty ftyle decline. 

I fhould make a figure feurvy, 

And your head turn topfy-turvys 

I, who love to have a fling 
Both at fenate-houfe and king ; z 
That they might fome better way tread, 
‘Fo avoid the public hatred; - 
Thought nomethod more commodious, 
Than to show their vices odious; 

Which I chofe to make appear, 

Not by anger, but a fneer. ‘ 
As my method of reforming 

Is by laughing, not by ttorming 

(For my friends have always thought 
Tendernefs my greateft faut) ; 

Would you have me change my ftyle2 
On your faults no longer {mile; * 4 
Bet, to patch up all our quarrels, 
Quote you texts from Plutarch’s Morals + 
Or from Solomon produce 

Maxims teaching Wifdom’s Se ? 

If E treat you like a crown’d-head, 
You have cheap enough compounded ;_ 
Can you put-in higher claims, 

Than the owners of St. James? 

You are not fo great a grievance, 

As the hirelings of St. Stephen’se 

You are of a lower clafs 

Than my friend Sir Robert Brafs., . 
None of these have mercy found; 

T have Jaugh’d, and !ath'd them-round, 

Have you feen a rocket fly ? . 
You would fwear it picrc’d the thy: 
It but reach’d the middle air, 
Burfting into pieces theres 
Thoufand fparkles falling down 
Light on many 2 coxcomb’s crown: 
See what mirth the {port creates ; 
Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 

Thus, fhould I attempt to climb, 
"Treat you in a ftyle fublime, 
Spich a rocket is my mufe : 
Should I lofty numbers choofe, 
Ere I reach’d Parnaflus’ tog, 

I thould burft, and buriting drop ; ° 
All my fire would fall in {craps ; 
Give your head fome gentle raps; 
Only make it imart awhile : 
Then could E forbear to fmile, 
When F found the tingling pain 
Entering warm your frigid brains 
Make you able upgn fight 

Zo decide of wrong and right; 


6s 

"Talk with fenfe whate’er you pleafe on; 

Learn to relifa truth and reafon? 
‘Thus we both thall gain our prize: 

I to laugh, and you grow wife. 


‘A YOUNG LADY’S COMPLAINT, 
Yor the Stay of the DEan in ENcianp. 2726, 


Brow, ye Zephyrs, gentle gales; 
Gently fill the fwelling fails, 
Neptune, with thy trident long, 
Trident three-fork’d, trident tirong 5 
And ye Nereids fair and gay, 
Fairer than the rofe in May, 
Nereids living in deep caves, 
Gentiy waft’d with gentle waves; 
Nereids, Neptune, lull afleep 
Ruffling tlorms, and ruffied deep 3 
‘All around, in pompous fate, 

On this richer Argo wait + 

Aryo, bring my Golden Fleece ; 
Argo, bring him to his Greece, 
Wil Cadenus longer flay ? 

Come, Cadenus, come away ; 

Come with all the haite of love, 
Come unto thy turtle-dove. 

‘The ripen'd cherry on the tree 
Hangs, and only hangs for thee 5 
Lucious peaches, meilow pears,, 
Ceres with her yellow ears, 

And the grape, both red and white, 
Grape infpiring jut delight ; 

“All are ripe, and courting fue . 
"Vo he pluck’d and prefs'd by you. 
Pinks have loft thcig blooming red, 
Mourning hang their drooping head; 
Evdry flower lauguid feems, D 
Wants the colour of thy beams, 
‘Beams of wondrous force and powep, 
Beams reviving every flower. 
Come, Cadenus, blefs once more, 
Biefs again thy native fhore ; 

Blefs again this drooping ifle, 
Make its weeping beauties fimile, 
‘Beauties that thine abfence mourn, 
Beauties wifhing thy return. 

Come, Cadenus, come with hatte, 
Come before the winter’s biaft ; 
Swifter than the ligatning fly ; 

Or J, like Vanefla, die, fe 


A LETTER TO THE DEAN, 


WHEN IN ENGLAND. 1726. 





You will excufe me, I fuppofe, 

For fending rhyme inftead of profe, 
Becaule hot weather makes me lazy, - 
‘To write in metre is more eafy. 

While you are trudging London town, 
I'm ftrolling Dublin up and down 5 
While you converfe with lords and dukes, 
T have their betters here, my books: 
Fix’d in an elbow-chair at‘eale, 

I choofe companions as 1 pleafe. 

. I'd rather have one fingle thelf + 
Than alk my iriends, except yourfelf ; 
For, after all that can be faid, - 
“Our belt acquaintance are the deads 
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While you're in raptures with Fauftina *; 
I'm charm’d at home with our Sheelina. 
While you are ftarving there in ftate, 

I’m cramming here with butchers meat. _ 
You fay, when with thofe lords you dine, 
They treat you with the beft of wine, ~ 
Burgundy, Cyprus, and Tokay ; 

Why fo can we, as well as they. i 

No reafon then, my dear good Deas, © 

But you fhould travel home again. 
What though you may n’t in Ireland hope 
To find fuck folk as Gay and Pope; 

If you with rhymers here would thare 
But half the wit that you can fpare, 

I'd lay twelve eggs, that, in twelve days, 
You'd make a dozen of Popes and Gays. 

Our weather's good, our tky is clear; ~ 

- We've every joy, if you were here ; 

So lofty and fo bright a tky : 
Was never {een by Ireland’s eye! 

I think it fit to let you know, 

This week I fhall to Quilca go; 

‘Vo tee M‘Fayden’s horny brothers 
Firft fuck, and after bull their mothers; 
To fee, alas! my. wither'd trees! 
Vo fee what all the country fees! 

My flunted quicks, my famith’d beeves, ~, 
My fervants fuch a pack of thieves; 

My thatter’d firs, my blafted oaks, 

My houfe in commor to all folks 5 

No cabbage for a fingle fnail, 

My turnips, carrots, parfnips, fail 5 
My no greeen peas, ny few green fprouts; 

My mother always in the pouts ; 

My horfes rid, or gone aftray 5 

My fith all ftol’n, or run aways m 

My mutton Sean, my pullets old, = - 

My poultry ftarv'd, the corn ali fold. 

A man, come now from Quiles, fays, 

“ They'vet ol'n the locks from all your keys.” 
But, what muft fret and vex me more, .~ . 
He fays, “ They ftole the keys before. 

“ They've ftol’n the knives irom all the forks ; 

“ And half the cows from half the fturks.” ~ 
Nay more, the fellow {wears and vows, ; 
“ They've ttoPn the fturks from half the cows:* 
With many more accounts of woe. 

Yet, though the devil be there, I'll goz/ 

‘Twixt you and me, the reafon’s clear, 

Becaufe I've more vexation here. 


PALINODIA. 


ry 
RORACE, BOOK I. ODE XVI. 






















Grear Sir, than Phoebus more divine, 
Whofe verfes far his rays out-fhine, “ 
Look down upon your quondam foe; - 
Oh! let me never write again, 
If e’er I difoblige you, Dean, 
Should you compatiion thow, - 
Take thofe Iambics which I wrote, 
Wheh anger made me piping hot, 


* Signora Fauftina, a famous Htalian fingers , 

} They is the grand thief of the county of Ca- 
van; for whatever is Polen, if you inquire of a 
fervant about it, the anfwer is, Thdy have go- 
“ fen it.” Pa a woe 
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And give them to your cook, “ | By arbitrary power convey her; - 

To finge your fowl, or fave your pate, She ne’er con‘iders why, or where: 

“The next time when you have a feat; Her hands may meddle, feet may wander, 
They'll fave you many a book. Her head is but a mere by-ftander 5 


And all her buftling bat fupplies 
The part of wholefome exercife. 
Thus nature hath refolv'd to pay her 
The cat's nine kives, and eke the care. 
Long may fhe live, and help her friends 
Whene’er it (uits her private ends; 
Domestic bufinefs never mind 
‘Vill coffee has her ftomach lin’d ; 
But, when her breakfatt gives her courage, 
‘Then think on Stella's chicken-porridge ; 
T mean when Tiger * has been ferv’d, 
Or clfe poor Stella may be ftarv’d. 
May Bec have many an evening nap, 


To burn them, you are not content; _ 
I give you then my free confent, 
To fink them in the harbour: 
If not, they’ll ferve to fet of blocks, 
‘To roll on pipes, and twitt in locks; 
So give them to your barber, 
Ox, when you next your phyfic take, 
‘¥muft entreat you then to make 
A proper application ; 
*Tis what I've done myfelf before, 
With Dan's fine thoughts, and many more, 
~ Who gave me provocation. 


‘What cannot mighty anger do? Vith Ti ane ai = 
At makes the ieak the ftrong purfue, Breer oe dabbering in ae aE 
A goole attack afwans; 9 She does not overiet the chair | 
It makes @ woman, tooth and nail, Still be the curious, never hearken 
Her hufband’s hands and face affuil, ‘Yoany ipeech but Tiger's barking! 
While he’s no Jonger man, And when fhe’s in another fcene, 
Though fome, we find, are more difcreet, Stella long dead, but firtt the Dean, 
Before the world are wondrous tweet, May fortune and her coffee get her + 
And let their hufbands hector : Companions that may pleafe her better? 
But, when the world’s afleep, they wake, Whole attcrnoons will fit betide her, 
‘That is the time they choofe to {peak 5 : Nor for neglects or blunders chide her, 
- Witnefs the curtain-ledture. A goodly tet as can be found 
Such was the cafe with you, I find: Of hearty goflips prating round; 
All day you could conceal your mind ; Freth from a wedding or a chriftening, 
__ But when St. Patrick's chimes To teach her ears the art of liftening. 
*-Alwak'd your mafe (my midnight curfe, And pleafe her more to hear them tattle, 
When I engag’d for better for worte), Than the Dean form, or Stella rattle. 
You feolded with your rhymes, Pd her death, ane gentle ods 
* hen Hermes waiting with his r 
Have done! have done! I quit the field ; Shall to Eyfian felds invite her, 


‘To you, as to my wife, I yield : . . 
a fhe muft tee ‘he ech Where there fhall be no cares tofright her’ 


So thall you wear the laurel. crown, 
Win it, and wear it, ‘t's your own; : ON THE COLLAR OF TIGER, 


‘The poet's only riches, 2 
‘eich MRS. DINGLEY’s LaP-poG. 
EC'S BIRTHDAY, Pray fteal me not; I'm Mrs. Dingley's 
NOVEMBER 3. 1726. Whote heart in this four-footed thing’ lies. 


Tats day, dear Béc, is thy nativity ; 
Had Fate a luckier one, the'd give it ye : 


She chofe a thread of greatett length, EPIGRAMS ON WINDOWS. 
And doubly twitted it for ftrength; ; ee 
Nor will be able with her fhears Moft of them written in 1726. 


' To cut it off thefe forty years, - 


‘Then who {ays care will kill a cat ? T. Ow 4 winow ar away, 


” Rebecca fhows they're out in that. We fly from Inszury and wealth, 
for fie, though over-run with care, To hardthips, in purfuit of health ; 
Continues healthy, fat, and fair. From generous wines and coftly fare, ~ 
._ 4s, if the gout fhould fieze the head, And dofing in an eafy chair; 
Doétors pronounce the patient dead ; Purlue the Goddefs Health in vain, 
But, if they can, by all their arts, To find her in a country fcene, 
Eject it-to th’ extremett parts, And every where her footiteps trace, 
‘They give the fick man joy, and praife And fee her marks in every face ; 
The gout, that will proiong his days; And ftill her favourites we meet, 
Rebecca thus I gladly greet, Crowding the roads with naked feet. 
Who drives her cares to hands and feet : But, oh ! fo faintly we purfue, 
For, though philofophers maintain We ne’er can have her in full views 


The limbs are guided by the brain, * - 
Quite contrary Rebecca’s led, . 
Her hangs and fect conduct her head, * ® Mrs. Dingley's favourite lap-dog. 





* 
Ti. AT AN INN IN ENGLAND. 
Tue glafs, by lovers nonfenfe blurr’d, 
Dims and obfcures our fight : 


So when our paffions Love hath ftirr’d, 
It darkens Reafon’s tight. - 


HE Awnotuer. 
"ux church and clergy here no doubt, 
Are very near a-kin; ¢ 
Both weather-beaten are without, 
And empty both within. 


Iv. 

My landlord is civil, 
Bat dear as the d---l : 
¥our pockets grow empty, 
‘With nothing to tempt yes 
‘Ehe wine is fo four, 

_ “Twill give you a cour; 
‘The beer and the ale, 
&re mingled with flale ; 
‘The veal is fuch carriou, 
Adog would be weary.on. 
Al this I’ve felt, 
For I live on a {melt. - 


AT CHESTER. 


‘Vi ANOTHER, TN CHESTER. 


‘Taz walls of this town 

Ave full ofrenown, 

And ftrangers delight to walk round ’em: 
But as for the dwellers, 
Both buyers and fellers, 

For me, you may hang ’em, or drown "em. 


VI, ANoTRER, AT HOLYHEAD*, 
Owertune:! Neptune! mutt I till 
Js Be here detain’d againft my will? 
Es this your juflice when I’m come 
Above two handred miles from home ? 
O'er mountains iteep, o’ce dufty plains, 
‘Half chok'd with duit, half drown’d with rains ; 
Only your goJfhip to implore, cane 
« Tolet me kis your other thore 2 
A boon fo fmall ! but 1 may weep, a 
- ‘While you're, like Baal, faft afleep. 


’ WIE AwoTner, written upon a window where 
there was no writing before. 


‘Tuanxs to my ftars, I once can fee 

A window here from fcribbling free ; 
Here no épnceited coxcombs pafs, 

Yo fcratch their paltry drabs on glafs; 
Nor party-fool is calling names, 

Or dealing crowns to George and James. 


VIL. On feeing verfes written upon windows 
tee te at inns. : ree 
‘Tux fage who faid he fould be proud 
Of windows in his breaft, 
Becauie he ne'er a thought allow’d 
That might not be confelt ; 








® Thefe verfes are figned |—K—, but written 
» anit is prelymed, in Dr. Swift's band, 
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His window feraw!'d by every rakey 
His breaft again would covers, 
And fairly bid fhe devil take 

‘The diamond and the lover. 

























TX. ANorser. 
By Satan taught, all conjurers know 
Your mittrefs in a glais to thow, , 
And you can do as much: 
In this the devil and you agree: 
None e’er made verfes worle than he, 
And thine I fwear are fuch, 


5 


X. ANOTHER, ./ 


Tat love is the devil, I'll prove when requir’d # 
Thofe rhymers abundantly fhow it: 

They {wear that they all by love are infpir’d, 
And the devil’s a daninable poet. 


TO JANUS, ON THE NEW-YEAR’S-DAY 
Two-fac’d Janus, god of Time t 

Be my Pheebus while I rhyme; 

To oblige your crony Swift, 

Bring our dame a new-yeav’s-gifts 
She has got but half a face: 

Janus, fince thou haft a brace, 

| ‘To my lady once be kind ; 

Give her half thy face behind. 

God of Time, if you be wite, 
Look not with your future eyes ; 
What imports thy forward fight 
Well, if you could lofe it quite. 

Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor * ifle’s approaching ruin, 
When thy retrofpedtion vat. 
Sees the glorious ages paft ? 

Happy nation, were we blind, 

Or had only eyes behind ! 

Drown your morals, madam cries, 
Til have none but forward eyes; 
Prudes decay’d about may tack, 
Strain their necks with looking back, 
Give me Time when coming on: 
Who regards him when he’s gone? ~ 
By the Dean though gravely toid, 
New-years help to make me old 5 
Yet I find a new-year’s lace 
Burnifhes an old year’s face 
Give me velvet and quadrille. 

I'll have youth and beauty {till 


A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 
WRITTEN APTER THE NEWS OF THE { XING’S, 
DEATH. 

Ricamony-opss isa houfe with a fmall parr. 
belonging to the crown. It was ufually grant~ 
ed by the Crown for a leafe of two years. The 


Duke of Ormond was the lait“vtho had it, 
‘After his exile, it was given to the Prince of 





* Treiand. ae 

+ George I. who died after a foort ficknefs by 
eating a melon, at Ofnaburg, in bis way to Hans 
over, Fune 11. 1727.---The poem was carrried te 
court, axd read to King George 1. and Queeg 
| Garoline. 
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MARBLE-HILLe 
Kind Riehmond-lodge, the fame to you. 


DESIRE AND POSSESSION, 1727. 


“Eis ftrange, what different thoughts infpire 
In men, Poffeftion and Defire ; a 3 
Think what they with fo great a blefling ; 
So difappointed when poflefling ! 
. A moralift profoundly fage 
(I knew not in what book or page, 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale) 
Related thus the following tale. 
Pofleffion, and Defire his brother, 
But fill at variance with each other, 
Were {cen contending in a race 5 
‘And kept at firft an equal pace: 
>Yis (aid their courfe continued long ; 
For this was adtive, that was ftrong = 
‘Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 
Mifted them many a Jengue about. 
Sedue’d by fome deceiving light, _ 
They take the wrong way for the right 5 
Through flippery by-roads, dark and deep, 
They oiten climb, and often creep. - 
Defire, the fwifter of the two, 
Along the plain like lightning flew; 
Till, entering on a broad highway, 
Where power and titles {catter'd lay, 
He ftrove to pick up all he found, 
‘And by excurfions loft his ground + 
No fooner got, than with difdain 
We threw them on the ground again; 
‘And hafted forward to purlue . 
Freth objects fairer to his view, 
In hope to fpring fome nobler game 5 
Bat all he took was jult the fame: 
Too (cornful now to ftop his pace, 
He {purn’d them in his rival’s face, 
Poffeflion kept the beaten road, 
And gather’d all his brother ftrow’d; 
But overcharg’d, and out of wind, 
"Though ftrong in limbs, he lag ,"d behind. 
~Delire had now the goal in fights 
Tp was a tower of monitrous height, 
Where on the fummit Fortune ttands, 
Acrown ant fceptre in her hands 5 
Feneath, a chit? as deep as hell, 
Where many a bold adventurer fell. 
Delire in rapture £az dawhile, 
“And faw the treacherous goddets fmile ; 
But, as he clim?’d to gtafp the crown, 
She knock’d him with the fceptre down, — 
Hie tumbled in the 8U!Ph profound, 
There domed to Wuitl an exdiels round. | 
4 Was gtown fo great, 


Poffeftion’s lead at, 
He funk beneath the cumberous weignt: 


‘And, as he now expiring. lay, 
Flocks every ominous bit of prey; 
The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 
At once upon his careafe light, 
‘And ftrip his hide, and pick his bones, 
Regardlefs of his dying gt08NS- 

. ON CENSURE. 1727. 


Ye wife, inftruct me to endure 
An evil which admits no cure 5 


Or how this evilcan be borne, > 
Which breeds at once both hate and feorna 
Bare innocence is no fupport, 

When you are try’d in Scandal’s court. 
Stand high in honour, wealth, or wit : 
All others who inferior fit, : 
Conceive themfelves in confcience bound 
‘To join, and drag you to the ground. 
Your altitude offends the eyes 

Of thofe who want the power to rife. 
The world, a willing ftander-by, 
Inclines to aid a {pecious lye ; 

Alas! they would not do you wrong 3 
But all appearances are ftrong ! 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detracting people fay? : 
For let mankind difcharge their tongues’ 
In venom, till they burit their Jungs, 
Their utmoft malice cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger ake; 

Nor fpoil your fhape, difort your face, 

Or put one feature out of place; 

Nor will you find your fortune fink 

By what they fpeak or what they think; 
Nor can ten huadred thoufand lies 

Make you lefs virtuous, learn'd, or wife. . 

The moft effé€tual way to baulk 
Their malice, is---to let them talk. 


THE FURNITURE OF A WOMAN'S MIND 
1727. 


A set of phrafes learnt by rote 5 
A paffion for a fcarlet coat ? 
When at a play,-to laugh, or cry, 
Yet cannot tell the reafon why ; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute 
While all fhe prates has nothing in its 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit, 
And take his nonfenfe all for it ; 
Her learning mounts to read a iong, 
But half the words pronouncing wrong ¢ 
Hath every repartee in ftore 
She {yoke ten thoufand times before 
Can ready compliments fupply 
On all occafions, cut and drys 
Such hatred to a parfon’s gown, 
‘The fight will put her in a fwoon; 
For converfatidn well endued, 
She calls it witty to be rude ; 
‘And, placing raillery in railing, 5 
Will tell alond your greateft failing ; 
Nor make a feruple to expole 
Your bandy leg, or crooked nofe 
Can at her morning tea run o’er 
The feandal of the day before; 
Improving hourly in her silk 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrilles 

In choofing lace, a critic nice, 
Knows to a groat the loweft price 5 
Can in her female clubs difpute, 
What linen beft tlie fiik will fuit, 
What colours each complexion match, 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a moufe creeps in her fight, , 
Can finely counterfeit afright; + 
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So fweetly fereams, if it comes near her, 
She ravifhes all hearts to hear her, 
Can dextroufly her hufband teaze, 
By taking fits whene’er fhe pleafe ; 
By frequent praétice learns the trick 
At proper featons to be fick ; 
Thinks nothing gives one airs fo pretty, 
At once creating love and pity. 
If Molly happens to be carelefs, 
And but negleéts to warm her hair lace, 
She getsa cold as fure as death, 
And vows the fearce can fetch her breath; 
Admires how modeft women can 
Be fo robufliows, like a man. 

Tn party, furious to her power ; 
A bitter Whig, or Tory four ; 
Her arguments directly tend 
Againtt the fide the would defend; » , 
Will prove herfelf a ‘Tory plain, 
From principles the Whigs maintains; 
And to defend the Whig gifh caufe, 
Her topics from the Tories draws. 

O yes! if any man can find 
More virtues in a woman’s mind, 
Let them be fent to Mrs Harding *; 
She'll pay the charges to a ferthing ; 
‘Take notice, the has my comaiflion 
To add them in the next edition; * 
They may out-fell a better thing : 
So, halloo, boys; God fave the king ! 


CLEVER TOM CLINCH GOING TO BE 
HANGED. 1727. 


As clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was 


bawling, [calling, 


Rode ftately through Holbourn to die in his 


He ftopt at the George for a bottle of fack, 

And promis’d to pay for it when he came back. 

His waiftcoat, and ftockings, and breeches, were 
white ; 

His cap had a new cherry riband to tic’t. 

‘The maids to the doors and the balconies ran, 

And faid, “ Lack-a-day! he’s a proper young 
man,” 

But, as from the windows the ladies he fpy’d, 

Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low on each 
fide ; [ery, 

And when bis laft fpeech the ond hawkers did 

He {wore from his cart, “ It was all a damn'd 
“ lies”? 

‘The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee; 

Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his tee : 

‘Then faid, T mutt fpeak to the people a little ; 

But Vil fee you all damn’d before 3 will whittlet. 

My ‘heneft friend Wild { may he long hold his 
plage, 

He lengthen'd my life with a whole year of grace. 

Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid, 

Nor flip this occafion to follow your trade ; 





| * Widow of Yoon Harding, the Drapier's prin- 


ter. 
t A cant word for confefing at the gallows. 
P The noted thief-catcher, 
Newgate! who was hanged for rece 
foods. : 


under-keeper of 





My confcience is clear, and my fpirits are calm, 


And thus I go off'without prayer-book or pfalm 
Then follow the practice of clever ‘Tom Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, and never would finch, 


DR. SWIFT TO MR. POPE, 
WHILE HE WAS WRITING THE DUNCLAD. 


Pore has the talent well to Speak, 
But not to reach the ear; 

His loudett voice is Jow and weak, 
The Dean too deaf to hear. 


Awhile they on each other look, 
Then different ttudies choote 

The Dean fits plodding on a boo $ 
Pope walks, and courts the muie. 


Now backs of letters *, though defign’d 
For thofe who more will need "em, 

Are fill’d with hints, and interlin'd, 
Himfelf can hardly read "em. 


Each atom by fome other ftruck 
Ali turns and motions tries: 
Till, in a lump together ftuck, 
Behold a Poem rife ! ; 


Yet to the Dean his fhare allot; 
He claims it by a canon ; 
That without which a thing is not, 
Is, caufa fine qué non. 
Thus Pope, in vain you boat your wit ; 
For, had our deaf Divine 
Been fer your conver(ation fit, 
You had not writ a line. 


Of Sherlock thus, for preaching fam’d, 
The Sexton reafon’d well ; : 

And juftly half the merit claim’d, 
Becaufe he rang the bell. 


A LOVE POEM FROM A PHYSICIAN 
TO HIS MISTRESS, 


WRITTEN AT LONDON IN THE YEAR 29276 


By poets we are well affurd 

That love, alas! can ne’er be-cur’d: 

A complicated heap of iZ/s, 

Defpifing bolufes and pitts. 

Ah! Chloe, this I find is true, 

Since firft T gave my heart to you. 

Now, by your cruelty hard bound, 

I ftrain my guts, my colon wound. 

Now jealouly my grumbting tripes 
Affauits with grating, grinding gripes. 
When pity in thofe eyes] view. 

My dowels wambling make me /pews 
When I an amorous kifs defign’d, 

I beich’d a hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle figh let fall; 

Remember how I fucé'd it all: . 
What colic pangs from thence I felt, . 
Had you but known, your heart would melt, 





© Anallufionto the fingularity mentioned in 
Advice to the Grub-ftrect Ver. © riters, 1726, 
t The Dean of St. Pauls, Sather to the bifvor 


oo 


Like mfMiing windsin caverns pent, 
“Till Nature pdinted out a vent. 

. How have you torn my heart to pieces 
With maggots, humours, and caprices ! 
By which I got the bamorrboids ; 

And loathfome worms my anus voids. 
‘Whene’er I hear a rival nam'd, 

T feel my body all inflam’d; |, 
Which, breaking out in doi/s and Slanes, 
With yellow jilth my linen ttains ; 

Or, parch'd With unextinguith’d ehirft, 
Small beer I guzele till 1 burft: 

And then I drag a bloated corpus, 
Swell’d with a drop/y, like a porpoife 5 , 
When, if I cannot purge or fale, 

T mutt be tapp’d to filla pave. 


* DEAN SWIFT AT SIR ARTHUR ACHESON’s 
IN THE NORTH OF IRELAND. 


Tre Dean would vifit Market-hill ; 
Our invitation was but flight + 

Tfaid---Why let him, if be will; 
And fo I bade Sir Arthur write. 


FAjs manners would not let him wait, 

veft we fhould think ourfelves neglected 5 
And fo we faw him at our gate 

"Three days before he was expected. 


After a week, a month, a quarter, 
And day fucceeding after day, 
Says not a word of his departure, 
‘Though nota foul would have him ftay. 


T've faid enough to make him blufh, 
Methinks, or elfe the devil’sint; + 
But he cares.not for it a ruth, 
Nor for my life will take the hint. 


But you, my dear, may let him know, 
In civil language, if he ftays, 

How deep and foul the roads may grow, - 
And that he may command the chaile. 


Or you may fay---My wife intends, 
Though I fhould be exceeding proud, 

This winter to invite fome friends ; 
And, Sir, 1 know, you hate a crowd. 


Or, Mr. Dean---I fhould with joy 
Beg you would here continue still ; 
But we mutt go to Aghnacloy *, 
Or Mr. Moote will take it ill. 


The houfe accounts are daily rifing ; 

Se much his ftay doth fwell the bills; 
My deareft Jife, it is furprifing 

How much he eats, how much he fwills. 
His brace of puppies how they ftuff! 

And they muft have three meals a day, 
Yet never think they get enough ; 

His horfes too eat ali our hay. 


Oh! if I could, how I would maul 

His tallow face, and wainfest-paws, 
His beetle-brows, and eyes of wall, 

And make him foon give up the caufe ! 


* The feat of Achefon Moore, Efg. 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


Mutt I be every moment chid 7 
With * Skinny bonia, Snipe, and Lean? 
Oh! that I could but once be rid 
Of this infulting Tyrant Dean! 


ON A VERY OLD GLASS AT MARKET-HILL- 


Frat glafs! thon bear’ that name as well as Ts 
Though none can tell, which of us firt thall dies 


ANSWERED EXTEMPORE BY DK. SWIFT. 


Me only chance can kill; thou, frailer creature, 
May’ft die, like me, by chance ; but muft by na- 
ture. ki 


ON CUTTING DOWN THE OLD THORN 
AT MARKET-HILL t. 


At Market-Hill, as well appears; 
By chronicle of ancient date, 

‘TRere ftood for many hundred years 
A fpacious thorn before the gate. 


Hither came every village maid, 7 
And on the boughs her garland hung; 

And here, beneath the {preading fhade, 
Secure from fatyrs fat and fung. 


Sir Archibald}, that valurous knight, 
‘The lord of all the fruitful plain, 
Would come and liften with delight 5 
For he’ was fond of rural ftrain. 


(Sir Archibald, whofe favourite name 
Shali ftand for ages on record, 

By Scottith bards of higheft fame,? 

~" Wife Hawthorden and Stisling’s lord §.J 


But time with iron teeth, I ween, 

Has canker'd ail its branches round 5 
No fruit or bloffom to be feen, 

Itshead reclining towards the grounds 
This aged, fickly, faplefs thorn, 

Which mut, alas! no longer ftand, 
Behold the crue! Dean in fcorn 

Cuts down with facrilegious hand. 
Dame Nature, when fhe faw the blow, 

Afoniil’d, gave a dreadful hriek 5 
And mother Tellus trembled fo, 

She fcarce recover'd in a week. 








® The Dean ufed to call Lady Achefon by thofe 
names. 

+ A village near the feat of Sir Arthur Ache- 
fon, where the Dean' fometines made along vifit. 
‘The tree, which was a remarkable one, was much 
admired by the knight. Yet the Dean, Yn one 0) 
bis unaccountable humours, gave direftions for 
cutting it down in the abfence of Sir Arthur, who 
awas of courfe bighly incenfed, nor would fee 
Swift for fome time after. By way of making bit 
peace, the Dean wrote this poem; which bad the 
defired ef. 

} Sir Archibald Achefon, fecretary of flate for 
Scotland. . 

§ Drummond of Hawthornden, and Sir Wile 
Ham Alexander Earl of Stirling, who were bath 
friends ta Sir Archibald, and famoys for thein 
poetry. re 


POEMs. 


The fylvan powers, with fear perplex’d, 
In prudence and compaffion, fent 

(For none could teil whofe turn was next) 
Sad omens of the dire event. 

The magpie, lightirig on the ftack, 
Stood chattering with inceffant din; 

And with her beak gave many a knock, 
To roufe and warn the nymph within. 


‘The owl forefaw, in penfive mood, 
The ruin of her ancient feat ; 

And fled in hafte, with all her brood, 
To feek a more fecure retreat. 


Laft trolled forth the gentle fwine, 
Po eafe her itch againtt the ftump, 
And difmally was heard to whine, 
All as the fcrubb‘d her meafly rump. 


The nymph who dwells in every tree, 
(if all be true that poets chant) 
Condemn'd by Fate’s fupreme decree, 
Mutt die with her expiring plant. 
Thus, when the gentle Spina found 

The thorn commitzed to her care 
Receiv’d its laft and deadly wound, 

She fled, and vanifh’d into air. 
But from the root a difmal groan 
 Firtt iffuing (truck the murderer's ears; 
And, in a fhrill revengeful tone, 

This prophecy he trembling hears: 


.“ Thou chief contriver of my fall, 


“ Relentlefs Dean, to mifchief born ; 
My kindred oft’ thine hide fhalt gall, 
“ Thy gown and caflock oft’ be torn. 


“ And thy confederate dame, who brags 
“ That the condemn’d me to the fire, * 
Shall rend her petticoats to rags, 

“ And wound her legs with every brier, 


© Nor thou, lord Arthur *, halt efcape; 
“ To thee I often call’d in vain, - 
 Againft that affuflin in crapes 
“ Yet thou couldft tamely fee me lain. - 
“ Nor, when I.felt the dreadful blow, 
“ Orchid the Dean, or pinch’d thy {poule ; 
“ Since you could fee me treated fo 7 
* (An old retainer to your houfe)s 
“ May that fell Dean, by whofe command 
* Was form'd this Macbiavilian plot, 
“ Not leave a thiftle on thy land; 
“ Then ~vho will own thee for a Scot ? 
© Pigs and fanatics, cows, apd teagues, 
“ Through all thy empire J foretee, 
“ To tear thy hedges, join in leagues, 
«“ Sworn to revenge my thorn and me, 
“ And now, the wretch ordain’d by fate, 
“ Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown, 
“ With hatchet blunter than thy pate, 
“ To hack my hallow'd timber down; 
“ When thou, fufpended high in air, 
“ Dy'ft on 2 more ignoble tree 
“ (For thou fhalt fteal thy landlord’s mare), 
“ Then, bloody caitif! think on me. 


“ 


a“ 





* Sir Arthur Athefon, 
Vor. TX, 





37 
CANTATA #. 
In harmony would you excel, 
Suit your words to your mufic well; 
For Pegatus runs every race = 
By galloping high, or level pace, 
Or ambling, or tweet Canterbury, 
Or with a down, a high down derry. 
No victory he ever got 
By joggling, joggling, joggling trot; 
No Mute harmonious entertains 
Rough, roiftering, ruflic, roaring ftrains. - 
Nor thall you twine the crackling bays 
By {neaking, fniveling roundelays. : 

Now flowly move yaur fiddle-ttick ; 

Now, tantan, tantantivi, quick; ~ : 
Now trembling, hhivering, quivering,quaking, 
Set hoping hearts of lovers aching. , 
Fiy, fly, above the fky, 


Ramblirg, gambling, trolloping, lolloping, gal- 


loping. 
Now fweep, fweep the deep. 
See Celia, Celia dics, 
While true lovers’ eyes 
Weeping fleep, Sleeping weep, 
Weeping ficep, Bo peep, bo peep. 


EPITAPH. 


AT BERKELEY, GLOUCESTERSHIRE, 


Here lies the Earl of Suffolk’s fool, 


Men call'd him Dicky Pearce ; 


His folly ferv'd to make folks laugh, 


When wit and mirth were fcarce: 


Poor Dick, alas! is dead and gone, 


What fignifies to cry ? 


Dickys enough are (till behind, © 


To laugh at by and by. , 
Buried June 18, 1728; aged 63. 
4 


MY LADY'S} LAMENTATION AND COM. 


PLAINT AGAINST THE DEAN. - 
July 28. 1728. 


Sure never man did fee" 
A wretch like poor Nancy, 





“.This Cantata is printed with the mufic in alt 


the Loudon editions of Swift. Dr. Beattie, after 
cenfuring the prodice of what he calls “ illicit 


‘ 


‘ 


“« 


imitation,” obferves, that “ this abufe of a nom 
ble art did not efcape the fatire of Swift ; who, 
though deaf to the charms of mufic, was not 
blind to the abfurdity of muficians. He recom~ 
mended it to Dr. Echlin, an ingenicus gentle» 
man of Ireland, to compofe a Cantata in ris 
dicule of this pucrile mimicry. Here we have 
motions imitated, which are the mof inhar= 
monious, and founds the moft unmuficat.---In @ 
word, Swift's Cantata may convince any pere 


“ for, that mufic, if only imitative, would be 


ridiculous.” 


} Lady Achefon. 


cu FRE WORKS OF SWIFT 


So teastd day and night 
By a Dean and a Kni, 
‘To punifh my fins, 
* Sir Arthur begins, 
And gives me a wipe 
With Skinny and Snipe: 
‘His malice is plain, 7 
Hallooing the Dean. 
‘The Dean never {tops 
‘When he opens his chops; : 
Im quite over-ran 
With rebus and pan. e 
Before he came here 
"To fpunge for good cheer, 
3 fate with delight ‘ 
From morning till night, 
With two bony thumbs 
Could rub my old gums, 
(Or icratching my nofe, ' 
«And jogging my toes; 
But at preient, forfooth, 
4 mutt not rab tooth, ' 
‘When my elbows he fees 
Held up by my knees, 
My arms, like two props, 
Supporting my chops, 
And jutt as 1 handle ‘emi 
Moving alt like a pendulum; 
He trips up my props, 2 
And down my chin drops, 
From my head to my heels, 
Like a clock without wheels 
Tfink in the fpleen,> i 
An ufelefs machiné, : 
‘ Tfhe had his will, 
Y thould never fit till : 
He comes with his whims, 
Ymuk move my limbs; ' 
I cannot be fweet 
Without ufing my feet 3° 
“To lengthen my breath, “ 
He tires me'to death, 
By the wort st all (quires, 
‘Through dog 
Where a cow wonld be ttartied, * 
° ['m in fpite of my heart ted; * 
And, fay what f will, 4 
Haul’d up every hill; 
“Till, daggled and tatter “d, 
My {pints quite thatter’d,» 
Vreturn home at night, | 
‘And faft, oat of fpite : 
For I'd rather be dead, 
‘Than it’e’er fhould be faid, 
Twas better for him ‘ 
in flomach or limb. 
> But now to my diets 
Noeating in quiet, > 
He’s frill finding fault, 
“Loo fobe or too falts : 
“The wing of a chick 
. Dhardly can pick; 
‘But trash without meafurp . 
3 fwallow with pleafure.’ * 
Next for his diverfion 
“He vails at my perfons 
What court-breeding is this } 
He takes mye to pieces: ~~ 
1s ae et 





te 





sand through briers, 


From thoulder to flanig 
Tm lean and am lank; 
My nofe, long and thin, 
Grows down to my chin 
My chin witl not ftay, 
But meets it half way $ 
My fingers, prolix, 
Are ten crooked fticks: 
He {wears my e!---bows, 
Are two iron crows, 
Or tharp-pointed rocks, 
And wear out my fmocks +. 
To.'fcape them, Sir Arthur 
Is forc’d tolie farther, ¢ 
Or his fides they would gore 
Like the tafk of a boar. 
Now, changing the fceng, 
But ftill to the Dean: 
He loves tobe bitter at 
A lady illiterate ; 
If he fees her but once, 
He'll fweat he’s a dunce 5 
Can tell by her looks 
A hater of books ; 
Through each live of her face 
Her folly can trace ; 
Which fpoils every feature 
Beftow’d her by nature ; 
But fenfe gives a grace 
‘To thé homeliett face: 
Wile books and reflection * 
Wi mend ‘the complection; 
{A civil Divine ! 
T fuppofe, ‘meaning mine) { 
No lady wha wants them 
Can ever be handfome. 
T guefs well enough 
‘What he means by this ftuff ; 
He haws and he hums, 
At laft out it comes: 
What, Madam ! No walking, 
No reading, nor talking '? 
You ‘re now in your prime, 
Make ufe of your time. ° 
Confidér, before 
You come to threefcore, 
How the huffies will fleer. 
Where’er you appear: 
“ That filly old pufs 
Would fain be like us, 
What a figure fhe made 
In her tarnih’d brocade !? 
And then he grows mild s 
Come, be a good child: * 
Ifyou areinclin’d » 
To polifh your mind, 
Be ador’d by the men 
“fill threefcore and ten, 
And kill with the {pleen 
The jades of fixteen; 
I 7tl thow you the wayz 
j Read fix hours a day. 
The wits will frequent ye, 
And think you but twenty. - 
Thus was I drawn in; 
Forgive me my fin. 
At breakfaft he'll af 
| A account of, may talks 









































Puta word out of joint, 
Or mifs but a point, 
He rages and frets, 
His manners forgets 
And, as Iam ferious, 
Is very imperiops. 
No book for delight 
Mutt come in my fight ; 
But, inftead of new plays, 
Dull Bacon’s Effays, 
And pore every day on 
‘That nafty Pantheon. 
If Ube not 2 drudge, 
Let all-the world judge. 
*Twere better be blind, 
Than thus be confin’d, 
But, while in an ill tone, 
I murder poor Milton, 
‘The Dean, you will fweag, 
Ts at ftudy or prayer. 
He's all the day fauntering, 
‘With labourers bantering, 
Among his colleagues, 
A parcel of Teagnes, 
(Whom he brings in among us, 
And bribes with munduagus). 
Hail fellow, well met, 
All dirty and wet: 
Find out, if you can, 
‘Who's mafter, who ’s man; 
Who makes the bett figure, 
The Dean or the digger; 
And which is the bet 
At cracking a jet. 
How proudly he talks 
Of zigzags and walks ; 
And all the day raves 
Of cradles and caves; 
And boafts of his feats, 
His grottos and feats; 
Shows all his gew-gaws, 
And gapes for applaufe ; 
A fine occupation 
For one in his ftation ! 
A hole where a rabbit 
Would fcorn to inhabit, 
Doug out in an hour; 
He calls it a bower. 
But, oh ! how we laugh 
To fee a wild calf - 
Come, driven by heat, 
And foul the green feat ; 
Or ran helter-skelter 
‘To his arbor, for fhelter, 
Where all goes to ruin 
The Dean has been doing : 
‘The girls of the village 
Come flocking for pillage, 
Pull down the fine briars 
And thorns, to make fires ; 
But yet are fo kind 
To leave fomething behind : 
‘No more need be faid on *t, 
T fmell when I tread on *t. 
Dear friend, doctor Jenny, 
41 could but wingye, 
Or Walmfley or Whaley, 
‘Fo come hither daily, 


POEM s . 
| Since Fortune, my foe, 


‘Will needs have it fo, 

That I ‘m, by her frowns, 
Condemn‘d to black gowns; 
No fquire to be found 7 
The neighbourhood round 
(For, under the rofe, 

T would rather choote thofe} 5 
If your wives will permit ye, 
Come here, out of pity, . 
To eafe a poor lady, 

And beg her a play-day. 

So may you be feen 

No more in the fpleen 4 

May Waimfley give wine, 
Like a hearty divine! 

May Whaley difgrace 

Dull Daniel’s whey-face{ 
And may your three {poufes 
Let you lie at friends’ houles4 


A PASTORAL DIALOGUR, 1728. 
DERMOT. SHEELAH. 


A nymop and fwain, Sheelah and Dermot hight, 
Who wont to weed the court of * Gosford Knights 
While each with ftubbed knife remov’d the rooks, 
That rais’d between che ftones their daily Qunvteg, 
As at their work they fate in counterview, 
With mutual beauty {mit, their paflion grew. 
Sing, heavenly Mule, in {weetly flowing ftrain 
The foft endearments of the nymph and fwain. 
DERMOT. 
My dove to Sheelah is more firmly fixt, 
Than ftrongeft weeds that grow thefe ftanes bey 
twixts 
My fpud thefe nettles from the fhenes can part ; 
No knife fo keen to weed thee.from my heart.” 
SHEELAS. : 
My love for gentle Dermot faiter grows, 
Than yon tall dock that rifes to thy nofe. 
Cut down the dock, ‘twill {prout again: but ohf 
Love rooted out, again will never grow. 
DERMOT. 
No more that brier thy tender leg fhall rake 
(I fpare the thittles for Str Arthur’s + fake). 
Sharp are the ftones ; take thou this rufhy mat; 
The hardeft bum wili bruife with fitting fquat. 
SHEELAH. 
Thy breeches, torn behind, ftand gaping wides 
This petticoat fhail fave thy dear backfide : 
Nor need i blufh; although you feel it wet, 
Dermot, I vow, "tis nothing elfe but fweat. 
DERMOT, 
At an old flubborn root I chanc'd to tug, 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug = 
A longer ha’porth never did I fee ; 
This, deareft Sheelah, thou fhalt fhare with Me 
SHEELAH, - 
In at the pantry-door this morn I flipt, 
And from the thelf a charming cruft I whipt: 
} Dennis was out, and I got hither fafe; 
And thou, my dear, fhalt have the bigger half, 


* Sir Arthur Achefon. 
+ Who was a great lover of Scotland, 
} Sir Arthur's butler. 

Gi 


be 


Be 
DERMOT, 
When you faw Tady at long-bullets play, 
You fate and lous’d him alla fun-thine day. 
How could you, Sheelah, liften to his tales, 
Or crack fuch lice as his betwixt your nails? 
SHEELAH. 
‘When you with Onah ftood behind a ditch, 
I peep’d, and faw you kifs the dirty bitch, 
Dermot, how could you touch thefe nafty fluts? 
Talmoft with’d this fpud were in your guts. 
DERMOT. 
Hf Onah once I kifs’d, forbear to chide ; 
Her aunt’s my goflip by my father’s fide : 
* But, if I ever touch her lips again, 
May I be doom’d for life to weed in rain ! 
SHEELA. 
Dermot, I fwear, though Tady’s locks could 
hold « 
Ten thoufand lice, and every loufe was gold ; 
im oa my lap you never more fha!l fee ; 
Or may I lofe my weeding knife---and thee ! 
DERMOT. 
Oh, could I earn for thee, my lovely lafs, 
A pair of * brogués to bear thee dry to mafs! 
But fee, where Norah with the fowins comes-—= 
“Then let ys rife, and reft our weary bums, 


ON THE FIVE LADIES AT SOT’S-HOLE t, 
WITH THE DOCTOR } AT THEIR HEAD. 
NN. B. The ladies treated the Doétor. 


Sent as from an Orrrcer in the ARMY. 


Farr ladies, number five, 

Who, in your merry freaks, 
With little Tom contrive 

To feaft on ale and fteaks ; 
While he fits by a-grinning, 

‘To fee you fafe in Sot’s-hole, 
Set-up with greay linen, 

And neither mugs nor pots whole : 
Alas! [never thought 

A prieft would pleafe your palate; 
Befides, PM hold a groat, 

He'll put you in a ballad ; 


Where I fhall fee your faces 
On paper daub’d fo foul, 
They'll be no more like Graces, 
‘Than Venus like an owl. 


And we fall take you rather 
To be a midnight pack 

Of witches met together, 
With Beelzebub in black. 

It fills my heart with woe, 
To think, fuch ladies fine 

Shall be reduc’d fo low 

* To treat a dull divine. 





* Shoes with flat low beets. 


t An ateboufe in Dublin, famous for beef- 
Sgaks, 


$ Dr. Thomas Sheridan. 
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THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


Be by a parfon cheated ! 

Had you been cunning ftagers, 
You might yourfelves be treated 

By captains and by majors. 
See how corruption grows, 

While mothers, daughters, aunts, 
Inftead of powder'd beaux, 

From pulpits choofe gallants ! 
Tf we, who wear our wigs 

With fan-tail and with {nake, 
Are bubbled thus by prigs; 

Z---ds! who would be a rake ? 


Had I a heart to fight, 
T'd knock the Doétor down : 
Or could I read or write, 
Egad! I'd wear a gown. 
Then leave him to his birch *; 
And at the Roie on Sunday, 
The parfon fafe at church, 
Til treat you with burgundy. 


THE FIVE LADIES’ ANSWER TO THE 
BEAU. 


WITH THE WIG AND WINGS AT HIS HEAD; 


You little feribbling beau, 

What damon made you write? 
Becauie to write you know 

As much as you can fight, 
For compliment fo fcurvy, 

I with we had you here ; 
We'd turn you topfy-turvy 

Into a mug of beer. 
You thought to make a farce on 

The man and place we chole; 
We're fure a fingle parfon 

Is worth an hundred beaux. 
And you would make us vafals, 

Good Mr. Wig and Wings, 
To filver-clocks and taffels ; 

You would, you Thing of Things! 
Becaufe around your cane 

A ting of diamonds is fet ; 
And you, in fome bye-lane, 

Have gain’d a paltry grizette 
Shall we, of fenfe refin’d, 

Your trifling nonferfe bear, 
As noify as the wind, 

As empty asthe air? 


We hate your empty prattle ; 
And vow and {wear ’tis true, 
There's more in one child's rattle 

Than twenty fops like you. 


THE BEAU’S REPLY 
TO THE FIVE LADIES’ ANSWER. 


Way, how now, dapper Black ! 
Tfmell your gown and caffock, 


* Dr. Sheridan was a fehoot-mafter. 


FOEMS. 


As flrong upon your back; : 
As Tifdall * fmeliswf a fock. 
To write fuch feurvy ftuff! 
Fine ladies never do’t ; 
I know you well enough, 
And eke your cloven foot. 


Fine ladies, when they write, * 
Nor (cold, nor keep a fplutter: 
Their veries give delight, 
5 (oft and fweet as butter, 
» But Satan nevor faw 
Such haggard lines as thefe 
They flick athwart my maw, 
As bad as Suffolk-cheefe. 


THE JOURNAL 
OF A MODERN LADY. 


Ina Letter to a Perfon of Quatity. 
. 


1728. 


Sir, 


Ir was a moft unfriendly part 
In you, who ought to know my heart, 
. Are well acquainted with my zeal 
For all the female commonweal— 
How could it come into your mind 
To pitch on me, of all mankind, 
Againg the fex to write a fatire, 
And brand me for a woman-hater? 
On me, who think them all fo fair, 
* They rival Venus to a hair ; 
Their virtues never ceas’d to fing, 
~ Since firt I learn’d to tune a ftring ? 
Methinks [hear the ladies cry, 
‘Will he his character belie ? 
Muft never our misfortunes end ? 
And have we loft our only friend ? 
Ah, lovely nymphs, remove your fears, 
No more let fall thofe precious tears, 
Sooner fhall, &c. 
[Here feveral verfes are omitted.] 
The hound be hunted by the hare, 
‘Than I turn rebel to the fair. 
"Twas you engag’d me firft to write, 
‘Then gave the fubject aut of fpite 
The journal of a modern dame 
Is by my promife what you claim. 
My word is paft, F muft fubmit ; 
And yet perhaps you may be bit. 
I but tranfembe ; for not a line 
Of all the fatire shall be mine. 
» Compeli’d by you to tag ia rhymes 
\ ‘The common flanders of the times; 
: Of modern times, the guilt is yours, 
And me my innocence fecures. 
» Unwilling mufe, begin thy lay, 
> The annals of a female day. : 
By nature turn’d to play the take well ” 
(As we fhall fhow you in the fequel), 
‘Uhe modern dame is wak’d by noon 
(Some authors fay, not quite fo foon), 
Becaule, though fore againft her will, 
She tate all night up at quadrille, 





* A clergyman in the north of England, who 
had made propojals of marriage to Stel 


or 5 
She ftretches, gapes, unglues her eye}, 
And afks if it be time to rife; . 
Of head-ach and the f{pleen complains; 
And then, to cool her heated brains, 
Her night-gown and her flippers brought her, 
‘Takes a large dram of citron-water. | 
Then to her glais; and, “ Betty, pray 
“ Don’t I louk frightfully to-day? 
“ But was it not confounded hard ? 
“ Well, if I ever touch a card! 
“ Four mattadores, and lofe codille ! . 
“© Depend upon ’t, I never will. 
“ But run to ‘fom, and bid him fix 
“ The ladies here to-night by fix.” 
“ Madam, the goldfmith waits below ; ° 
“ He fays, his bufinels is to know 
“TE you'll redeem the filver cup J 
“« He keeps in pewn?"—* Firlts fhow him up."# 
“ Your dreffing-plate he “Il be content , 
“ To take, for interett cent. per cent. 
“ And, Madam, there's my lady Spade 
“ Hath fent this letter by her maid.” 
“ Well, I remember what the won; 
“ And hath the fent fo foon to dun? 
“ Here, aarry down thofe ten piltoles, 
“ My hufband left to pay for coals: 


he 


|“ Ithank my ftars, they all are light ; 


“ And I may have revenge to-night.” 

Now, loitering o’er her tea and cream, © 

She enters on her ufual theme ; 

Her Jatt night's ill fuccefs repeats, 

Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats: 

“ She flipt /padilio in her breatt, 

“ Then thought to turn it to a jeft: 

“ There ’s Mrs. Cut and fhe combine, 

“ And to each other give the fign.” 

Through every game purfues her tale} 

Like hunters o’er their evening ale. 
Now to another fcene give place : 

Enter the folks with filks and lace: 

Freth matter for a world of chat, 

Right Indian this, right Mechlin that ¢ 

“ Obferve this pattern; there ’s a ftuits 

“ Tcan have cuftomers enough. 

“ Dear madam, you are grown fo hards 

This lace is worth twelve pounds a yards 

“ Madam, if there be truth in man, 

“ Tnever fold fo cheap a fan.” 

This bufinefs of importance o'er, 

And madam almoft drefs’d by four; 

The footman, in his ufual phrafe, 

Comes up with, * Madam, dinner ftays.™ 

She anfwers,in her ufual ftyle, 

“ The cook muit keep it back awhile: 

“ T never can have time to drefs 

“* (No woman breathing takes up lefs) 

«“ Tm hurried fo, it makes me fick; 

“ [with the dinner at Old Nick."* 

At table now the ats her part, 

Has all the dinner cant by heart: 

“ T thought we were to dine alone, 

“ My dear; for fure, if I had known 

“ This company would come to day=u 

“ But really ’tis my {poufe’s way ! 

“ He ’s fo unkind, he never fends 

“ To tell when he invites his friends: 

“ T with ye may but have enough !” 


| And while with all this paltry ituff 


@ ij 


hon tHE WORKS OF swIfT. 


‘She fits tormenting every gueft, 
Nor gives her tongué. one moinent’s reft, 
In phrafes batter’d, ftale, and trite, 
Which modern ladies call polite ; 

‘ou fee the booby hutband fit 

in admiration at her wit. 

But let me now awhile furvey 
@ur madam o’er her evening-tea 5 
Surrounded with her noify clans 
‘Of prudes, coquettes, and harridans ; 
‘When, frighted at the clamorous crew, 
Away the God of Silence flew, 
And fair difcretion left the place, 
And modefty with blufhing face :, 
‘Now enters overweening pride, 
And fcandal ever gaping wide ; 
Hypocrily with frown fevere, 
Gcurrility with gibing air; 

“Rude laughter feeming like to burft, 
“And maliee always judging wortt ; 
And vanity with pocket-glafs, 
~And impudence with front of brats; 
And ftudy’d affeftation came, 

Each limb and fentute out of frame ; 
“While ignorance, with brain of lead, 
Flew hovering o'er each female head. 

' Why fhould I afk of thee, my Mufe, 
wAn hundred tongues, as poets ufe, 
"When, to give every dare her due, 

An hundred thoufand were too few ? 

“Or how thall I; alas, relate 
"The fum of all their fenfelefs prate, 
“Their innuendos, hints, and flanders, 
“Theig micanings lewd, and double entendres? 
Now comes the general icandal-charge ; 
,What fome invent, the reft enlarge ; 
And, “ Madam, if it be a lie, 

“* You have the tale as cheap asI: 

_“ Imuft conceal my author's name ; 

* But now ‘tis known to common fame.” 
Say, foolith females, bold and blind, 

Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 

«Are you on vices moft fevere, 

“Wherein yourfelves have preateft thare? 

Thusevery fool herfelf déludes ; 

‘The prades conden the abfent prides : 
Mopfa, who ftinks ker fpoufe to death, 
Accufes Chloe's tainted breath ; 
Jens, rank with fweat, prefumes 

'o. cenfure Phyllis for perfumes ; 
‘While crooked Cynthia, fneering, fays, 
“That Florimel wears iron ftays: 
Chloe, of every coxcomb jealous, 
Admires how girls ean talk with fellows; 
And, full of indignation, frets, 
“That women fhould be fuch coquettes = 
Iris, for fcandal moft notorious, 
Cries, * Lord, the world is fo cenforious |” 
And Rufa, with her combs of lead, 
"Whitfpers that Sappho’s hair is red : 
Auta, whofe tongue you hcar a mile hence, 

» Takes half a day in praife of filence: 

And Sylvia full af inward guilt, 
Calls Amoret an errant jilt. 

Now voices over voices tite, 
While each to be the loudeft vies: 
They contradidt, affirm, difpute, 
No fingle tongue one moment mate; 


[ All mad to fpeak, and none te bearken, 
They fet the very lap-dog basking ; 
‘Their chattering makes 2 in 
Than fifh-wives o’et a cup of gin: 
Not fchool-boys at a barring-out 
Rais’d ever fuch inceffant rout: 
The jumbling particles of matter 
In chaos made not fuch a clatter; 
Far lefs the rabble roar and rail, 
When drunk with four election-ale. 
Nor do they truft their tongues aloney 
But {peak a language of their own; 
Can read a nod, a fhrug. a look, 
Far better than a printed book ; 
Convey a libel in a frown, 
And wink a reputation down ; 
Or, by the toffing of the fan, 
Defcribe the lady and the man. 
But fee, the female club difbands, 
Each twenty vifits on her hands. 
Now all alone poor madam fits 
In vapours and hyfterig fits = 
* And was not Tom this morning fent? 
“ Td lay.my life he never went + 
“« Paft fix, and not a living foul ! 
Lies | might by this have won a vole.” 
A dreadful interval of fpleen! 
How fuall we pafs the time betrveen ? 
“ Here, Betty, et me take my drops; 
* And feel my pulfe, I know it ftops : 
“ This head of mine, Lord, how it fwims! 
“ And fuch a pain in all my limbs !* 
“ Dear madam, try to take a nap."—~ 
But now they hear a footman’s rap: 
“* Go, run and light the ladies up: 
“ It mukt be one befure we tup.” 
The table, cards, and counters, fet, 
And all the gamefter-ladiés met, 
Her fpleen and fits recover’d quite, 
Our madam can fit up all night : 
“ Whoever comes, I ’m not wit! 
Quadrille’s the word, and {0 begin. 
‘How can the mufe her aid impart, 
Unfkill’d in all the terms of art ? 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the thuffle, and the cut? 
The fuperftitions whims relate, * 
That fill a female gamefter’s pate ? 
What agony of foul the feels 
To fee a knave's inverted heelst 
She draws up card by card, to find 
Good fortune peeping from behind; _ 
‘With panting heart, and earneft eyes, 
In hope to fee fpaditio rife : 
In vain, alas! her hope is fed; 
She draws an ace, and fees it red 5 
In ready coumers never pays, 
But pawns her fnuff-bos, rings, and keys; 
Ever with fome new fancy ftruck, 
Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 
“ This morning, when the parfox came, 
I faid I fhould not win a game. 
This odious chair, how camel ftuck in ’t? 
“ I think I riever had good luck in ’t. 
I'm fo unealy in my ftays ; 
Your fan a moment, if you pleafe. 
Stand further, girl, or get you gone > 
* T always lofe when you look on." 
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Lord ! madam, yost have loft codslle = 
I never faw you play fo ill,’* 
Nay, madam, give me leave to fay, 
*Twas you that threw the game away? 
When lady Trickfey play’d a four, 
You took it with a mattadore ; 
* FE faw you touch your wedding-ring 
“ Before my lady cail’d a king; 
“ You fpoke a word began with H, 
* And I know whom you meant to teach, 
“* Becaufe you held the king of hearts; 
~“ Fie, madam, leave thefe little arts.” 
“ That 's not fo bad as one that rubs 
Her chair, to call the king of clubs; 
And makes her partner underftand 
“ A mattadore is in her hand,” 
“ Madam, you have ho caufe to flounce; 
“ I fwear I faw you thrice tenounce;” 
“ And truly, madam, I know when, 
“ Inftead of-five, you fcor'd me teri. 
“* Spadilio here has got a mark ; 
“ A child may know it in the dark: 
“ T gueft the hand: it feldom fails: P 
“* I with (ome folks would pair their nails.” 
While thus they rail, and fold, and ftorm, 
It pafles but for common form : 
But, confcious that they all fpeak true; 
And give each other but their due; 
It never interrupts the game, 
Or mtakes them fenfible of thame. 
‘The time tao precious now te wafte; 
‘The supper gobbled up in hatte ; 
Again atreih to cards they run, 
As if they had but jut begun. 
But I thali not again repeat, 
How oft’ they fquabble, fnacl, and cheat: 
At laft they hear the watchmen knock, 
“A frofty morn—paft four o'clock.” 
The chairmen are not to be found, 
“ Come, let us play the other rourd.” 
Now all in hatte they huddle on 
‘Their hoods, their cloaks, and get them gone; 
But, firtt, the winner mutt invite 
‘The company to-morrow night. 
Unlucky madam, left in tears 
(Who now again quadrille forfwears), 
With empty purfe, and aching head, 
Steals to her fleeping {poufe ta bed. 


« 
“« 


A DIALOGUE 
BITWEEN MAD MULLINIX® AND TIMOTHY. 
:. 1728, 


MT own, 'tis not my bread and butter 5 
But prythee, Tim, why all this clutter ? 
- Why ever in thefe Taging fits, 
Damning to hell rhe Jacobites ? 
When, if you fearch the kiagdom round, 
‘There's hardly twenty to be found ; 
Wo, not among the briefts and friars. 
T. *Twixt you and me, G--!d-.n the liars | 
MM. The Tories are gone every mano’er 
‘To our illuftrions houfe of Hanover ; 





° A fGitious name. See the biflany of this 
Boe in the“ Jntelligencer,” No. Vil. 


Was then embarking at Avignon } 





From all their conduct this is plain ; 
And then— 
T. G-— d—-n the liars again ! 
Did not an earl but lately vote, 
To bring in (I could cut his throat) 
Our whole accounts of public debts? 
©. Lord! how this frothy coxeomb frets { 


[4fide.) ' 





. Did not.an able ttatefman bithop 
This dangerous horrid motion dith-up 
As popifh craft? did he not rail on't ? 
Show fire and faggot in the tail ont ? 
Proving the earl a great offender, 

And in a plot for the Pretender; 
Whofe fleet, *tis all our friends opinion, 


[4 few dult lines are bere pi fely ottsittad:) 
4. Vhefe wrangling jars of Whig and Tory - 
Are ftale and worn as Troy.town flory: ae 
The wrong, ’tis certain, you were both it, 
And now you find you fought for nothing. 
Your faction, when their ganie was new, 
Might want fuch noify fools as you; 
But you, when all the thow is paft, 
Refolve to ftand it out the laft; 
Like Martin Marrall ¢, gaping on, 
Not minding when the fong is done. 
When all the dees are gone to fettle, 
You clatter ftill your brageh kattle, 
The leaders whom you lifted udder 
Have dropt their arms, and feiz’d the plunder 
And when the war is paft, you come 
To rattle in their ears your drum; 
And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Therfites (he was your relation) 
Was more abhorr’d and feotn’d by thofe 
With whom he ferv’d; than by his foes ; 
So thou art grown the deteftation 
Of all thy party through the nation ; 
Thy peevith and perpetual teafing 
With plots, and Jacobites, and treafon, * 
Thy bufy, never-meaning face, 
Thy-ferew’d-up front, thy ftate-grimace, 
Thy formal nods, important 
Thy whifperings foitted in all-ears, 
(Which are, whatever you taiy think, 
But nonfenfe wrapt up in a ftink), 
Have made thy ptefence, ina true fenfe, 
To thy own fide fo d-~n'd a nuifance, 
That, when they have you in their eye, 
As ifthe devil drove, they fly, 
T. My good friend Mullinix forbesr ; 
I vow ta G..., you're too fevere. 
If it could ever yet be known 
T took advice except my own, 
lt thould be yours: but, d—n my blood! 
1 mutt purfue the public good. 
‘The faction (is it not notorious ?) 
Keck at the memory of Glorious + 
*Tis true; vor need Eto be told, 
My quondam friends are grown fo cold, 
That fearce a creature can be found 
To prance with me the ftatue round, 





* A charaGer in one of Dryden's comedies: 
} King William Ili. - 
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* The public fafety, I forefee, 
Henceforth depends alone on me; 
And while this vital breath I blow, 
: Or from above, or from below, 
TH {putter, (wagger, curfe, and rail, 
The Tories’ terror, {courge, and flail. 
MM. Vim, you miftake the matter quite : 
The Tories! you are their delight ; 
. And thould you act a different part, 


Be grave atid wife, twould break their heart. 


. Why, Tim, you have a fafte I know, 
And often fee a puppet. foow + 

* Oblerve, the audience és in pain, 

White Punch is hid behind the fcene ; 

_ But, when they hear his ruty voice, 
With what impatience they rejoice ! 

, And then they walue nat two ftraws, 

» How Solomon decides.the caufe, 
-Which the true mother, which pretender ; 
+Nor liften to the witch of Endor. 
Should Fauftus, with the Devil behind him, 
Enter the ftage, they never mind him: 
If Punch, to ftir their fancy, fhows 
Tn at the door his monftrous nole, 
‘Then fudden draws it back again ; 
-O what a pleafure mix’d with pain ! 
You every moment think an age, 
Till he appears wpon the ftaze: 
And firft his bum You fee him clap 
Upon the queen of Sheba's lap: 
The Duke of Lorraine drew his fword ; 
Punch roaring ran, and ryaning roar’d, 
. Reviles all people in his jargon, 
And fells the king of Spain a bargain ; 

* St. George himiclf he plays the wag on, 

; And mountsaftride upon the dragon 5 

* He gets a thoufand thumps and kicks, 
Yet cannot leave his raguith tricks; 

In every action thruits his nofe ; 
‘The reafon why no mortal knows : 

* In doleful fcenes that break our heart, 
Punch comes, like you, and lets a fart. 
"Chere’s not a puppet made of wood, 
‘But what would hang hity, if they could ; 
While, teazing all, by all he’s teas’d, 
How well are the {pedtators pleas’d ! 
Who in the motion have no fhare, 

Bat purely come to hear and ftare 5 
Have no concern for Sabra’s fake; 
Which gets the better, faint or fnake, 

“ Provided Punch (for there’s the jeft) 

Be fuundly maul’d, and plague the rett. 
Thus, Tim, philofophers fuppofe, 

The workd conffs of Puppetfhower 

Where petulant conceited fellows 

Perform the part of Punchineloes : 

So at this booth, which we call Dublin, 

‘Tim, thou'rt the Punch to ftir up trouble in; 

You nggle, fidge, and make a rout, 

Put all your brother puppets out ; 

Run on in a perpetual round, 

‘Fo teaze, perplex, difturb, confound ; 

Tntrude with monkey-grin and:clatter, 

To interrupt all ferious matter ; 

Are grown the nuifance of your clan, 

‘Who hate and fcorn you to a man: 

But then the lookers on, the Tories, 

You till divert with merry ftories ; 


They would confent that ail the crew 
Were hang’d, before they'd part with yous 
But tell me, Tim, upon the fpot, 
By all this toil what hait thou got? 
If Tories muft have all the fport, 
I fear you'll be difgrac’d at court. 
T. Got 2D—m my blood! I frank my letters, 
Walk to my place before my betters ; 
And, fimple as I now ttand here, 
Expect in time to be a peer— 
Got 2 D—m me! why I got aay will? 
Ne’er hold my peace, aur ne'er itand (till # 
T fact with twenty ladies by ; 
They call me beait, and what care I? 
I bravely call the Tories Jacks, 
And fons of whores. bebind their backse 
But, could you bring me once to think, 
That, when I ftrut, and flare, and fink, 
Revile and flandes, fume and ftorm, 
Beiray, make oath, impeach, inform, 
With fuch a con‘tant loyal zeal 
Lo lerve my!elf and commonweal, 
‘And fret the Tories’ foul to death, 
I did but lofe my precious breath ; 
And, when I damn my foul to plague ’em, 
s you tell me, but their may-game ; 
me my vitals! they flali know, 
Tam not to bet ey 
Vd rather hang no y bat, 
Than give thole rafcals cauie to laugh. 
But how, my friend, can Iendure, 
Once to renowned, to live obfcure? 
No little boys and girls to cry, 
“ There's nimble Tum a-paGing by?” 
No more my deur deligitful way tread 
Of seeping up a party hatred ? 
Wiil none the Tory degs purfue, 
When through the treets I cry ba/too 2 
Muit all my d-+.m me’s ! bloeds and wounds 
Pais only now for empty founds? 
Shall Tory rafcals be eiected, —- 
Although I fwear them difaflected ? 
And, when I roar, “ A plot, a plot 
Will our own party mind me not? 
So quality’d to fwear and lie, 
Will they not trat me for a /py 2 
Dear Mullinix, your gaod advice 
beg 5 you fee the cate isnice: 
Oh ! were E equal in renown, 
Like thee to pleafe this thanklefs town / 
Or blef’'d with fuch engaging parts 
To win the truant fchool-boys’ hearts ! 
Thy virtucs meet their juit reward, 
Attended by the fedle geard. 
Charm’d by thy voice, the ’prentice drops 
The inow-ball deftin’d at thy chops: 
Thy graceful fteps, and colonel’s air, 
Allure the cinder-picking fair. 
IM. No more---in mark of true affection, 
I take thee under my protection : 
Your parts are good, ‘tis not deny’d: 
I wifh they had been well apply'd. 
But now obferve my council, (viz.) 
Adapt your habit to your phiz ; 
You mut no longer thus equip ye, 
As Horace fays, optat ephippia ; 
(There’s Latin tco, that you ma: 
| How mych improved by Dr. —— 
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Thave a coat at home, that you may try; 
’Tis juft like this, that hangs by geometry. 
My hat has much the nicer air; 
Your block will ft it to a hair. 
That wig, I would not for the world 
Have it fo formal and fo curd; 
'Twill be fo oily and fo fleek, 
When Lhave lain init a week, 
You'll find it well prepar'd to take 
The ficure of tonpeeand fnake. 
Thus drefs'd alike from top to toe, ¢ 
‘That which is which ‘tis hard to know ; 
When (iftin public we appear, 
TH tead the van, you keep the rear: 
Be careful as you walk behind ; 
Ufe all the talents of your mind ; 
Be fludious well to iniisate 
My portly motion, mien, and gait: 
Mark my addrefs, and learn my ftyle, 
When to took fcornful, whest to file ; 
Nor (puttcr out your oaths fo fatt, 
But keep your {wearing to the laf. 
‘Then at our leifare we’ be wirty, 
And in the ftreets divert the city 5 
he ladies from the windows gaping, 
‘The children all our motions apitg. 
Your converiation to refine, 
T'll take you to fome friends‘of mine ; 
Choice {pirits, who employ their parts 
To mend the world by ufeful arts; 
Some cleanfing hollow tubes, to fpy 
Direct the zeuith of the fey ; 
Some have the city in their care, 
From noxious fteams to purge the air; 
Some teach us, in thefe dangerous days 
How to walk upright in our ways; 
Some whole reforming hands engage 
To lath the lewdnefs of the age; 
Some for the public fervice go 
Perpetual envoys to and fro, 
Whofe able heads fupport the weight 
Of twenty minifters of ftate, 
We feurn, for want of talk, to jabber 
Of parties o’er our boxay clabher : 
Nor are we ftudious to inquire, 
Who votes for manors, who fer hire; 
Our care is, to improve the mind 
With what concerns all human kind ; 
The various fcenes of mortal life 
Who beats her hufbard, who his wife ; 
Or how the bully at a ftroke 
Knock’d downthe boy, the lantern broke. 
One telis.the rife of cheefe and oatmeal ; 
Another whenhe got a hot meal; 
One gives advice in proverbs old, 
ae ns how to tame a {cold ; 
me fhows haw bravely Audouin dy'd, 
And at the gallows all deny’d ; 
How by the al/manack ’tis cleat, 
That herrings will be cheap this year. 
T. Dear Mullinix, I now lament 
Mv precious time fo long mis-fpent, 
By nature meant for nobler ends: 
h! introduce me to your friends { 
For whom by birth § was defign’d, 
Tith politics debas’d my mind: 
( give myfelf entire to you; 
Ged de--n the Whigs and Tories tou ! 













TIM * AND THE FABLES. 


FEY meaning will be bef unravel d, 

When Ipremife that Tim bas travei’d. 

In Laucas’s by chance there lay 

‘The fables writ by Mr. Gay. 

‘Tim fet the volume on a table, 

Read over here and there a table; 

And found, as he the pages twirl'd, 

‘The monkey who had feen the world; 

(For Tonfun had, to help the fale, 

Prefix’d a cut to every tale.) | 

The monkey was completely dreft, 

The bvau in all his airs exprett. 

‘Tim, with furprife and pleafure ftaring, 

Ran to the glafs, and then comparing 

His own tweet figure with the print, 
Diftinguify’d every deature int, 

The twit, the fqueeze, the rump, the fidge in all, 
Juit as they look'd in the original. 
“ By ——~,” iays ‘Uim, and let 3 fart, 

“ ‘This graver underftuod his 9¢t, 

“ °Tis a true copy Pil fay that for’t 5 

“ T well remember when I at for't, 

‘* My very face, as Grit I Knew it; 

“¢ Jutt in this drels the painter drew it,” 
Tim, with his likenefs deeply imitten, 
Would read what underneath was written, 
The merry tale, with moral grave, 

He now begun to ftorm and rave : 

“ ‘Phe curied villaia! now I fee 

“This was a libel meaut at me: 

“ Thete fcribblers grow fo bold of late 

“ Againft us minitters af ftate | 

“ Such Jacobites as he deferve-.. 

“ Dene! I fay, they ought to ftarve,* 








TOM MULLINIX AND DICK. 


Tom and Dick had equal fame, 
And both had equal knowledge ; 
Tom could write and frell his name, 
But Dick had feen the college. 


Dick acoxcomb, Tom was mad, 
And both alike diverting ; 

Tom was held the merrier lad, 
But Dick the beft at farting. 


Dick would cock his nofe im fcora, 
But Tom was kind and loving ; 

Tom a foot-bay bred and born, 
But Dick was from an oven. 


Dick could neatly dance a jig, 
But Tom was beft at borees: 
Tom would pray for every Whig, 

And Dick curle all the Tories. 


Dick would make a woeful noife, 
And {cold at an ele@ion ; 

Tom huzza’d the blackguard boys, 
And held them in fubjection. 


Tom could move with lordly grace, 
Dick vimbly tkipt the gutter ; 

Tom could talk with fulemn face, 
But Dick could better {putter. 





* See an accdunt of kim tn the ® Snicliigencer,> 
{ No. x. : 


tor THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


Dick was come to high renown 
Siuce he commenc’d phyfician ; 

Tom was held by all the town 
‘The deeper politician. 

Tom had the genteeler fwing, 
His hat could nicely put on ; 

Dick kwew better how to fwing 
His cane upon a button. 


Dick for repartee was fit, 

And Tom for deep difcerning ; 
Dick was thought the brighter wit, 
But Tom had better learning. 
Dick with zealous no’s and ay’s 

Could roar as loud as Stentor, 
Ya the houfe“tis ali he fays; 
But Tom is eloguenter. 


DICK. 
A MAGGOT. 

As when, from rooting in a bin, 
All powder'd o’er from tail to chin, 
A lively maggot fallies ont, 
You know him by his hazel fnout : 
So when the grandfon of his grandfire 
Forth iffues wriggling, Dick Drawcanfir, 
With powder’d rump and back and fide, 
You cannot blanch his tawny hide ; 
For ‘tis beyond the power of meal 
‘The gipfy vifage to conceal : 
For,-as he fhakes his wainfcot chops, 
Down every mealy atom drops, 
And leaves the tartar phiz, in fhow 
Like a freth t--d juft dropt on fnow. 


CLAD ALLIN BROWN. TODICK. 
4 IMITATED FROM COWLEY. 


Fovrest brute that ftinks below, 
Why in this brown doft thou appear? 
For, would, thow make a:fouler thow, 
Thou muft go naked-all the year. 
Freth from the mud 2 wallowing fow, 
‘Would then be not fo brown as thou, 


*Tis not the coat that looks fo dun, 

His hide emits a foulnefs out ; 

Not one jot better looks the fun 

Seen from behind a dirty clout : . 

So t--ds within a glafs enclofe, 
The glafs will feem as brown as thofe, 
Thou now one heap of foulnefs art, 
All outward and within is foul ; 
Condenfed filth in every part, 

Thy body’s clothed like thy foul ; 
Thy foul, which through thy hide of buff 
Scarce glimmers like a dying fauff. 

Old carted bawds fuch garments wear 

‘When pelted all with dirt they thine; 

Such their exalted bodies are, 
As fhrivel’d and as black as thine. 
If thou wert in.a cart, I fear 
Thou wouldft be pelted worfe than they're. 
Yet, when we fee thee thus array’d, 
The neighbours think it is but juit, 


That thou fhouldit take an honeft-trade, 
And weekly carry out the duf, 
Of cleanly houfes who will doubt, . 
When Dick cries, “‘ Duft to carry out 2” 


DICK’s VARIETY. 


Dutt uniformity in fools 

T hate, who gape and fneer by rules. 

You, Mullinix, and flobbering C—, 

Who every day and hour the fame are; 

That vulgar talent I defpife 

Of piffing in the rabble’s eyes. 

And when I liften to the noife 

OF ideots roaring to the boys; 

To better judgments ftill fubmitting, 

Lown I fee but little wit in: ; 

Such pattimes, when our tafte is nice, 

Can pleafe at moft but once or twice. 
But thea-confider Dick, you'll find 

His genius of fuperior kind ; 

He never muddles in the dirt, 

Nor fcowers the ftreets without a fhirt ; 

Thongh Dick, I dare prefume to fay, 

Could do fuch feats as well as they. 

Dick I could venture every where, 

Let the boys pelt him if they dare ; 

He'd have them tried at the affizes 

For priefts and Jefuits in difguifes ; 

Swear they were with the Swedes at Bender, 

And lifting troops for, the Pretender. 
But Dick can fart, and dwmet, and frifk, 

No other monkey half fo brifk; 

Now has the fpeaker by the ears, 

Next moment in the Houle of Peers; 

Now {cdlding at my lady Euftace, 

Or thrathing Baby in her new ftays. 

Prefto! be gone! with t’other hop 

He's powdering in a barber’s fhop ; 

Now at the anti-chamber thrufting 

His nofe to get the circle juft in, 

And d—ns his blood, that in the rear 

He fees one fingle Tory there = 

‘Then, woe be to my Lord Licutenant, 

Again he'll tell hiin, and again on’t. 





AN EPITAPH 


on 
GENERAL GORGES* AND LADY MEATHE 


Unver this ftone lie Dicky and Dolly. 
Doit dying firft, Dick melancholy ; 
For Dick witheut Doll thought living a folly. 


Dick loft in Doll a wife tender and dear: 
But Dick loft by Doll twelve hundred a year; 
A lofs that Dick thought ao mortal could bear. | 
Dick figh’d for his Doll, and his mournful arms 
croft ; 
Thought much of his Doll, and the jointure he lof : 
The frft vex’d him much, the other vex’d mog. 





* Of Kilbrue, in the county of Meath. 

$ Dorothy dowager of Edward cart of Meath. 
She was married to the General in 1716; and 
died April 10.1728. Her. bufband furvived bat 
two days. 


POEMS - 


‘Thus Toaded with grief, Dick figh’d and he 
ery’: as 
‘To live without both fall three days he try’d ; 
But tik’d neither lols, and fo quietly dy’d. 
Dick lefta pattern few will copy after: 
"Then, reader, pray thed fome tears of falt-water ; 
For fo fad a tale is no fubject of laughter. 


Meath {miles for the jointare, though gotten fo 
late ; 
‘The fon laughs, that got the hard-gotten eftate; 
And Cuffe* grins, for getting the Alicant plate. 


Here quiet they lie, in hopes to rife one day, 
, Both falemnly put in this hole on a Sunday, 
And here reft-—ft tranfit gloria mundi! 


VERSES ON I KNOW NOT WHAT. 


My lateit tribute here I fend, 
With this let your collection end, 
‘Thus I confign you down to fame 
A character to praife or blame : 
And, ifthe whole may pais for true, 
Contented reft, you have your due. 
Give future times the fatisfaction, 
‘To leave one handle for detraction, 


DR. SWIFT'S COMPLAINT ON HIS OWN 
DEAFNESS, 


WITH AN ANSWER. 


bocTor, 

Drar, giddy, helplefs, left ‘alone ; 
ANSWER. 

Except the firft, the fault’s your own, 
DOCTOR. 

To all my friends a burthen grown: 
ANSWER. 

Becaufe to few you will be thown. 

Give them good wine, and meat to ftuff, 

‘You may have company enough. 
pocTor. 

No more I hear my church’s bell, 

‘Than if it rang out for my knell. 
ANSWER, 

Then write and read ’twill do as welt. 
DOCTOR. 

At thunder now no more I ftart, 

‘Than at the gumbling of a cart. 
ANSWER. 

‘Think then of thunder when you fart. 
DOCTOR. 

And, what's ingredible, alack ! 

No more I hear a woman's clack. 
ANSWER. 

A woman's clack, if I have fkill, 

Sounds fomewhat like a throwfter’s mill ; 

But louder than 2 bell, or thunder ; 

That does, Lown, increafe my wonder. 


* Yobn Cuffe of Defart, Ey. married the Gene- 
rats eldefl daughter. 
s 


DR. SWIFT TO HIMSELF, 
‘ON SAINT CECILIA’S DAY. 
Grave Dean of 5t. Patrick's, how comes it te 


is, : 

That you, who know mufic no more ite an afs, 

That you, who fo lately were writing of Drapiers, 

Should lend your cathedral to players and cra 
pers? 

To act fuch an opera once in a year, rs 

So _ffenfive to e' true Proteftant ear, ing, © 

‘With trampets, and fiddles, and organs, and fags . 

Will fare the Pretender and Popery bring in. 

No Proteftant Prelate, his Lordthip or Grace, 

Durft there thow his Right or Moft Reverend | 
face : 

How would it pollute their crofiers and rochets 

To liften to minims, and quavers, and crotchets! 


[Lhe reff is wanting.] 


ON PADDY’s CHARACTER OF THE INy 
TELLIGENCER #. 


As a thorn buth, or caken bough, 

Stuck in an Irith cabin’s brow, 

Above the door, at country fair, 

Betokens entertainment there ; 

So bays ‘on poets” brows have been 

Set, for a fign of wit within. * 

And, as ill neighbours in the night 

Pull down an ale-houfe bush for {pite ; 

The laurel fo, by poets worn, 

Is by the teeth of envy torn; 

Envy, 2 canker-worm, which sears 

Thofe facred leaves that lightning [parer, 
And new t’ exémplify this ‘ 

Tom having earn’d a twig of laurel 

(Which, meafur'd on his head, was found 

Not long enough to reach half round, 

But, like a girl’s cockade, was ty'd, 

A trophy, on his temple fide ;) 

Paddy repin’d to fee him wear 

This badge of honour in his hair ; 

And, thinking this cockade’ of wit 

Would his own temples better ft, 

Forming his Mufe by Smediey’s +, model, 

Lets drive at Tom's devoted noddle, 

Pelts him by turns with verfe and profe, 

Hum like a hornet at his nofe, 

At length prefumes to vent bis fatire on 

‘The Dean, ‘Tom’s honour'd friend and patross 

The eagle in the tale, yé know, 

Teaz'd by a buzzing wafp below, 

Took wing to Jove, and bop’d to reft 

Securely in the thunderer’s breait : 





* Dr. Sheridan was publifier of the “ Intelig. 
gencer,” aweekly paper, written principaily a 
bimfelf ; but Dr. Swift occafionally fuppiied him 
with aletter. Dr. Delany, piqued at the appro= 
bation thofe papers received, attacked them viou 
lently both in converjation and print ; but unfor~ 
tunately fumbled on fome of the numbers which 
the Dean had written, and all the world adeatga 
ed ; which gave rife to thefe verfes, 
t Dean of Ferns. 


ro 
Yn vain; even there, to {pail his nod, 
‘The /piteful infe@ ttung the god. 


PARODY 
‘ON A CHARACTER OF DEAN SMEDLEY *, 
Written in Latin by himfelf. 
Tre very reverend Dean Smedicy, 
OF dullnef:, pride, conceit, a medley, 
‘Was equally allow’d to thine, 
As poet, febolar, and divine ; 
With godline/s could well ditpenfe ; 
‘Would be a rake, but wanted fenfe ; 
Would frrictly after truth inquire, 
Becaufe he dreaded to come nigher. 
For liberty no champion bolder, 
He hated éarliffs at his fhoulder. 
_ To half the world a ftanding jet; 
A perfect nuifance to the ret : 
From many (and we may believe him) 
Had the bet withes they could give him. 
‘To all mankind a conftant friend, 
Provided they. had to lend. 
One thing be did before he went hence, 
He left us a daconie fentence, 
By cutting of his phrafe, and trimming, 
‘To prove that bithops were old women, 
Poor envy durft not thow her phiz, 
She was fo terrified at his. 
He waded, without any fhame, 
Through thick and thin to get a name, 
‘Tried every {harping trick for bread, 
And after ait he feldom fped,. 
' When fortune favour'd, he was nice ; 
He never once would cog the dice : 
But, if the turn’d againft his play, 
He knew'to ftop a quatre trois, 
Now found in mind, and found in carpus, 
(Says he) though fwell’d like any porpoi/e, 
He heys from hence at forty-four 
(But by bis leave be finks a feore) 
"Yo the Eaft Indies, there to cheat, 
‘Till he can purchafe:an eftate ; 
Where, after he has fill’d his cheft, 
_He’ll mount his tub, and preach his beft, 
And plainly prove, by dint of text, 
‘This world is his, and their's the next. 
Left that the reader thould not know 
"The bank where laft he fet his toe, 
?Twas Greenwich. There he took a thip, 
And gave his creditors the flip. 
But lett chronology thould vary, 
Upos the Ides of February ; 
da feventeen hundred eight and twenty, 
“To Fort St. George a ped/ar went he. 
Ye fates, when all he gets is (peat, 
RETURN HIM KEGGAR AS HE WENT! 


. PAULUS. 
BY MR. LINDSAY f- 
Dublin, Sept. 7. 1728. 
“ A stave tocrowds, fcorch’d with the fummer’s 


“ heats, 
“Ta courts the wretched lawyer toils and {weats; 


® The ariginal is in the “ Supplement to Swift.” 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


“ While fmiling Nature, in her beft attire, 

“ Regules each fenfe, and vernal joys in{pire. 

“ Can he who knows that real good thouid pleate, 

“ Barter for gold his liberty and cafe ?”* 

Thus Paulus preach’d:—When, entering at the 
door, 

Upon his board the client pours the ore: 

He gra(ps the fhining gift, pores o’er the caufe, 

Forgets the fun, and dofeth on the laws. 


THE ANSWER, BY DR. SWIFT. 


Lrnpsay miftakes the matter quite, 
And honeft Paulus judges right. 

|, Then, why theie quarrels to the fun, 
Without whofe aid you're all undone ? 
Did Paulus e’er complain of fweat 2 
Did Paulus e’er the iun forget ; 
The influence of whofe golden beams 
Soon licks up all unfavoury fteams? 
‘The fan, you fay, his face hath kits'd : 
Te has; but then it greas'd his fit. 
True lawyers, for the wifeft ends, 
Have always been Apollo’s friends. 
Not for his fuperficial powers 
Of ripening fruits, and gilding flowers ; 
Not for infpiring poets’ brains 
With pennylefs and ftarveling ftrains ; 
Not for his boafted healing art ; 
Not for his tkill to foot the dart ; 
Nor yet becaufe he fweetly fiddies ; . 
Nor for his prophecies in riddles: - 
But for a more fubftantial caufe-—- 
Apollo’s patron of the laws ; 
Whom Paulus ever muft adore, 
As parent of the golden ore, 
By Phoebus, an inceftuous birth, 
Begot upon his grand-dame Earth; 
By Phoebus firft produc’d to light ; 
By Vulcan form’d fo round and’ bright: 
Then offer’d at the thrine ofjuftice, 
By clients to her priefts and traftees, 
Nor, when we fee Aftrea ftand 
With even balance in her hand, 
Matt we fuppofe fhe hath in view, 
How to give every man his due; 
Her fcales you fee her only hold, 
To weigh her priefts’ the lawyers gold, 

Now, fhould I own your cafe was grievous, 
Poor fweaty Paulus, who'd believe us? 
*Tis very true, and none denies, 
At leaft, that fuch complaints ate wife : 
*Tis wife, no doubt, as clients fat you more, 
To cry, like ftate(men, Quanta patimur ! 
But, fince the truth muff needs be itretched, 
To prove that lawyers are fo wretched ; 
‘This paradox I'll undertake, 
For Paulus’ and for Lindfay’s fake ; 
By topics, which, though I abomine ’em, 
May ferve as arguments ad hominem: 
Yet ¥ difdain to offer thofe 
Made ufe of by detracting foes. 
T own, the curfes of mankind 

Sit light upon a lawyer’s mind : 








that time an eminent pieader in Dublin, after- 
wards one of the juftices of the.court of commot 


} Air. Lindfay, a polite and elegant febolar, at | pleas. 


The clamours of teg_thoufand tongues 
Break not his reft, nor hurt his lungs. 
Town, his confcious always free 
{Provided he has got his fee); 

Secure of conftant peace within, 

He knows no guilt, who knows no fin, 

Yet well they merit to be pitied,» 

By clients always over-witted. 

And though the gofpel feems to fay 
What heavy burthens lawyers lay 
Upon the thoulders of their neighbour, 
Nor lend a finger to the labour, 
Always for faving their own bacon; 
No doubt, the text is here miftaken : 
‘The copy’s falfe, and fenfe is rack’d : 
To prove it, I appeal to fact ; 

And thus by demonftration fhow 
What burthens lawyers underzo. 

With early clients, at his door, 
Though he was drunk the night before, 
And crop-fick with unclubb'’d-for wine, 
The wretch mutt be at court by nine ; 
Half {unk beneath his briefs and bag, 
As ridden by a midnight hag: 

‘Then from the bar, harangues the bench, 
In Englith vile, and viler French, 

And Latin, vileft of the three ; 

And all for poor ten moidores fee ! 

Of paper how is he profufe, 

With periods long, in'terms abftrufe | 
What pains he takes to be prolix, 

A thoutand lines to ftand for fix ! 

Of common fenfe without a word in! 
And is not this a grievous berden? 

The lawyer is a common drudge, 
To fight our caute before the judge : 
And, what is yet a greater curfe, 
Condemn’d to bear his client's purfe ; 
While he, at cafe, fecure and light, 
Walks boldly home at dead of night ; 
‘When term is ended, leaves the town, 
‘Trots to his country-manfion down ; 
And, difencumber’d of his load, 

No danger dreads upon the road ; 
Defpifeth rapparees, and rides 
Safe through the Newry mountains’ fides, 

Lindfay, ’tis you have fet me on, 

To ftate this queition pro and con. 

My fatire may offend, ’tis-true ; 
However, it concerns not you. 

T own, there may, in every clan, 
Perhaps, be fo&nd one honeft man ; 
Yet link them tlofe, in this they jamp, 
To be but rafcals in the lump. 
Imagine Lindfay at the bar, 

“He’s much the fame his brethren are ; 
‘Well taught by practice to imbibe 
The fundamentals of his tribe: 

And, in his client’s juft defence, 

Mutt deviate oft’ from common fenfe ; 
‘And make his ignorance difcerned, 
‘To get the name of Council Learned 
"(As lucus comes 2 non lucende), 
‘And wifely do as other men do: 
But thift him to a better fcene, 
Among his crew of rogues in grain: 
Surrounded with companions fit, 
‘Totafte his humour, fenfe, and wit ; 





> 


PQEMS 





You’d fwear he never took a fee, 

Nor knew in law his A, B, C. 2 
*Tis hard, where dulnefs over-rules, 

Tokeep good fenfe in crowds of fools. 

And we admire the man who faves 

His honefty in crowds of knaves ; 

Nor yields up virtue, at difcretion, 





Lindfay, you know what pains you take 
In both, yet hardly fave your ftake ; 
And will you venture both anew, 

‘To fit among that venal crew, 

That pack of mimic legifiators, 
Abandon’d, ftupid, flavith praters ! 

For, as the rabble daub and rifle 

The fool who {crambles for a trifle; 
‘Who for his pains is cuff'd and kick"d, 
Lrawn through the dirt, his pockets pick’d 
You muft expect the like difgrace, 
Scrambling with rogues to get a place; 
Muft lofe the honour you have gain'd, 
Your numerous virtues foully ftain’d; 
Dilclaim for ever all pretence 

To common honefty and fenfe ; 

And join in friendfhip with a ftri& tie, 
To M---I, C..-y, and Dick Tighe *. 


A DIALOGUE 


Between an eminent Lawyer} and Dr. Fonathak 
Swift, D. 8. P. D. 


AN ALLUSION TO NORACE, BOOK Ii, SAT. Iy 
“ Sunt quibus in Satira, &c. * 


DR. SWIFT. 


Since there are perfons who complain 
There’s too much fatire in my vein; 
‘That I am often found exceeeding 
The rules of ruillery and breeding ; 
With too much frecdom treat my betters, 
Not {paring even men of letters: : 
You, who are fkill'd in lawyers’ lore, 
What's your advice? thail I give o’er? 
Nor ever fools or knaves expofe 
Either in verfe or humerous profes 
And, to avoid all future ill, 
To my fcrutoire lock up my quill? 
LAWYER. 

Since you are pleas’d to cendefcend 
To afk the judgment of a friend, 
Your caie confider’d, I muft think 
¥ou fhould withdraw from pen and ink, 
Forbcar your poetry and jokes, 
And live like other Chriftian folks ; 
Or, if the Mufes mutt infpire 
Your fancy with their pleafing fire, 
Take fubjects fafer for your wit 
‘Than thole on which you lately writ. 
Commend the times, your thoughtscorrect, 
And follow the prevailing fe&; 





* This gentleman who was a privy counfellor, 
incurred the fevere difpleafure of the Dean, whu 
bas taken feveral opportunities of cenfuring bin 

+ Mr. Lindfay. 


te 
‘Affert, that Hyde *, in writing ftory, 
Shows all the malice of a Tory ; 

While Burnet + in his deathlefs page, 
Difcovers freedom without rage. 

‘To Wooltton ¢ recommend our youth, 
For leaming, probity, and trath ; 

‘That noble genivs, who unbinds 

The chain which fetter free-born minds; 
Redeems us from the flavith fears 

‘Which latted néar two thoufand years; 
Be can alone the priefthood humble, 
Make gilded fpires and altars tunible. 

DR. SWIFT. 

Muft I commend againtk my confcience 
Such ftupid blafphemy and nonfenfe? 
‘Fofuch a fabjeét tune my lyre, 

And fing like one of Milton’s choir, 

‘Where devils to a vale retreat, 

And call the laws of wifdom fate, 

Lament upon their haplefs fall, 

‘That force free virtue fhould enthrall ? 

Or fhall the charms of wealth and power 

Make me pollute the mufes’ bower? 
LAWYER. 

As from the tripod of Apoilo, 

‘Hear from my defk the words that follow : 
“« Some, by philofophers mifled, 

** Muit honour you alive avd dead ; 

“ And fuch as know what Greece hath writ 
“ Mutt tafte your irony and wit; 

“ Whilt moft that are, or would be great, 
“ Mutt dread your pen, your perion hate ; 

“ And you on Drapter’s § hill mutt lie, 

# And there without a mitre die.” 


ON BURNING A DULL POEM. 1729. 


Aw afs’s hoof alone can hold 
‘That poifonous juice which kills by cold. 
Methought, when I this poem read, 
No vefiel but an afs’s head 
Such frigid fattian could contain ; 
I mean, the head without: the brain, 
The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts, 
‘Went down like Rupifying draughts: 
4 found my head began to fwim, 
A numbnels crept through every limb. 
In hatte, with imprecations dire, 
4 threw the volume in the fire: « 
‘When, (who could think ?) though cold as ice, 
Ft burnt to athes in a trice. 

How could I more enhance its fame? 
Though born in {ndw, it dy’d in flame. 


* Edward Hyde, the firft earl of €larendon. 
+ The celebrated Bifbop of Salifoury. 


} A. degraded clergyman of the church of Eng. 
tand, who wrote againf the miracles of Chrift 
§ In the county of Armagh, where Dr. Swift, 
* mt the year 1729, had fome thoughts of building ; 
as appears by feveral of the following Poems 


THE WORKS OFSWIFT: 


AN EPISTLE 
To bis Excellency Fabn Lord Carteret. 


BY DR. DELANY. 1729. 

“ Credis ob hoc, me, Paftor, opes fortafle rogare, 

“ Propter quod, vulgus, craflaque turba rogat.”” 
« Mart. Epig. lib. ix. 


| ‘Tuow wife and learned ruler of our ifle- 


‘Whofe guardian care can all her griefs beguile ; 

When next your generous foul fhall condefcend 

T” infrug or entertain your humble friend; 

Whether, retiring from your weighty charge, 

On fome high theme you learnedly enlarge ; 

Of all the ways of wildom reafon well, 

How Richelieu roie, and how Sejanus fell : 

Or, when your brow lefs thoughtfully unbends, 

Circled with Swift and fome delighted friends ; 

When, mixing mirth and wifdom with your wine, 

Like that your wit fhail flow, your genius fhine ; 

Nor with lefs praife the converfation guide, 

Than in the public councils you decide; 

Or when the Dean, long privileg’d to rail, 

Affarts his friends with more impetuous zeal ; 

You hear (whilft I fit by abath’d and mute), 

With foit conceitions fhortening the difpute ; 

Then clofe with kind inquiries of my ftate, : 

“ How are your tithes, and have they rofe of late ? 

“ Why Chrift-Church is a pretty fituation, 

« There are not many better in the nation ! 

** This, with your other things, mutt yield you clear 

“ Some fix--at leaft five hundred pounds a year.” 
Suppofe, at fuch a time, I took the freedom ~ 

To fpeak thefe truths as plainly as you read *em 

(You fhall rejoiv, my lord, when I’ve replied, 

And, if you pleafe, my lady fhall decide) : 

“ My lord, I'm fatisfied you meant me well; 

And that I’m thankful all the world can tell: 

But you'll forgive me, if Lown th’ event 

Ts hort, is very hort, of your intent ; 

“ At leaft, I feel fome ills unfelt before, 

My income lefs, and my expences more.” 

* How, doctor! double vicar! double reétor ! 

A dignitary ! with a city lecture ! 

What glebes~-what dues—-what tithes—-what 

“ fines—- what rent! 

Why, doéttor !---will you never be content ?”” 

“Would my good lord but caft up the account, 

And fee to what my revenues amount, 

My titles ample ! but-my gain fo {mall, 

That one good yicatage is worth them all: 

And very wretched fure is he, that’s double 

In nothing Eut his titles and his trouble. 

Add to this crying grievance, if you pleafe, 

My horfes founder’d on Fermanah ways; 

Ways of well-polifh’d and well-pointed ftone, 

Where every itep endangers every bone ; * 

And more to raife your pity and your wonder, 

Two churches--twelve Hibernian milesafunder * 

“ With complicated cures, I labour hard in, 

Befides whole fummersabfent from my garden !-uy 

“ But that the world would think I play’d the, 

fool, [fchool # 
“Td change with Charley Grattan for BRE 


“ 
“ 


“ 


* A free-Schocl at Innitilien, founded by Erafs 
mus Smith, Efy. 


POEMS 
* What Gne cafcades, what viftos, might I make, 


* Fixt in the cen’ th’ Ternian lake! 
“ There might I {ail @elightéd, fmooth and fafe, 
“ Beneath the conduct of my good Sir Ralph +: 
There's not a better fteerer in the realm 3 

“ Thope, my lord, you'll call him to the beim.” 


“ Doctor--a glorious fcheme to eafe your grief! 


When cures are crofs, a {chool’s 2 fure relief, 

You cannot fail of being happy there, 

“ The lake will be the Lethe of your care; 

“ The {cheme is for your honour and your eafe; 
* And, door, Pll promote it when you pleafe. 


a 


“ Mean while, allowing things below your merit, 


* Yet, doctor, you've a philofophic fpirit ; 


“ Your wants are few, and, like your income, 


fmall, 
“ And you’ve enough to gratify them all: 


You've trees and fruits, and roots enough, in 


ftore: 


“ And what would a philofopher have more ? 
“ 


“* Or pray, fuppofe my wants were all fupplied, 
* Are there no wants, I fhould regard befide ? 

“ ‘Whofe breaft is fo unmann’d, as not to grieve, 
Compafs'd with miferies he can’t relieve ? 

“ ‘Who can be happy-.-who fhould with to live, 
“ And want the godlike happine(s to give ? 

“ (That I'm a judge of this, you muft allow: 

“« Thad it once.—-and I'm debarr’d it now.) 

** Af your own heart, my lord, if this be true, 
“ Then how unbleft am I! how blet are you !”” 


“ Say, if you had your with, what you'd be at.” 


“ Excufe me, good my lord~.-I won't be founded, 
“ Nor thall your favour by my wants be bounded. 


‘* My lord, I challenge nothing as my due, 
“* Nor is it fit ¥ thould prefcribe to you. 

“ Yet this might Symmachus himfelf avow 

* (Whofe rigid rules are antiquated now == 
“ My lord, Ya with to pay the debts I owe-- 
“ Td with befides-.-to build, and to befow.” 


AN EPISTLE ON AN EPISTLE 
From a certain Doftor to a certain great Lord, 
BEING A CHRISTMAS-ROX FOR DR, DELANY, 


Ass Jove will not attend on lefs, 

‘When things of more importance prefs ; 

You can’t grave Sir, believe it hard, 

‘That you, a low Hibernian bard, 

Should cool yqur heels awhile, and wait 

Unan{wer'd at your patron’s gate : 

And would my lord vouchfafe to grant 

‘This one, poor, humble boon I want, 

Free-leave to play his Secretary, 

As Falftaf acted old King Harry ; 

2d tell of yours in rhyme and print : 

Folks thrug, and cry There's nothing in’t. 

And, after feveral teadings over, 

it thines moft in the marble cover. 
How could fo fine a taite difpenfe, 

With mean degrees of wit and fenfe3 


} Sir Ralph Gorr, whe had a villa in the late 


of Erin, 





You cannot with for coaches, kitchens, cooks.” 
“ My lord D've not enough to buy me books.— 





“ >is true—-but, doctor, let us wave all that--- 


Nor will my lords fo far begatie 

The wife and dearned of ous ifes 

To make it pafs upon the nation, 

By dint of his fole approbation. 

The tafk is arduous, patrons find, 

‘To warp the fenfe of all mankind ; 
Who think your mufe muft firtt afpire, 
Ere he advance the doctor higher. 

You've caufe to fay he meant you well: 
That you are thankful, who can tell ? 

For till you're fhort (which grieves your {pirit} 
Of his intent ; you mean, your merit, 
Ah! quanto reGius, tu adepte, 
Qui nil motiris tam inepte 2 
Smedley *, thou Jonathan of C! her, 
“ When thou thy humble lay doft offer 
“« To Grafton’s grace, with grateful heart, 
“* Thy thanks and verfe devoid of art : 
“ Content with what his bounty gave, 
“ No larger income doft thou crave.” 

But you muft have cafcades, and all 

Terne’s lake for your canal, 

Your vittos, barges, and (a pox on 

All pride!) our fpeaker for your coxon: 
It’s pity that he can’t beftow you 
Twelve commoners ip caps to row you. 
‘Thus Edgar proud, in days of yore, 
Held monarchs labouring at the oars 
And, as he pais'd, fo welled the Dee, 
Enrag’d, as Ern would do at thee. 

How different is this from Smedley ! 

(His name is up, he may in bed lie) 

“* Who only atks fome pretty cure, 

“ In wholefome foil and sether pores 
“* ‘The garden ftor'd with artle flowers, 
“ Incither angle thady bowers : 

“ No gay parterre with coftly 

“ Muft in the ambient hedge be feen; 

“ But Nature freely takes courfe, 

* Nor fears from him ungrateful force : 

“* No fheers to check her fprouting vigour, 
“Or thape the yeqws to antic figure.” 

But you, forfooth, your alJ mutt f{quander 
On that poor fpot, cali’d Dell-ville yonder: 
And when you’ve been at vaft expences 
In whims, parterres, canals, and fences, 
Your affets fail; and cath is wanting ; 
Nor farther buildings, farther planting + 
No wonder, when you raife and level, 
Think this wail low, and that wall bevel. 
Here a convenient box you found, 
Which you densolith’d to the ground : 
Then built, then took up-with your arbour;, 
And fet the houfe to Rupert Barber. 
You fprang an arch, which, in a feurvy 
Humour, yeu tumbled topfy-turvy. 
You change a circle toa fquare, 
Then to a circle as you'were: 
Who can imagine whence the fund is, 
That you guadrata change rotundis? 

To Fame a temple you erect, 
A Flora does the dome protect ; 
Mounts, walks, on high: and ina hollow 
You place the Mufes and Apollo ; 





* See the Petition to the Duke of Crafter 


iw? 
There thining "midit his train, to grace 
Your whimfical poetic place. 
Thefe tories were of old defign’d 
As fables; but you have refin’d 
‘The poets’ mythologic dreams, 
. ‘To real mufes, gods, and ftreams. 
‘Who would not fwear when you contrive thus, 
‘That you’re Don Quixote Redivivus? 
Beneath, a dry canal there lies, 
‘Which only winter's rain fupplies. 
Oh! couldft thou, by fone magic fpell, 
Hither convey St. Patrick‘s weil! 
Here may it re-affume its ftream *, 
And take a greater Patrick’s name! 
If your expences rife fo high, 
‘What income can your wants fupply ? 
‘Yet Mill you fancy you inherit 
A fund of fuch fuperior merit, 
“Chat you can’t fail of more provifion, 
All by my Zady's kind decifion, 
For,the more fivings you tan fifh up, 
‘You think you'll fooner'be a bithop : 
That could not be my lord's intent, 
Nor caw it an/wer the event. 
Moft think what has been heap’d on you, 
‘To other fort of folk was dis : 
‘Rewards too great for your flim-fams, 
Epiflcs, riddles, epignams. 
, Though now your depth mut not be founded, 
"The time as, when you'd have compounded 
For lefs than Charley.Grattan’s fchool : 
Five hindred pound a year’s no foal! 
Take this advice then from your friend : 
‘To your ambition put an end. 
Be frugal, Pat: pay what you owe, 
Before you 6uild and you beflow. 
Be modeft ; nor addrels your betters 
With begging, vain, familiar letters. 
A patlage may be found t, I've heard, 
In fome old Greek or Latian bard, 
Which fays, “* Would crows in filence eat 
“ Their offals, or theit better meat, 
** Their generous feeders hot provoking 
“ By loud and unharmonious croaking ; 
“ They might, unhurt by envy’s claws, 
“ Live on, and ftuff to boot their maws.” 


A LIBEL 
On the Reverend Br. Delany and his Excellency 
Joux Lorn CaRTERET. 1729. 


Deiupen mortals, whom the great 
Choofe for companions téte 4 téte ; 
Who at their dinners, en famille 
Gct leave to fit whene’er you wi 
“‘Lhen boafting tell us where you din'd, 
And how hisdordfhip was fo kind ; 
How many plealant things he fpoke, 
And how you laxgh'd at every joke = 
Swear he’s a moft facetious man ; 
‘That you and he are exp and can 
‘You travel with a heavy load, 

And quite miltake preferment’s road. 








® See Dr. Swift's verfes onthe fudden drying 
up of St. Patrick's well, 
} Hor, Likk L Ep 
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THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


Suppofe my Jord and you alone 5 
Hint the leaft intereft of your own, 
His vifage drops, he knits his brow, 
He cannot talk of bufinefs now : 
Or, mention but a vacant pof, 
He'll turn it off with, “ Name your toaft :” 
Nor could the niceft artift paint 
A.countenance with more conftraint. 
For as, their appetites to quench, 
Lords keep a pimp to bring 2 wench; 
So men of wit are but a kind 
Of pandors to a vicious mind ; 
Who proper objeéts muft provide 
To gratify their luft of pride, 
When, wearicd with intrigues of ftate, 
‘They find an idle hour to prate. 
Then, fhall you dare td afk a place, 
Yon forfeit all your patron's grace, 
And difappoint the {ole defign 
For which he fummon’d you to dine. 
Thus Congreve fpent in writing plays, 
And one poor office, half hisdays: 
While Montagne who claim’d the ftation 
To be Macenes of the nation, 
For poets open table kept, 
But ne’er confider'd where they flept : 
Himfelf as rich as fifty Jews, 
Was eafy, though they wanted thoes : 
And crazy Congreve fcarce could {pare 
A thilling to difcharge his chair ; 
Till prudence taught him to appeat 
From Pzan’s fire to party zeal; 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his latter fcene, 
‘Took proper principles to thrive ; 
And fo might every duace alive. 
‘Thus Steele, who own’d what others writ, 
And flourith’d by imputed wit, 
From perils of a hundred jails 
Withdrew to ftarve, and die in Wales, 
Thus Gay, the bare with many friends, 
Twice feven long years the court attends: 
Who, under tales conveying truth, ~ 
‘To vittue form’d a princely youth + 
Who paid hiscourtfhip with the crowd. 
As far as modeft pride allow’d ; 
Rejects a fervile ujher’s place, 
And leaves St. James's in difgrace. 
‘Thus Addifon, by lords careft, 
Was left in foreign lands diftreft ; 
Forgot at home, became for bire 
A travelling tutor to a/guire: 
But wilely left-the Mufes’ hill, ~ 
To bufinets fhap'd the poet’s quill, 
Let all his barren laurels fade, 
Took up himfelf the courtier’s trade, 
And, grown a minifter of flate, 
Saw poets at his levee wart. © 
Hail, happy Pope! whofe generous mind 
Detefting all the ttatefman kind, 
Contemning courts, at courts unfeen, 
Refus'd the vifits of a queen. 
A foul with every virtue fraught, 
By fages, priefis, or pocts taught ; 





+ William Duke of Cumberland, fonio George 
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Whofe filial piety excels Ke 

Whatever Grecian ftory tells; 

A genius for all ftations fit, 

Whole means talent is his wit ; 

His heart too great, though fortune little, 

To lick a refeal fatefnan’s {pittle ; 

Appealing to the nation’s tafte, 

Above the reach of want is plac’d: 

By Homer dead was taught ro thrive, 

Which Homer never could alive ; 

“And fits aloft on Pindus’ head, 

Defpifing faves that cringe for bread. 
True politicians only pay 

For folid work, but not for play; 

Nor ever choofe to work with tools 

Forg’d up in colleges and fcbools. 

Confider how mutch more is due 

To all theirjourneymen than you: 

At table you can Horace quotes 

‘They at a pinchean bribe a vote: 

You thow your fkill in Grecian ftory ; 

But they can manage Whig and Tory : 

You, as a critic, are fo curious 

To find a verfe in Virgil {purious ; 

But they can fmoke the deep defigns, é 

When Bolingbroke with Pulteney dines. 
Befides, your patron may upbraid ye, 

That you have got a place already ; 

An office for your talents fit, 

To flatter, carve, and flow your wit; 

‘To fault the lights, and ftir the fire, 

And get a dinner for your hire. 

What claim have you to place or penfian 2 

He overpays in condefcention. 3 
But, reverend door, you, we know, 

Could never candefcend fo low : 

The vice-roy, whom you now attend, 

Would, if he durft, be more your friend ; 

Nor will in you thofe gifts defpife, 

By which himfelf was taught to rife: 

‘When he has virtue to retire, 

He'll grieve he did not raife you higher, 

And place you in a better ftation, 

Although it might have pleas’d the nation. 
This may be true---fubmitting fill 

‘To Walpote’s more than royal will; 

And what condition can be worfe ? 

He comes to drain a deggar's purfes . 

He comes to tie our chains on tafer, 

And thow us, England is our mafter: 

Carefling kngves, and duaces woving, 

‘To make them work their own undoing, 

‘What has he elfe to bait his traps, 

Or bring his vermin in, but feraps 2 , 

‘The offals of a church diftrett ; : 

“Ahungry vicarage at belt ; 

Or fome remote inferior po/t, : 

With forty pounds a year at moft 2 
But here again you interpofe-—— 

Your favourite lord is none of thofe 

‘Who owe their virtues to their ftations,, 

And characters to dedications: 

Por keep him in, or turn him out, 

Wig learning none will call in donbt; 

His dearning, though a poet {aid it 

Before a play, would lofe no credit; 

Nor Pope would dare deny him wit, 
ithough to praife it Phillips writ. 


» VouIxX, 









T own, he hates an adtion bafe, 

His virtues battling with his place3: - 
Nor wants a nice difcerning tpirit 
Betwixt a true and fpurions merit; 

Can fometimes drop a voter’s claim, 
And give up party to his fame, 

Ido the moft that friend/aip can; 
Thate the wice-roy, love the maz. . 

But you who, till your furtune’s made, 
Mutt be a fveetener by your trade, 
Should fwear he never meant us ill; | 
We fuffer fore againt his will ; 

That, if we could but fee his heart, 

He would have chofe a milder part : 

We rather fhould lament his cafe, 

Who mutt obey, or lofe his place. : 

Since this reilection flipt your pen,” 
‘ Infert it when you write again: 4 

And, to illuftrate it produce 
This fimite for his excufe : 
“ So to deftroy a guilty land 
An * angel fent by heaven's command, 
“ While he obeys almighty will, 
“ Perhaps may feel compaffion fill ; 
“ And with the tak had been affign'’d 
“ To fpirits of lefs gentle kind.” “ 

Buti, in politicks grown old, © 
Whole thoughts are of a different mould, 
Who from my foul fincerely hate” * 
Both dings and miniflers of flate, 

Who look on courts with ftricter eyes 
To fee the feeds of vice arife, 
Can lend you an illufion fitter, : 
Vhough flattering knaves may call it bitter; 
Which, if you durft but give it place, 
Would show you many 2 flate/muan's face + 
Freth from the tripod of Apollo 
T had it in the words that follow - 
(Take notice, to avoid offence, 
There except his excedlence). 
“ So, to effect his zonurch’s ends, 
“ From hell a vice-roy devil afcends ; 
“ His budget with corruptions cramm’d, 
“ The contributions of the damn'd ; 
“ Which with unfparing hand he ftrows 
“* Through courts and jenates as he goes g 
“ And then at Beelzebub’s black ball 
“ Complains his dudget was too {mall."* 

Your fimile may better thine 
In verfe 5 but there is truth in mine. 

For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings: 
And flatefea by ten thoufand odds _ 
Are angels juft as kings are gods. 


TO.DR DELANY, 
ON THE 
LIBELS WRITTEN AGAINST HIM. - 
* Tanti tibi non fit opaci _ 
“ Omnis arena Tagi”..... Juv, ~ 
As fome raw youth in country bred, 
‘Fo arms by thirit of honour led, _ 


% “ 50 when an angel by divine command,” bes 
t H Appison’s Campaigns 
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When at 2 fkirmith fir he hears 
The bullets whittling round his ears, 
‘Will duck his head afide, wilt (tart, 
And feel a trembling at his heart, 
Till “fcaping oft’ without 2 wound ; 
‘Letfens the terror of the found ; 
Fly bullets now as thick as hops, 
He runs into a cannon’s chops: 
An author thus, who pants for fame, 
Begins the world with fear and fhame 3 
When firt in print, you fee him dread 
Each pop- gun level'd at his head : 
‘The lead yon critic’s quill contains, 
Ts deftin'd to beat out his brains; 
As if he heard loud thunders roll, 
Cries, Lord, have mercy on his foul! 
Concluding, that another that 
‘Will trike him dead upon the fpot. 
But, when with {quibbing, flafhing, popping, 
He cannot fee one creature dropping ; 
‘That, miffing fire, or miffing aim, 
His life is fafe, I mean his fame; 
‘The danger paft, takes heart of grace, 
And looks a criti¢ in the face, 
‘Though fplendour gives the faireft mark, 
‘To poifon’d arrows from the dark, 
Yet, a yourfelf when fmooth and round, 
They glance afide without a wound. 
"Lis faid, the gods try’d all their art, 
How pain they might from plea/ure party 
But little could their fhrength avail : 
Both fill are faften’d by the tail. 
‘Thus fame and cenfure with a tether 
By fate are always link'd together. 
Why will you aim tobe preferr'd 
In wit before the commen herd : 
And yet grow mortify’d and vex'd 
‘To pay the penalty annexed ? 
"Tis eminence makes envy rife; 
As fairett fruits attract the files. 
Should fupid libels grieve your mind, 
You foon a remedy may find: 
Lie down obfcure like other folks 
Below the lath of fnarler’s jokes, 
‘Their faction is five hundred odds ; 
For every coxcomb lends them rods, 
And f{neejs as learnedly as they, 
Like females o'er their morning tea, 
You fay, the Mute will not contain, 
And write you muft, or break a veins 
‘Then, if you find the terms too hard, 
No longer my advice regard : 
But raile your fancy on the wing ;“ 
‘The Irith fenate’s praifes fing : 
How jealous of the nations freedom, 
And tor corruptions how they weed ‘em 
How each the public good purtues, 
How far their hearts fom private views: 
_ Make all true patriots up to thoe-boys, 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue-boys 5 
. Thus grown a member of the club, © ~ 
No longer dread the rage of Grub. 
How,oft* am I for rhyme to feek ! 
‘To drcfs a thought, may toi! a weck : 
And then how thankful to the town, 
fall my pains will earn a crown! 
Whilf every critic can devour 
My work and me in lajf an hour, 








Would men of genius ceafe to wtite, 
The rogues muit die for want and {pite ; 
Mutt die for want of food and raiment, 
If fcandal did not find them payment. 
How cheerfully the hawkers cry 
A fatire, and the gentry buy ! * 
While my hard-labour’d poem pines 
Unfold upon the printer’s lines. 
A genius in the reverend gown 
Mutt ever keep its owner down ; 
°Tis an unnatural conjunction, 
And fpoils the credit of the funtion. 
Round all your brethren caft your eyes ; 
Point out the fureft men to rife: 
That club of candidates in black, 
‘The leaft deferving of the pack, 
Afpiring, factious, fierce, and loud, 
With grace and learning unendow'd, 
Can turn their hands to every job, 
The fitteft tools to work for Bob ; 
Will fooner coin a thoufand lies, 
Than fuffer men of parts to rife ; 
They crowd about preferment’s gate, 
And prefs you down with all their weights 
For as, of old, mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians ; 
So academic dull ale-drinkers 
Pronounce all men of wit free-thinkers. 
Wit, as the chief of virtue’s friends, 
Difdains to ferve ignoble ends. 
Obferve what loads of ftupid rhymes 
Opprefs us in corrupted times: 
What pamphlets in a court's defence 
Show reafon, grammar, truth, or fenfe? 
For though the Mule delights in fiction, 
She ne'er infpires againft conviétion. 
Then keep your virtue fill unmixt, 
And Jet not faction come betwixt : 
By party-fteps no grandeur climb at, 
Though it would make you England’s primate ¢ . 
Firft learn the feience to be dull, 
You then may foon your confcience Lull ; 
if not, however feated high, 5 
Your genius in your face will fy. 
When Jove was from his teeming head 
Of Wit's fair goddefs brought to bed, 
There follow’d at his lying-in 
For after-birth a Saoterkins 
Which, as the nurfe purfu'd to kill, 7" 
Attain’d by Hight the Mufes’ hill, 
There in the toil began to root, 
And litter’d at Parnaflus' foot: 
From hence the critic vermin fprung, 
With harpy claws and poifonous tongue, 
Who fatten on poetic fcraps, 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned flow, 
Provides each animal its foe: * 
Hounds hunt the hair; the wily fox 
Devours your geele, the wolf your flacks, 
Thus envy pleads a natural claim_ 
To perfecute the Mufes’ fame ; 
On poets in all times abufive, : 
From Homer down ta Pope inclufive, 
Yet what avails it tocomplain? 
You try to take reveage in vain. 
A rat your utmoft rage defies, 


Thag fafe behind the wainfgt lies, 


7 POR MES 


Say, did yéu ever Know by Might 

In cheefe an individval mite ? 

Show me the fame numeric flea, 

‘That bit your neck but yefterday : 

You then may boldly goin quet 

To find the Grub-ftreet poet's nett ; 

‘What f{punging-houfe, in dread of jail, 

Receives them, while they wait for bail; 

What alley they are neftled in, 

To flourith o'er a cup of gin; 

Find the laft garret where they lay, 

Or cellar where they ftarve to-day. 

Suppofe you had them all trepann’d, 

‘With each a libel in his hand, 

What punifiiment would you inflict ? 

Or call them rogues, or get them kickt ? 

‘Thefe they have often try’d before 5 

You but oblige them fo much more: 

Themfelves would be the firf to tell, - 

To make their trahh the better fell. 7 
You have been libell'd---Let us know, 

‘What fool officious told-you fo? 

‘Will you regard the hawker's cries, 

‘Who in his titles always lies ? 

Whate’er the noify {coundrel fays, 

It might be fomething in your praife : 

And praife beftow’d on Grub-ttreet rhymes 

‘Would vex one more a thoufand times, 

‘Till critics blame, and judges praife, 

‘The poet cannot claim his bays. 

‘On me when dunces aré fatiric, 

I take it for a panegyric. 

Hated by fools, and fools to hate, 

Be that my motto, and my fate. 


DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING A BIRTH- 
DAY SONG, 1729. 


To form a juft and finith'd piece, 
‘Take twenty gods of Rome or Greece, 
Whofe godfhips are in chief requeft, 
And fit your prefent fubject beft : 
And, fhould it be your hero’s caie, 
‘To have both male and female race, 
Your bufinefs muft be to provide 

A {core of goddetfes befide. 

Some cail their monarchs, fons of Saturn, 
For which they bring a modern pattern ; 
Becaufe they might have heard of one, 
Who often long’d to eat his fon: 

But this, 1 think, will not go down, 
¥or here the father kept his crown, 

Why, then, appoint him fon of Jove, 
‘Who met his mother ina grove: 

‘To this we freely fhatl content, 

‘Well knowing what the poets meant ; 
And in their fenfe, ‘twixt me and you, 
Ut may be literally true. 

Next, asthe laws of verfe require, 
He muft be greater than his fire ; 

For Jove, as every ichool-boy knows, 

Was able Saturn to depofe: ° 

“thd {ure no Chriftian poet breathing 

Xeuld be more fcrupulous than a heathen ! 
ir, i<40 blafphemy ic tends, 

‘That's but a trifle among friends. 

Your Hero now another Mars is, . 
Makes mighty acmics taza their Busy 


a uty 
Behold his glittering falchion mow ’ 
Whole fquadrons at a fingle blow ; 
While victory, with wings out{pread, - 
Flies, like an eagle, o’er his head ; 
His milk-white fteed upon its haunches, 
Or pawing into dead men’s paunches : 
As Overton has drawn his fire, - 
Still feen o'er many an ale-houfe fire. 
Then from his arms hoarfe thunder rolls, 
As loud as fifty muftard-bowls ; e 
For thunder ftill his arm fapplies, 
And lightning always in his eyes: 
They both are cheap enough in confcience, 
And ferve to echo rattling nonfenfe. 
The rumbling words march fierce along, 
Made trebly dreadful in your fong. 
Sweet poet, hir'd for birth-day rhymes, 
To fing of wars, choole peaceful times. 
What though, for fifteen years and more, 
Janus had lock’d his temple-door ; 
Though not a coffee-houfe we read in 
Hath mention'd arms on this fide Sweden ; 
Nor London Journals, nor the Poftmen, 
Though fond of warlike lies as moft men’; 
Thou ftill with battles ftuff thy head full: 
For, muft thy hero not be dreadful? 
Difmifling Mars, it next mutt follow* 
Your conqueror is becume Apollo: 
That he’s Apollo is as plain as 
That Robin Walpole is Mzcenas; 
But that he ftruts, and that he fquints, 
You'd know him by Apoilo’s prints. 
Old Phaebus is but half as bright, 
For yours can thine both day and night, * 
The firft, perhaps, may once an age 
Infpire you with poetic rage ; 
Your Phazbus Royal, every day, . 
Not only can infpire, but pay. 
Then make this new Apollo fit 
Sole patron, judge, and god of wit. 
“ How trom his altitude he ftoops 
“ To raife up virtue when fhe droops ; 
“ On learning how his bounty flows, 
“* And with what juftice he beftows: 
“ Fair Ifis, and ye banks of Cam ! 
“ Be witnefs if Itell a dam. 
“ What prodigies in arts we drain, 
From both your ftreams, in George’s reign. 
As from the flowery bed of Nile"— 
But here’s enough to fhow your ftyle. 
Broad innuendos, fuch as this, 
If well applied, can hardly mifs: 
For, when you bring your fong in print, 
He'll get it read, and take the hint, 
(it mutt be read before ’tis warbled, 
The paper gilt, and cover marbled) 
And will be fo much more your debtor, 
Becaufe he never knew a letter, : 
And, as he hears his wit and fenfe 
(To which he yever made pretence} 
Set out in hyperbolic ftrains, 
A guinea fhalt reward your pains: 
For patrons never pay fo well, 
As when they fearce have learn’d to {peil. 
Next call him Neptune: with his tridear 
He rules the fea; you fee him ride 
And, if provok’d, he foundly firks his 
Rebellions waves with rods, like Xerxem 
Hip ; 


“ 
“ 
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"He would have feiz'd the Spanith plate, 
Had not the fleet gone out too late; 
And in their very ports befiege them, 
But that he would not difoblige them 5 
And make the rafcals pay him dearly 
For thofe affronts they give him yearly. 
*Tis not deny’d, that, when we write, 
Our ink is black, our paper white 5 
And, when we feraw] our paper o'er, 
We blacken what was white before; 

I think this praice only fit. _ 

For deaters in fatiric wit. 

But you fome white-lead ink mutt gets 

And write on paper black as jet ; 

Your inteyeft lies to learn the knack, 

Of whitening what before was black. 
‘Thus your encomium, to be ftrong, 

Mutt be applied dire@ly wrong, 

A tyrant for his mercy praife, 

. And crown a royal dunce with bays: 
A (quinting monkey Joad with charms, 
And paint a coward fierce in arms. 

Is he to avarice inclin'd ? 

Extol him for his generous mind ; 
And, when we ftarve for waut of corn, 
Come out with Amalthea’s horn. 

For all experience this evinces 

The only art of pleafing princes 

For princes? love you thould defcant, 
“On virtues which they know they want. 
One complinient I had forgot, 

But fongiters mutt omit it not; 
1 freely grant the thought is old s 
Why, then, your hero muft be told, 

In him fuch virtues lie inherent, 

.'To qualify him God’s vicegerent 3 
That, with no title to inherit, 

He mutt have been a king by merit, 
Yet, be the fancy old.or new, 

"TMs partly falfe and partly true 
And, take it right, it means no more 


Than George and William claim’d before. « - 


Should fome gbfcure inferior fellow, 
Like Julins, or the Youth of Pella, 
‘When ail your lift of gods is out, © 
Prefume to fhow his mortal {nout, 
~And as a deity intrude, 
Because he-had the world fubdued s 
Oh, let him not debate your thoughts, 
Or name him but to teil his faults.ge 
Of gods I only quate the bett, 
But you may hook in all the veft. y 
Now, birth-day bard,.with joy proceed 
To praife your emprefs and her breed. 
Firft of the firft, yo vanch yayr lies, 
Bring all the females of the fies; 
‘The graces, and their miftrels Venus, 
Mutt venture down to entertain us: 
With hended knees when they adore hen, 
‘What dowdies they appear before her ! 
Nor fhall we think you talk at random, 
For Venus might be her great grandam 3 
Six thoufand years has liy'd the goddela, 
‘Your heroine hardly fifty odd is. 
Befides, your fongfters pft have fhown 
What the hath graces of her own; 
Three graces by Lucina brought her, 
Int threa, and ‘trverg grace daughter, 
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Here many a king his heart and crows. 
Shall at their fnowy feet lay down; 
In royal robes, they come by dozens 
To court their Englifh German coufias: 
Befides a pair of princely babies, 
That, five years hence, will both be Hebe 
Now fee her feated in her throne 
With genuine luftre, all her own: 
Poor Cynthia never fhone fo bright, 
Her (plendour is but borrow’d light =, 
And orly with her brother linkt . 
Can fhine, without him is exting, 
But Carolina thines the clearer ¢ 
With neither {poufe nor brother near hers . 
And darts her beams o'er both our ifles, 
Though George is gone a thoufand miles, 
Thus Berecynthia takes her place, 
Attended by her heavenly race ; 
And fees a fon in every god, 
Unaw'd by Jove's all-fhaking nod. 
New fing his little Highnefs Freddy, 
Who ftruts like any king already + : 
With fo much beauty, fhow me any maid 
That could refift this charming Ganymede | 
Where majefty with {weetnefs vies, 
And, like his father, early wife, 5 
Then eut hind out a world of work, 
Yo canquer Spain, and quell the Turk : 
Forete! his empire crown'd with bays, 
And golden times, ard halcyon days ; 
And twear his line, fhall rule the gayion, 
For ever---till the conflagration. 
But, row it runs into my mind, 
We left alittle Duke behind; a. e. 
A Cupid in his face and fize, 
And only wants to want his eyes. a 
Make fome provifion for the younker, 
Find him a kingdom out to conquer: 
Prepare a fleet to waft himo’er, x 
Make Gulliver his commodore ; 
Into whofe pocket valiant Willy put, 
Will foon fubdue the reaim of Lilliput. « 
A fkilful critic juftly blames 


Hard, tough, crank, guttural, harth, ftiff name: 


“The fenfe can ne’er be too jejune, * 


But fmooth your words to fit the tune. ‘+ 
Hanover may do well enough, : 
But George and Brunfwick are too rough: 
Heffe-Darmfladt make a rugged found, 
And Guelp the flrongeft ear will wound. 
In vain are all attempts from Germany 

To find out proper words for harmonys = 
And yet I mutt except the Rhine, 

Becaufe it clinks te Caroline. gat 
Hail! Queen of Britain, Queen of rhymes f 


n 


Be fang ten hundred thonfand times t+: 


Too bappy were the poets’ crew, 
If their own happinefs they knew: 
Three fyllables did never mect 
So foft, fo fliding, and fo fweet: ‘ 
Nine other tuneful words like that = - 
Would prove ev’n Humer’s numbers flat. 
Behold three beauteous vowels ftand, 
With ‘bridegroom liquids, hand in hand = 
In concord here for ever fizt, 
No jarring confonant betwixt. 

May Caroline coutinue tong, 
For ever faig and young ‘..-in fang, -: 
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What though the royal earcafe mutt, 
Syuees'd in a coffin, wiba'd to duft? 
‘Thofe elements her name compote, 
Like atoms are exempt from blows. 
Though Caréline may fill your gaps, 
Vee ftill you mult confult'your maps ; 
Fin. rivers with harmonibus nantes, 
Sebrina, Medway, and the Thames: 
Britannia long will wear like feel, 
But Albion’s clitls are out at heel ; 
And patience can endute no mote 
‘To hear the Belgic lion rear. 
Give up the phrafe of haughty Gaul, 
But proud Iberia foundly maul : 
Keftore the fhips by Philip taked, 
And make him crouch to fave his bacon. 
Naffau, who gut the name of Glorious 
Becaule he never was victorious, 
A hanger-on has always been; 
For old acquaintance bring him in. 
‘Fo Walpole you might lend a line, 
But much I fear he’s in decline ; 
‘And, if you chance to come too late, 
‘When he goes out, you fhare his fate, 
And bear the new fucceffor’s frown ; 
Or, whom you once fang "Pe fing down, 
Reject.awith {corn that ftupid notion, 
To praife your hero for devotion 5 
Nor entertain a thought fo odd, * 
"That princes thould believe in God; 
But follow the fecurett rule, 
.And turn it ail to ridicule : 
“Vis grown the cheicett wit at court, 
And gives the maids of honour fport. 
For, fince they talk'd with Do¢tor Clarke, 
‘They now can venture iti the dark : 
That found Divine the truth hagh fpoke all, 
And pawn'd his word, hell is not Jocal. 
This wilt not give them half the trouble 
Of bargains fold, or meanings double. 
Suppofing now your fong is done, 
‘To Mynheer Handel next you run, 
‘Who artfully will pare and prone 
Your words-to fome Italian tune : 
‘Then print it in the largeft letter, 
With capitals, the more the better. 
Prefent it boldly on yout knee, 
And take a guinea for your fee. 


BOUTS RIMS. 


‘ON SIGNORA DOMITILLAs 


Our (chool-mafter may rave i’ th’ fit 
Of claflic beauty bee et ila, 

“Not all his birch infpires fuch wit 
As th’ ogling beams.of Domitilla, 


Let nobles toat, in bright champain, 
Nymphs higher born than Domitilla ; 
Til driak her Fealth, again, again, 
In Berkeley’s tar, or fars-parilla. 

‘x Goodman’s-Fields Pve much admir'd 
‘The poitures flrange of Menfieur Brilla ; 
Bul -vhaf are they to the feft ftep, 

The gliding air, of Domjtilla2 





] And as very little fenfe; | 
‘| With fome law, but little juftice, 





Virgil has enterniz*d ih fong . 
The flying foottepeof Camila: ~~: 

Sure, as a prophet, he was wrong; - 
He might have dreamt of Domitilts, 


Great Theodofe condenin’d a town 
For thinking ill of bis Placilla ; 
And deuce take Londgn, if fome Knight 
O' th’ city wed mat Boma T * 
Whecler, Sir Georg, in travels wife, 
Gives us a medal of Plantilla 5°34. 
But, oh! the emprefs ha’ not eyes, 
Nor lips, nor breait, like Demitilla, 


Nor all the wealth of plunder'd Italy, 
Pii’d on the mules of king At-tila, 


7 is worth one glove (I’ll not tell a bit a lie) 


Or garter, fnatch’d from Domitilla. 


Five years a nymph at cestiitehamlet, 


Y-cleped Harrow of-the:Hilly:e 


] =~bus’d much my hearty and was adas'od be. 


To veriebut now for Domitills wo 


Dan Pope configns Belinda’s watch 
‘To the fair Sylphid Momentilla, 
And thus I offer up my catch 
‘To th’ fnow-white hands of Domitilla. 


HELTER SKELTER ; 


OR, THE HUE AND CRY AFTER THE APTORNIE, 
UPON THEIR RIDING THE CIRCUIT. 


Now the active young attornies _ 
Brifkly travel op their jaurnies,- 
Looking big as any’ : 

On the hortes of thet clients 

Like fo many little Mars’s, 

With their tilters at their as 
Brazen-hilted, lately burnith'd ; ~ 
And with harnefs-buckles furnith’d, 
And with whips and fpurs fo neat, 
And with jockey-coats complete, 
And with boots fo very greafy, 

And with faddles eke fo eafy ; 

And with bridles fine and gay, 
Bridies borrow’d for a day; 

Bridles deftin’d far to roam. 

Ah ! never, never to come hames 
And with hats fo very big Sir; 
And with powder'd caps and wigs, Sir 
And with ruffles to be thown, 
Cambrick ruffies not theit own; 


4 And with Holland thirts fo white, 


Shirts becoming to the Gght, -- 
Shirts be-wrought with deferent letters, 
As belonging to their betters ; 

With their pretty tinfel’d boxes, * 
Gotten from their dainty doxies s 


} And with rings fo very trim, 


Lately taken out of lim— 
And with very little pence, 


Having ftclen from my hattels,, 


From the barber and thg sprler, 
Like the foldier from shefotler; 
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From the vintner and the taylor, 
Like the felon from the jailor; 
Into this and t’ othar-county, 
Living on the public. bounty ; 
Charougt town and thorough village, 
Allto plunder all to pillage ; 
‘Thorough mountains, thorough valies, 
Thorough ftinking lanes and-alleys ; 
Some to—kifs with farmers’ fpoufes,, 
And make merry in their houfes; 
Some to—tumble coumtsy. wenches 
‘On their ruthy-beds and benches, 
And, if they begin a fray, 
Draw their fwotds, and-—run away; 
All to murder equity, 
And to.take a double fee; 
Till the people all are quiet, 
And forget to broil and riot : 
Low. in pocket, cow’d in courage, 
Safely glad to fup their porridge ; 
And vacation’s over—then, 
Hey, for London town again. 
re THE LOGICIANS REFUTED. 
Loorctans have but ill defin'd, 
As rational, the huntan-kind. 
 Reafon,” they fay, “ belongs to man ;” 
But let them prove it if they can. 
Wife Ariftotle and Smiglefius, 
By ratiocinations fpecious, 
Have ftroye to prove with great precifton, 
. With definition and divifion, 
Homo eft ratione praditam : 
But, for my foul, I cannot credit "em, 
And muft, in {pite of them maintain, 
‘That man and ali his ways are vain; 
And that this poatted lord of nature 
Is both a weak and erring creature ; 
‘That inftinct is.a furer guide 
Than reafon-boafting mortals’ pride ; 
And that brute beatts are far before “em, 
Deus eft anima brutorum. 
Who ever knew an honeft brute 
At law his neighbour profecute ; 
Bring action for affavit and battery, 
Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 
Over plains they ramble -unconfin’d, 
No politics difturb their mind ; 
‘They eat their meals, and take their {port, 
Nor know who’s in or out at court. 
‘They never to the levee go, 
‘To treat as deareft friend, a foe: 
‘They never importune his grace, 
Nor ever cringe to men in place ; 
Nor undettakea dirty job, 
Nor draw the quill to write for Bob: 
Fraught with invedtive they ne’er go 
To folks at Pater-nofter-row. 
No judges, fiddlers, dancing-mafters, 
No pick-pockets, or poetafters, 
Are known to heneft quadiupeds: 
No fingle brate his fellows leads. 
Brates never meet in bloody fray, 
Nor cut each other’s throats for pay. 
Of beafts, it is confefs’d, the ape 
Comes agareft usin human fhape ; 


Like man, he imitates each fathioh, 
And malice is his ruling paffion : 

But, both in malice and gricaaces, 

A courtier any ape furpaffes: 

Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the minifter of ftate; 

View him foon after to inferiors 

Aping the conduct of fuperiors + 

He promifes with equal air, 

And to perform takes equal care. 

He in his turn finds imitators : 

At court, the porters, lacquey’s waiters, 
Their mafters’ manners ftill contract ; 
And footmen lords and dukes can act, 
Thus, at the court, both great and fmali 
Behave alike ; for all ape all. 


‘THE PUPPET-SHOW. 


Tar life of man to reprefent, 
And turn it all to ridicule, 

Wit did a puppet-/Low invent, 
Where the chiefadtor is a fool 


The gods of old were logs of wood, 
And worthip was to puppets paid ; 
In antic drefs the idol ftood, 
And prieftand people bow’d the head. 


No wonder then, if art began 
The fimple votaries to frame, 

To thape in timber foolith man, 
And confeirate the d/ock to fatne. 


From hence poetic fancy learn’d 
Thattrees might rife from human forms, 
The body to a trunk be turn’d, 
And branches iffue from the arms. 


Thus Daedalus and Ovid too, e 
‘That man’s a blockhead, have confeft ; 
Powel and Stretch * the hint purfue ; 
Life is a farce, the world a jeft. 


The fame great truth South-Sea hath prov’d 
On that fam’d theatre, the alley ; - 
Where thousands, by directors mov'd, 
Are now fad monuments of folly. 


‘What Momus was of old to Jove, 
‘The fame a Harlequin is now 3 

The former was é6uffoon above, 
The Jatter isa Punch below. 


This fleeting fcene is but a ftage, 
Where variousimages appear; . 

In different parts of youth and age _ 
Alike the prince and peafant fhare. 


Some draw our eyes by being great, 
Falfe pomp conceals mere wood within; 
And legiflators rang’d in ftate 
Are oft’ but wifdom in machine. 
A ftock may chance to wear a erown, 
And timber as a lord take place ; 
A fkatue may put on a frown, 
And cheat us with a thinking face. 


* Two famous puppet-flow mem 


POEMS 


Others are blindly led away, 
And made to act for ends unknown ; 
‘By the mere {pring of wires they play, 
And fpeak in language not their own. 
!Too oft’, alas! a {colding wife 
Ufarps a jolly fellow’s throne ; 
And many drink the cup of life, 
Mix’d and embitter’d by a Joan. 
In fhort, whatever men purfue, 
Of pleafure, folly, war, or love ; 
. This mimic race brings all to view : 
: “Stlike they drefs, they talk, they move. 
Go on, great Stretch, with artful hand, 
Mortals to pleafe and to deride ; 
And, when death breaks thy vital band, 
Thou fhalt put on a puppet’s pride. 


‘Thou fhalt in puny wood be thown, 
Thy image thal] preferve thy fame ; 
Ages to come thy worth hall own, 
Point at thy limbs, and tell thy name. 


Tell Tom, he draws farce in vain, 
Before he looks in nature's glafs ; 

Pune cannot form a witty {cene, 
Nor pedantry tor humour paty. 

To make men act as fenfelefs. wood, 
And chatter in a myftic ftrain, 

1s a mere force on flefh and blood, 
And fhows fome error in the brain. 

He that would thus refine on thee, 
And turn thy ftage into a (chool, 

The jet of Punch will ever be, 
And ftand confelt the greater fool. 


‘THE GRAND QUESTION DEBATED: 


Whether Hamilton's Bawn foould be turned into 
a@ Barrack or a Mait-Houfe. 1729. 


‘Tavs {poke to my lady the knight * full of care: 

“* Let me have your advice in a weighty affair. 

“ This Hamilton's bawn f, whilft it fticks on my 

“ hand, 

* Tlofe by the houfe what I get by tho land ; 

* But how to difpofe of it to the beft bidder, 

“ For a barrack or malt-boufe, we now mutt 
“ confider, 

“Firft, let me fuppofe I make it a malt-houfe, 

Here f have computed the profit will fall v’ us ; 

‘Yhere’s nine hundred pounds for labour and 
“ grain, 

Tincreafe ivto twelve, fo three hundred remain; 

A bandfomeaddition for wine and good cheer, 

‘Three difhesa day, and three hogtheads a year: 

With a dozen large veffels my vault fhall be 
“ ford; 

No little fcrub joint fhall come on my board ; 

And you and the Dean no more (hall combine 

To ftint me at night to one bottle of wine ; 


eae 
* Sir Arthur Achefon, at whofe feat this was 
written. 
i td darge old houfe, two miles from Sir Ar- 
urs feat. 
ihe gemy in Ireland ts lodged in frong build- 
ings, over the whole kingdom, called barracks. 


1g 


“ Nor thall I, for his humour, permit you to pur- 
* Join : 

“ A ttone and a quarter of beef from my furlein. 

if I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant + 

My dear, I have ponder’d again and again on’t: 

in poundage and drawbacks J lofe half my rent; 

Whatever they give me, I muft bé content, 

Or join with the court in every debate ; 

And rather than that, I would lofe my eftate,”” 

Thus ended the knight: thus began his meek 

Tt muff, and it foal be a barrack, my life, [wife ¢ 

I'm grown a mere mopus ; no company comes, 

Bat a rabble of tenants, and rufty dull * rums. 

With parfons what lady can keep herfeif clean? 

I'm all over daub'd when I fit by the Dean. 

But if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 

The captain, I'm Lure, will always come here : 

I then thail not value his Deanfhip a ftraw, 

For the captain, J warrant, will keep him in 
“awe; 

“* Or, fhould he pretetd to be brifk and alert, 

Will tell him that chaplains thould not be fo 
“ pert 5 . 

“ That men of his coat fhould be minding their 
“ prayers, 

And not among ladies to give themfelves airs,® 

Thus argued my lady, but argued in vain ; 

The knight his opinion refolv'd to maintain. 

But Hannah f, who liften'd to all that was paft, 

And could not endure fo vulgar a tafte, 

As foon as ber ladythip call’d to be drett, 

Cry’d,* Madam, why turely my matter’s poffeft. 

“* Sir Arthur the malttter ! how fine it will found! 

Wd rather the dawn were funk under ground. 

But madam, I guefs’d thare would never come 
“ 


“ 


. 
When i faw him fo often witht Darby and 
“ Wood. 
And now my dream’s ont; for I was a-dream’d 
That I faw a buge rat---O dear, how I {cream'd ! 
And after, methought, I had loft my new thoes ; 
“And Molly, the faid, I fhould hear fome ill 
“ news, 
“ Dear madam, had you but the fpirit to teafe, 
You might have a Jarrack whenever you pleale: 
And, madam, I always believ'd you fo ftout, 
‘That for twenty deaials you wouid not give out.” 
“ If Lhad a hufband like him, I purte/, 
Till he gave me my Will, I would give him 
“no reft; ’ 
Aud rather than come in the (ame pair of fheets 
With fuch a crofs man, I would lie in the ftreets: 
But, madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
And worry him out, till he gives his confent. 
Dear madam, whene’er of a barrack I think, 
An 1 were to be hang’d, I can’t fleep a wink = 
For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
I can’t get it out, though T'd never io fain. 
T fancy already a barrack contriv’d 
At Hamilton’s bawn, and the troop is arriv’d ; 





* A cant word in Ireland for a poor chergy~ 
Mitte 
} My lady's waiting-woman, 
} Tio of Sir Arthur's managers. 
. ily 
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“OF this to be fute’Sit Arthur has warning, 
“ZAnd' waits on the captain betimes the next 
* “ morning. & 
Now -fee, when they meet, iow their honours 
’ “ behave: z 
“ Neble captain, your fervant’.—“ Sir Arthur, 
“ your flave 5 
You hcnour me mech” —4 The honour is mine.” 
"Las a fad rainy might’<— But the morning 
“is Gye o 
“ Pray how des my Iedy ?"%—"' My wife’s at 
“your fervice 
“ Tthink I have féeit her pitture by Jervas.”°— 
Good morrow, good captain. I']i wait on you 
* down" i 
You shan’t ftir'a foot.“—* Yeu'll think me a 
‘# clown: ; 
For all the world, captain” “ Wot half an 
“ inch farther.’-— 
You mult he obey'd !—“ Your fervant, Sir 
“ Arthas! if 
My humble refpedts to my lady unknown.”— 
“* Thope you will ufe my honfe as your own.” 
“ Go bring meémy (mock, and leave off your 
“ prate, 
bat "Thou haft certainly gotten a cup in thy pate.” 
“ Pray, madam, be quiet ; what was it I faid? 
You had like tohave put {t quite out of my head. 
Neat day, to be fure, the.captain will come, 
At the head of hiS troops, with trumpet end 
“drum.” . 
« Now, madam, obferve how he marches in {tate : 
‘The man with the kettle-drum enters the gate: 
“ Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trumpeters follow, 
“ “Pantara, tantara ; while all the boys hollow. 
“ See now comes the captain all daub'd with 
* gold laces 
O la! the tweet gentleman ! Jook in his face ; 
And {ce how he rides like a lord of the land, 
* With the fine faming {word that he holds in 
“ ** his hand ; g 
* And his horfe, thedear ereter, it prances Rnd 
* rears; ‘ 
“ With ribbons in khots-dtfite thil-s 
“4 At laf comes the troop; bythe wirdoftommand, 
“ Drawn upin the court; when the ceptain cries, 
“ stann! 
“ Your ladythip lifts up,the fath to be feen 
** (For fure | had dixen'’d you out like a queen). 
« ‘The captain, to thow he is proud of the favour, 
“* Looks up to your window, and cocks up his 
beaver 
(His beaver is cock’d; pray, madam, mark that, 
For a captain of horie never takes off his hat, 
Becaufe he has never a hand that is idle ; 
“For the right holds the fword, and the left 
“ holds the bridle). . 
Then flowrifhes thrice his fwerd in the air. 
As x compliment due to a lady fo fair; 
* (How [tremble to think of the blood it hath 
“ fpilt!) [the hilt. 
Vhen he 
“Your ladyflip {miles, and thus you begin : 
Pray, captain, be pleas'd to alight and walk in.” 
The captain faintes you with congee profound, 
And your Isdythip curtées half way to the 
«" ground. 


“ 


“ 


“ 


“ 
4 
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“ Kit, run to your mafter, and bid him come - 
“ tous; 
“ Pm fure he'll be proud of the honour you do us, 
“ And, captain, you'll do us the favour to ftay, 
‘And take a thort dimmer here with us to-day : 
“ You're heartily welcome; but as for’good cheer, 
You come im the very wortt time of the year: 
4 HI had expected fo worthy a gueftt—” 
“ Lord, madam ! your ladythip ture is in jeft : 
You banter me, madam; the kingdom mui 
«grant— 
You officers, captain, aré fo complaifant!" | 
© Hitt, buffy, T think I hear fomebody coming.”* 
No, madam ; *tis only Sir Arthor a-humming. - 
To fhorten my tale (for I hate @ long ftory), 
The captain at ditmer appears in his glory ; 
“ The dean and the * door have hombled their 
“ pride, : os 
For the captain's entreated to fit by your. fide ; 
And, becaufe he’s their betters, yew-carve fors 
“ him firft ; 
‘The purfons for envy are ready to Bart. 
The fervants amaz’d are f{carce ever able 
‘Yo keep off their eyes, as they wait at the 
* table, rs 
And Melly and I have thrutt in our nofe 
To peep at the captain iu all his fine clo*es. 
Dear madam, be fure he’s a fine-fpoken man, 
Do but here on the clergy how glib his tongue - 
“yang 
‘* And, madam, fays he, if fuch dinners you give, 
“ You'll ncter want for parlons as long A$ you 
“ live. 3 
T ne'er knew a parfon without a good nofe ; 
But the devil's as welcome wherever he goes: 
“ G—d—n me they bid us refullm aud repent, 
But, z—ds! by their looks they ever keep Lent. 
“ Miiter Curate, for all your grave looks, I'm 
“ afraid - ans er 








“« You caft a theep’s eye.on herfladythip’s maid : 

“ Twith the would A you ber: pretty white hand 

“ In mending ‘your-caffuck, and fmoothing your 
ba: 

(For the Dean was fo thabby, and look’d like. 
* aninny, 

“ That the captain fuppos'd he was curate te 
« Jinny). 


Whenever you fee a caffock and gown, 

“ A hundred to one but it covers a clown. 

“ Obierve how a parfon comes into a room; 

“ G.- d---n me ! he hobbles as bad as my groom; 


“* A feholard, when jult fey his college broke 


loofe, 

“* Can hardly tell how to cty So to % goofe; 

“ Your + Moveds, and Biuturcks, and Omurs, 

“and ftnff, _ 
wt By Gov they don’t fignty this pinch of gf « 
To give a young gentleman right education, 

* The army's the only good fchool in the nation 5 
My school-matter cali’d me a dunce and a fool, 


+ Bur at cuffs 1 was always the cock of the 
wers down the point, and kiftes [: a ‘ 7 


“ fchool: 
* Detar Finny, a clergyman in the neighbiir-! 


hood. of 


; Pte 
+ Ovids, PintarchsWomers, 


_ * He caught me one morning coquetting his wife ; 


% I nevef could take té iy book for the bloud 
* 9’ me, 

“ And the puppy confefs’d he expected no good 
“ oO me. 


“ But he mauld ime, I ne’er was fo maul!’d in 
“my life: 

“ So 1 took to the road, and, what’s very odd, 

“ The firft man Irobb’d was a parfon, by G---. 

“ Now, madam, youll think it 4 ftrange thing 
* to fay, 

But the fight of a book makes me fick to this 
“ day? 

“Never fice I was born did I hear fo much wit, 

“ And, madam, I laugh’d till I thought I thould 
“ fplit. 

“ So then tou look'd feornful, and fnift at the Dean, 

As who thoull fay, Nowum It hiany and lean 2 


* a) But he ducit not fo much egonce open his lips, 


“ And the doctor was plaguily down in the hips. 
Thus mercileis Hannah ran on in her talk, 

Till the heard the Dean call, “ Will your lady- 
“ thip walk?” 

Her ladythip anfwers, ‘I’m jutt coming down 

‘Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 

Although it was plain in her heast the was glad, 

Cry’d, “ Huffy, why fore the aench is gone mad ! 

“ How couldthefe chimeras get into your brains?-- 

“ Come hither, and take this old gown for your 
“ pains, 

* But the Dean, if this fecret thould come to 
* his ears, 

“ Will never have done with his gibes and his 


“ Jeers: : A 
“ For your life, not’ & werd of the matter, I 
“ charge ye: 


** Give me but a darrack, a fig for the Clergy.” 


TO DEAN SWIFT. 
BY SIR ARTHUR ACHESON, 


Good caufe have Ito firg-atd vapour, 
For Lam landlord to the Drapier : 
He that of every. ear’s the charmer, 
Now condeicends to be my farmer, 
And grace my villa with his ftrains, 
Lives fuch a bard on Britith plains ? 
No; not in all the Britith court; 
For none but witlings there refurt, 
‘Whofe names and works (though dead) are made 
Immortal by the Dunciad ; 
And, fure as fhonument of brafs, 
Their fame to future times thail pats, 
How, with a weakly warbling tongue, 
Of brazen knight they vainly fung : 
A fubject for their genius fit; 
He dares defy both fenfe and wit. 
What dares he not? He can, we know it, 
A laureat make that isno poet ; 
A judye, without the leaft pretence 
‘Fo common law, or common fenfe ; 
S&bifhop that is no divine ; 
ud-coxcombs in red ribbons fhinc: 


a 
t Nicknames for my lady. 
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Nay, he can make, what's greater far, 

A middle fate "twixt peace and war; 
And fay, there fhall, for year¥tegether, 

Be peace and war, and bot, neither, 
Happy, O Market-hill ! at leaft, 

That court and courtiers have na tafte + 
You never elfe had known the Dean, 

But, as of old, obfcurely lain ; 

All things gone on the fame dull track; 
And Drapier’s-hill * been ftill Drumlacks 
But now your name with Penfhurtt vies, 
And wing’d with fame fhall reach the tkies, 


DRAPIER’S-HILL. 


We give the world to underftand, 

Our thriving Dean has purchas’d land ; 
A purchafe which will bring hit clear 
Above his rent four pounds a year’; 
Provided, to improve the ground, 

He will but add two hundred : 
And, from his endiefs hoarded ftore, 

To build a hole, five hundred more. 

Sir Arthur too fhall have his will, 

And call the manfion Drapier’s-hill 
‘That, when’a nation, long enflav’d, 
Forgets by whom it once was fav'd ; 
When none the Drapier’s praife fhall fing ; 
His figns aloft rio longer fwing ; 3 
‘His medals and his prints forgotten ; - 
‘And all his ¢ handkerchiefs are rotten ; 
His famous letters made wafte-paper ; 
This hill may keep the name of Drapier; 
In fpight of envy, flourifh fill, 

And Drapier’s vie with Cooper’s hill. 


THE DEAN’S REASONS 
FOR NOT BWSLDING AT DRAPIER’S-HILL. 


I wit not build én yonder mount: 


:And, fhould you call me to account, 


onfutting with myfelf, I find 

:It was no levity of mind, 

Whate'er I promis'd or intended, 

No fault of mine, the fcheme is ended't. 
Nor can you tax nre as unfteady, 
Thave a hundred caufes ready ; 

Ali rilen fince that flattering time, 
When Drapier’s-hill appear'd in thyme. 
Tam, as now too late I find, . 

The greateit cully of mankind : 

‘The loweft boy in Martin’s fchool 
May turn and wind me like a fool, 
How could I form fo wild a vifion, 

To feek, in deferts, Fields Elyfian ? 

To live in fear, fufpicion, variance, 
With thieves, fanatics, and barbariaas? 





* The Dean gave this name to a farm catieh 
Drumlack, which he rented of Sir Arthur Ache- 
fon, whofe feat lay between that and Market 
hill; and intended to build an houfe upon it, but 
afterwards changed his mind. 

+ Medals were cof, many figns hung wp, anit 
handkerchiefs 1 devices, in hdnvdr oF 
the Dear, under the name of M. B. rapier 
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But here my Lady will object : 
Your Deanthip ought to recollect, 
That, near the Knight of Gosford plac’d, 
Whore you allow a man of tatte, 
Your intervals of time to fpend 
With fo converfable a friend, 
It would not fignify a pin 
‘Whatever climate you were in. 
*Tis true, but what advantage comes 
To me from all a ufurer’s plumbs; 
Though I thould fee him twice a day, 
And am his neighbour crofs the way ; 
Af all my rhetoric muft fail 
To ftrike him for a pot of ale? 
‘Thus, when the learned and the wife 
Conceal their talents from our eyes, 
‘And from deferving friends with-hold 
Their gifts, as mifers do their gold ; 
Their knowledge to themfelves confin’d 
Is the fame avarice of mind; 
Nor makes their converfation better, 
Than if they never knew a letter. 
Such is the fate.of Gosford’s Knighte- 
Who keeps his wifdom out of fight ; 
Whofe uncommunicative heart 
‘Will {carce-one precious word impart = 
Still rapt in fpeculations deep, 
His outward fenfes faft afleep ; 
Who, while I talk, a fong will hum, 
Or, with his fingers, beat the drum ; 
Beyond the tkies tranfports his mind, 
And leaves a lifelefs corpfe behind. 
But, as for me, who ne’er could clamber high, 
To underftand Malebranche or Cambray ; 
‘Who fend my mind (as I believe) lefs 
Than others do, on errands fleevelefs; 
Can liften to a tale humdrum, 
And with attention read Tom Thumb ; 
My fpirits with my body progging, 
Both hand in hand together jogging ; 
Sunk over head and ears in matter, 
Nor can of metaphylics {matter ; 
‘Am mote diverted with a quibble, 
‘Than dream of worldsintelligible; 
And think alt notions too abitracted 
Ate like the ravings of a crackt head ; 
‘What intercourfe of minds can be 
Betwixt the knight fublime and me, 
Tf when I talk, as talk I muft, 
Ic is but prating to a buft? 
Where friendthip is by Fate defign’d, 
Ut forms an union in the mind : 
* But here I differ from the Knight 
In every point, like black and white + 
For none can fay that ever yet 
‘We both in one opinion met ; 
Not in philofopby, or ale ; 
In ftate affairs, or planting calc ; 
In rhetoric, or picking ftraws ; 
in roafting larks, or making laws ; 
In public {chemes, or catching flies 5 
In parliaments, or pudding-pies. 
The neighbours wonder why the Knight 
Should in a country life delight, 
‘Who not one pleafure entertains 
“To cheer the folitary {cenes 
His guefts are few, his vifice rare ; 
Nor ufes time, nor time will {pare ; 








Nor rides, nor walks, nor hunts, not fowls, 


Nar plays at cards, or dice, or bowls; 

But, feated in an eafy chair, 

Defpifes exercife and air. 

His rural walks he ne’er adorns: 

Here poor Pomona fits on thorns ; 

And there negleGted Flora fettles 

Her bum upon a bed of nettles. 
Thofe thanklefs and officious cares 

T us'd to take in friends’ affairs, 

From which I never could refrain, 

And have been often chid in vain ; 

From thefe I am recover’d quite, 

At leaft in what regards the knight. 

Preferve his health, his ftore increafe ; 

May nothing interrupt his peace! 

But now let all his tenants round 

Firft milk his cows, and after, pound : 

Let every cottager confpire 

To cut his hedges down for fire : 

‘The naughty boys about the village 

His crabs and floes may freely pillage: 

He ftill may keep a pack of knaves 

To fpoil his work, and work by halves: 

His meadows may be dug by fwine, 

It fhall be no concern of mine. 

For why thould I continue ftill 

To ferve a friend againft his will? 


A PANEGYRIC ON THE DEAN, 


IN THE PERSON OF A LADY tit THE NORTH *.. 
1730. 


ResoLv’p my gratitude to fhow, 
Thrice reverend Dean, for all I owe, 
Too long F have my thanks delay’d, 
Your favours left too long unpaid ; 
But new, in all our fex's name, 
My artlefs mufe thall fing your fame. 
Indulgent you to femalekind, + 
To all their weaker fides are blind ; 


Nine more fuch champions as the Dean 


Would foon reftore our ancient reigu. 

How well, to win the ladies’ hearts, 

You celebrate their wit and parts! 

How have I felt my fpirits rais’d, 

By you fo oft’, fo highly prais‘d ! 

Transform’d by your convincing tongue 

To witty, beautiful, and young, 

T hope to quit that aukward fhame, 

Affected by each vulgar dame, 

To modefty a weak pretence ; . 

And foon grow pert on men of fenfeg 

To fhow my face with fcornful air; 

Let others match it, if they dare. 
Impatient to be out of debt, ‘ 

Oh, may I never once forget 

The bard who humbly deigns to choofe 

Me for the fubject of his Mufe ! 

Behind my back, before my nofe, 

He founds my praife in verle and profe. 
My heart with emulation burns 

To make you fuitable returns: 

My gratitude the world fhali know ;, 

And fee, the printer's boy below ; =: 





* The lady of Sir Arthur Achefon, 


Ye hawkers all, your voices lift ; 
“ A Panegyric on Dean Swift !”* 
And then, to mend the matter fill, 
“ By Lady Anne of Market-hill.” 

I thus begin; My grateful Mufe 
Salutes the Dean in different views ; 
Dean, butler, uther, jefter, tutor ; 

#* Robert and Darby's coadjutor : 
And, as you incommiffion fit, 
To rule the dairy next to ¢ Kit. 

In each capacity I mean 
“Fs fing your praife. And firft as Deans 
Envy muft own, you underftand your 
Precedence, and {apport your grandeur ; 
Nor of your rank will bate an ace, 
Except to give Dean Daniel place. 

In you fuch dignity appears ; 

So fuited to your ftate and years! 

‘With ladies what a ftriét decorum ! 

With what devotion you adorg ’em ! 

Treat me with fo much complaifance, 

As fits a princefs in romance ! 

By your example and affiftance, 

‘The fellows learn to know their diftance. 

Sir Arthur, fince you fet the pattern, 

No longer calls me /nipe and flatterx ; 

Nor dares he, though he were a duke, 
* Offend me with the leaft rebuke. 

Proceed we to your } preaching next: » 
How nice you fplit the hardeit text! 
How your fuperior learning thines 
Above our neighbouring dull divines ! 

At Beggars’ Opera not fo full pit 
Is feen, as when you mouht our pulpit. 

Confider now your converfation ; 
Regardful of your age and ftation, 

You ne'er was known, by paffion ftirr’d, 
To give the leaft offenfive word ; 

But ftill, whene’er you filence. break, 
‘Watch every fyllable you fpeak : 

Your ftyle fo clear; and fo concife, 

‘We never afk to hear you twice. 

But then, a parfonfo genteel, 

So nicely clad from head to heel ; 

So fine a gown, a band fo clean, 

As well became St. Patrick’s Dean, 

Such reverential awe exprefs, 

‘That cow-boys know you by your drefs! 
‘Then, if our neighbouring friends come here, 
How proud are we when you appear, 
With fuch addrefs aud graceful port, 
As clearly fhows you bred at court ! 

Now raife your fpirits, Mr. Dean, 
Tlead you to a nobler icene. 

‘When to the vault you walk in ftate, 
In quality of utier’s.mate ; 

You next to § Dennis bear the fway: 
To you we often truft the key : 

Nor can he judge with all his art 

So well, what bottle holds a quart ; 


* The names of two overfeers. 

thas fy lady's footman. 

in The author preached but once while he was 
aes 


§ The Butler. 


M Ss. 


‘What pints may beft for bottles pafs, 
‘ult to give every man his glafs ; 

hen proper to produce the bett, : 
And what may ferve commen gue | 
With Dennis yon did ne’er combine, 
Not you, to fteal your mafter’s wine; 
Except a bottle now and then, . 

To welcome srother terving~men: 

But that is with a good defiga, 

Co drink Sir Arthur's healeh and mine ¢ 
Your mafter’s honour to maintain, 

And get the like returns again. 

Your * z/ber’s po muf next be handied 
How blefs’d am I by fuch a man ded ! 
Under whofe wife and careful gusrd{hip 
I now defpife fatigue and hhardihip: 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet, 
Though daggled round, f fcorn to fret 
From’ you my chamber-damfels learn 
My broken hofe to patch and dearn, 

Now as a jefter I accok you; 

Which never yet one friend haslo& you. 
You judge fo nicely toa hair, 

How far to go, and when to {pare ; 

By long experience grown fo wife, 

Of every tafte to know the fize; 

‘There ’s none fo ignorant or weak 

+ To take offence at what you {j ; 
Whene’er you } ‘tis alla - 
Whether with Dermot, or His Grace ; 
-With Teague O‘Murphey, or an carl; 

A duchefs, or a kitchen-girh 

With fuch dexterity you ft 

Their feveral talents with your wit, 

That Moll the chamber-maidl can fmoke, 
And Gahagan ¢ take every joke. 

Inow become your humble fuitor 
To let you praife you as my § tuter. 
Poor I, a favage bred and born, 

By you inftruéted every morn, 
Already have improv’d fo well, 

That 1 have almoft learnt to {peli< 
The neigh¥ours who come here to dine, 
Admire to hear me {peak fo fine. 

How envioutly the latlies look, 

When they furprife me at my book ! 
And fure as they’re alive at night, 

As foon as gone will fhow their fpight 
Good lord ! what caa my lady mean, 
Converfing with that rufty Dean! 

She ’s grown fo nice, and fo peaurions, 
With Socrates and Epicurius. 

How conld fhe fit the live-long day, 
Yet never afk us once to play ? 

But I admire your patience moft; 
That wher I °m duller than a pot, 

Nor can the plaineft word pronounce, 
You neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce; 


aq 





* He fometimes ufed to walk with the lady. 

+ The neighbouring ladies were no great us~ 
derfianders uf raillery. 

t The ciown that cut down the old thornet 
Market-pill. 

§ In bad weather the author ufed te dire@ my 
lady in ber reading. 
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Are fo indulgent, and fo raild, 
As if I were a darling child- 
So gentle is your whole proteeding, 
‘That I could {pend my-life in reading. 
You merit new etaployments daily + 
Our'thatcher, ditcher, gardener, baily. 
And to 2 genius fo extenfive 
No work ts grievous or offenfive; 
Whether your fruitful fancy lies 
‘To make,fot pigs convenient ftyes ; 
Or ponder long with anxious thought 
‘To banifh rats that haunt our vault : 
Nor have you grumbled, reverend Dean, 
To keep our poultry {weet ghd clean; 
‘To {weep the mantion-houfe they dwell in, 
And cure the rank ‘atifavory Smelling. 
Now enter as the dairy hand-maid ; 
Such charming:* butter never man made. 
Let others with fanatic face 
‘Talk of their niie for babes of grace ; 
From tuss their fauffling noniente utter : 
‘Thy milk fhall make us tubs of butter. 
The bithop with his fooe may burn it +. 
But with his hatid the Dean can chum a 
How are the fervants overjoy’d i 
“To fee thy Deanthip thas employ’d! 
Inftead of poring on a book, 
Providing butter for the cook ! 
‘Three morning hours you tofs and fhake 
‘The bottle till your fingers ake : 
Hard is the teil, nor {mall the art, 
‘The butter from the whey to past: 
Behold a frothy fubftance rife ; 
Be cautious, or your bottle fies. 
‘The butter comes, our fears are ceas’d ; 
And out you fqueeze an ounce at leait. 
Your reverence thus, with like (uccels 
(Nor is your {iil or labour lefs), 
‘When bent upon fome fmart lJampoon, 
‘Will tofs and turn your brain till noon ; ‘ 
‘Which, in its jumblings round the full, 
Dilates and makes the veffe! full ; 
While nothing comes but froth at firt, 
You think your giddy head will burt : 
+ But, fqueezing out four lines in thyme, 
Ate largely paid for all your time. 
But you have rais’d your generous mind 
‘To works of more exalted kind. 
Palladio was ribt half fo kill’ in 
‘The grandeur or the art of building. 
‘Two temples of magnific fize 
Attract the curious traveller's eyes, 
That might be envy'd by the Gteeks; 
Rais'd up by you in twenty weeks: 
Here gentle goddets Cloacine 
Receives all offerings at her fhrine. 
In feparate cells the he’s and fhe’s 
Here pay their vows with bended knces: 
For ‘tis profane when fexes mingle, 
And every nymph muft enter fingle, 





butter for breakfafi, by 
with cream, and soaking if till the 


*® A way of making 
Jilling a bottle 
butter cones. . 
t It isa common fayiag, when the mi 
20, that the devil or the Lifoop has fet iris 
Nt, the devil having been called bishop of h 





| The margin of a purling ftream 
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| And when the feels an ixward waston;' 
Come fill'd with reverence and devetions 
The bafhful maid, to hide our bluth, 
Shall creep no more behind a buth; 
Here unobferv'd the boldly goes, 
As who thould fay, to pixck a rofe. 
Ye who frequent this hallow’d {cene, 
Be not ungrateful to the Dear ; 
But duly, ere you leave yout ftation, 
Oifer to him a pure libation : 
Or of his own or Smedley’s lay, 
Or billet-dotix, or lock of hay + 
And, oh! may all who hither come, 
Return with unpelluted thumb ! 
Yet, when your lofty domes 1 
I figh to think of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raife my ftyle, 
And {weetly moralize a while. 
Thee, bounteous goddefs Cloacine, 
To temples why do we confine? 
Forbid in open air to breathe, 
Why are thine altars fixt beneath? 
When Satrun rul’d the fkies alone 
(That golden age to gold unknown), 
This earthly globe, to thee affign’d, 
Receiv'd the gifts of all mankind. 
Ten thoufand altars /noking round 
Were built to thee with offerings crown’d: 
And here they daily votaries plac’'d 
Their facrifice with zeal and hafte : 





Pee 


praife, 





Sent up to thee a grateful fteam A 
(Though fomctimes thou wert pleas'd to wink, 
if Naiads fwept them from the brink). 

Or where appointing lovers rove, . : 

The fhelter of a thady grove; 
Or, offer'd in fome fg vale, 
Were wafted by a gale: 
There many efidwer abfterfive grew, 
The favourite flowers of yellow hue ; 
‘The crocus, and the daffodll, 

The cowilip foft, and {weet jonquils - 

But when at laft ufurping Jove 
Old Saturn from his empire drove ; 

Then gluttony with greafy paws 
Her napkin pinn’d up to her jaws, 
With watery chaps, and wagging chia, 
Brac’d like a drum her oily dkin ;_ 
Wedg’d in‘a fpacious elbowschair, 
And on her plate a treble thare, 

As if fhe ne'er could have enough, 
Taught harmlefs man to cram and ftuff. 
She fent her prieft in wooden fhoeg 
From haughty Gaul to make ragoos ; 
Inftead of wholefome bread and cheefe, 
To drefs their foups and fricaffees ; 
And, for our home-bred Britith cheer, 
Botargo, cat(up, and caveer. 

‘This bloated harpy, fprung from hell, 
Confin’d thee, goddefs, to acell: 
Sprung from her womb that impious line, 
Conteniners of thy rights divine. 

Firtt, lolling floth in woollen cap 
‘Taking her after-dinner nap: 

Pale dropfy with a fallow face, 
Ler belly burit, and flow her paces 

And lordly gout, wrapt up in 
And wheezing a/ffkma, loth to 
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Voluptuous caf, the child of weak, 
Infecting this our hearts by ftealth. 
None feek thee now in open air, 

‘To thee no ~vrdant altars rear ; 

But in their cells and vaults obfcene 
Prefent a faerifice unclean ; 

From whence unfavoury vapours rofe, 
Offenfive to thy nicer nofe, 

Ah! who, in our degenerate days, 
As nature prompts, tus offering pays? 
Flere nature never difference made 
Between the f{ceptne and the fpade. 

Ye great ones, why will ye difdain 

To pay your tribute on the plain ? 
Why will you place, in lazy pride, 
Your altars near your coaches’ fide; 
When from the homelieft earthen ware 
Are fent up offerings more fincere, 
‘Than where the haughty duchefs locks 

Her filver vafe in cedar box ? 

Yet fome devotion {till remains 
Among our-harmlefs northern {wains, 
‘Whofe offerings, plac d in golden ranks, 
Adorn our cryital rivers’ banks; 

Mor feldom grace thy flowery downs, 
With fpiry tops and copple-crowns 5 
Or gilding in a funny morn 

‘The humble branches of a thorn. 
So, poets fing, with golden hough 
‘The ‘Trojan hero paid his vow. 

Hither, by Jucklefs error led, 

-The crude confiftence oft’ I tread: 
Here, when my fhoes are out of cafe, 
Vnwecting gild the’ tarnith’d lace; 
Here by the facred bramble ting’d, 
My petticoat is doubly fring’d. 

Be witnefs for me, nymph divine, 
I never robb’d thee ‘vith lefign : 
Nor will the zealous Hannah pout 
‘To wath thy injur’d offering out. 

But ftop, ambitious Mule, in time, 
Nor dwell on fubjeéts too fublime. 
in vain on lofty hecls { tread, 

Afpiring to exalt my head ; 
‘With hoop expanded wide and light, 
In vain I ‘tempt too high a flight. 

Me Phebus in a midnight dream 
Accofting faid, * “ Go thake your cream.” 
Be humbly minded, know your poft; 
Sweeten your tea, and watch your toaft. 
‘Thee,beft befits a low! ftyle : 

‘Teach Dennis. how to hit the + guile; 

With ¢ Peggy Dixon thoughtful fe, 

Contriving for the pot and fpit. 

Take down thy proudly {welling fails, 

And rub thy teeth, and (pare thy nails ; 

At nicely carving fhow thy wit ; 

But ne'er prefume to eat a bit : 

‘Turn every way thy watchful eye 3 

And every gueft be fure to py : 

Let nevet at your board be known 

An empty plate, except your own, 

Be thefe thy arts; nor highér aim 

“beza what befits a rural dame, 
a 

© Zatlwuitle, to make butter. 

t The quantity of ale or beer brewed at one time. 

4 Mrs, Diva, ihe Lorfekeeper, 





But Cloacina, goddefs bright, 
Sleek claims her as his right : 
And Smedley, flower of all divines, ' 
Shall fing the Dean in Smedley’s lines. 


TWELVE ARTICLES. 


I, Lest it may more quarrels breed, 
I will never hear you read. 





Il. By difputing, I will never, 
To convince you, once endeavour, 


Hil, When a paradox you flick to, 
I will ne’er contradic you. 


IV. When I talk, and you are heedlefe, 
I will fhow no anger needlefs. 


V. When your fpeeches are abfurd, 
[will ne'er abje@ a word. 


VI. When you furious argue wr 
I will grieve, and hold my oteaes 


VU. Not a jeft or humorous ftory 
Wilt I ever tell before ye : 
To be chidden for explaining, 
When you quite miftake the meaning, 


‘VII, Never more will I fappote 
You can tafte my vi (¢ or profe. 
1X. You no more at me fhall fret, 
While I teach, and you forget, 
X. You thall never hear me thunder, 
When you blunder on, and blusder, 
XI. Show your poyerty‘of fpirit, 
And in drefs place all your merit 5 


Give yourfelf ten thoufand airs; 
‘That with me fhall break no fquared 


XII. Never will I give advice, 
‘Till you pleate to afk me thrice : 
Which if you in fcorn reject, 
"Pwill be juft as I expect, 


Thus we both fhall have our endgy 
And continue fpecial friends. 


THE REVOLUTION. 
AT MARKET-HILL, 1730. 


From diftant regions Fortune fends 
An odd triumvirate of friends; 
Where Phecbus pays a feanty ft 
Where never yet a codlin ripen’ 
Hither the frantic goddefs draws 
Three fuffercrs in a ruin’d caufe : 
By facticn banifh’d, here unite, 
A Dean *, a Spaniardt, and a Knight f 
Unite, but on conditions cruel: * 
‘The Dean and Spaniard find it too well, 
Condemn’d to live in fervice hard ; 
On cither fide his honour’s guard : 
The Dean, to guard his honour’s back, 
Muit build a caftle at Drumlack ; 
The Spaniard, fore againft his will, 
Mutt raife a fort at Market-hill. 
* Dr. Swift. 
t Col. Harr; Leflir, wha fervedard lived k in Spain, 
} Sir Acthur eis d 
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And thus the pair of humble gentry 

At sorth and fouth are pofted centry; 

While, in his lordly caftle fixt, 

“The Knight triamphant reigns betwixt : 

And, what the wretches moft refent, 

‘To be his flaves, nvaft pay him rent ; 

Attend him daily as their chief, 

Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 

Oh, Fortune! ‘tis a fcandal for thee 

‘To fmile on thofe who are leaft worthy: 

‘Weigh but the merits of the three, 

His flaves have ten times more than he. 
Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia! 

‘The Dean and Spaniard mutt reproach ye : 


Of their two fames the world enough rings: 


Where are thy fervices and fufferings ? 

‘What if for nothing once you kift, 

Again? the grain, a monarch’s fift ? 

‘What if, among the courtly tribe, 

You loft a place, and fav'd a bribe ? 

And thew in furly mood came here 

‘To fifteex hundred pounds a year, 

And fierce againit the Whigs harangu’d ? 

You never ventur’d to be hang’d. 

How dare you treat your betters thus? 

Are you to be compar’d with us? 
Come, Spaniard, let us from our farms 

Call forth our cottagers to arms; 

nr forces let us both unite, 

Attack the foe'at left and right ; 

From Masket-hill's exalted head, 

Fall northward let your troops be led; 

‘While 1 from Drapier’s mount ‘defcend, 

And to the fouth my fquadrons bend. 

New-river-walk with friendly thade 

Shall keep my hoft in ambufcade ; 

‘While. you, from where the bafon ftands, 

Shalt fcale the rampart with your bands, 

Nor need we doubt the fort to win; 

T hold intelligence within. 

‘Truc, Lady Anne no danger fears, 

Brave as the Upton fan fhe wears; 

‘Then, left apon our firft attack 

‘Her valiant arm fhould force us back, 

“And we of all our hopes depriv’d; 

L bave 2 ftratagem contriv’d. 

By thefe embroider’d high-heel'd fhocs 

She fhall be canghe as im a noofe ; 

So welt contriv’d her toes to pinch, 

She'll not have power to ftir an inch. 

‘Thefe gaudy thacs muft Hannah place 

Direct before her lady’s face 

‘The fhoes put on, our faithful portrefs 

Adzmits us in, to ftorm the fortrefs; 

‘While tortur’d Madam bound remains, 

Like Montezume, in golden chains; 

Or fike 2 cat with walnute fhod, 

Stumbling at every ftep the trod. 

My hunters thus, in Borneo’s ifle, 

To catch a monkey by a wile, 

‘The mimic animal amufe ; 

‘They place before him gloves and fhoes; 

Whick when the brute ents awkward on, 

Al his agility is gone: 

Yn vain to frifk or climb he tries; 

The hunefmen feize the grinning prize, 


The valiant Dennis * you mutt fix on, 

And I'll engage with Peggy Dixon}: 

Then, if we once can feize the key 

And cheft that keeps my lady’s tea, - 

They muft furrender at difcretion ; 

And, foon as we have gain’d poffeffiod, 

We'll a& as other conquerors do, 

Divide the realm between us two: 

‘Then (fet me fec) we'll make the knight 

Our clerk, for he can read and write; 

But muft not think, I tell him that, bs 

Like Lorimer } to wear his hat: 

Yet, when we dine without a friend, 

We'll place him at the lower end. 

Madam, whofe fkill does all in drefs lie, 

May ferve to wait on Mrs, Leflie; 

But, left it might not be fo proper 

That her own maid fhould over-top her, 

To mortify the creature more, 

We'll take her heels five inches lower. 
For Hannah, when we have no need of her, 

*T will be our intereft to get rid of her; 

And, when we execute our plot, 

Tis beft to hang her on the {pot ; 

As all your politicians wife 

Difpatch the rogues by whom they rife.’ 


TRAULUS. 
A DIALOGUE BETWEEN TOM-AND ROBIN. 1730. 
The Firft Part. 


Tom. Say, Robin, what can Travlus || mean 
By beliowing thus againit the Dean? 
Why docs he call him paltry feribbler, 
Papift, Jacobite, and Libellers 
Yet cannot prove a fingle fad? 
Robin. Forgive him, Tom ; his head is crackt. 
T. What mifchief cam the Dean have done hint 
‘That Traulus calls for vengeance on him? 
Why muft he fputter, fpaw], and flaver it 
In vain againft the people’s favourite ? 
Revile that nation-faving paper, 
Which gave the Dean the name of Drapier ? 
R. Why, Tom, 1 think the cafe is plain; 
Party and fpleen have turn’d his brain. 
T. Such friendfhip never man profeft, 
The Dean was never fo careft ; 
For Traulus long his rancour nurs’d, 
Till, God knows why, at left it burft. 
‘That clumfy outfide of a porter, 
How could it thas conceal a courtier ? 
R. Lown, appearances are bad ; 
Yet till infift the man is mad. 
T. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to diftinguith friends from foes ; 
And, though perhaps among the rout 
He wildly flings his filth about, 
He ftill has gratitude and fap’ence, 
To {pare the folks that give him ha’pence ; 
Nor in theig eyes at random pifles, 
But turns afide like mad Ulyffes : 
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While Traulus all his ordure featters 
To foulthe man he chiefly flatters. 
Whence come thefe inconfiftent fits ? 
&. Why,Tom, the man has loft his wits. 
z: Agreed and yet, when 'Towzer fnaps 
At people’s heels with frothy chaps, 
Hangs down his head, and drops his tail, 
To fay he's mad, will not avail ; 
The neighbours all cry, “ Shoot him dead, 
« Tang, drown, or knock him on the head.” 
So ‘Traulus when he firft harangu’d, 
1 wonder why he wag not hang’d: 
For of the two, without difpute, 
‘Yowzer’s the lefs offenfive brute. 
R. Tom, you miftake the matter quite ; 
Your barking curs will feldom bite ; 
And though you hear him ftut-tut-tut-ter, 
He barks as faft as he can utter. 
He prates in fpite of all impediment, 
While none believes that what he faid he meant ; 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
‘To grope for words, and out they come. 
He calls you rogue; there's nothing in it, 
He fawns upon you in a minute : 
“ Begs leave to rail, but d—n his blood ! 
“« He only meant it for your good : 
* His friendfhip was exadtly tim’d, 
“ He fhot before your foes were prim'd. 
« By’this contrivance, Mr. Dean, 
« By Ge! Vil bring you off as clean—n*” 
Then let him ufe you ¢'er fo rough, 
* *T-wasall for love,” and that’s enough. 
But, though he fputter through a feffion, 
It never niakes the leaft impreffion : 
‘Whate’er he {peaks for madnefs govs, 
With no effeét on friends or foes. 
T. The {crubbieft cur in all the pack 
Can fet the maftiff on your back. 
1 own, his madnefs is a jcft, 
Hf that were all. But he’s poffelt, 
Incarnate with a thoufand imps, 
‘To work whofe ends his madnefs pimps ; 
Who o’er each ftring and wire prefide, 
Fill every pipe, each motion guide ; 
Directing every vice we find 
In Scripture, to the devil affign’d; 
Sent from the dark infernal region, 
In him they lodge, and make him legion. 
OF brethren he’s # falfe accufer ; 
A flanderer, traitor, and feducer ; 
A fawning, bafe, trepanning liar ; 
The marks peculiar of his fire. 
Or, grant hinr but a drone at beft, 
A drone can raife a hornet’s neft. 
The Dean had felt their ftings before 3 
And muft their malice ne’er give o'er ? 
* Still-fwarm and buzz about his nofe ? 
But Iveland’s friends ne’er wanted foes, 
A patriot is a dangerous poft, 
When wanted by his country moft ; 
Perverfely comes in evil tinjes, 
Where virtues are imputed crimes, 
» itis guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant ; 
‘aitor to the vices regnant. 





aero 
* This is the ufual excufe of Tranlus, when be abue 
Ses you to others without provecation, 


; 7 
What fpirit, fince the world began, ¥ 
Could always bear to frive with man? 


Which God pronounc’d, he never would, 
And foon convinc’d them by a flood, 
Yet ftill the Dean on freedom raves; 
His fpirit always ftrives with flaves, 

"Tis time at lait to fpare his ink, * 

And let them rot, or hang, or fink. 


TRAULUS. 
The Second Part, 


Travzus, of amphibious breed, 
Motely fruit of mungrel foed ; 
By the dam from lordlings fprung, 
By the fire exhal’d from dung : 
Think on every vice in both ; 
Look on him, and fee their growth. 
View him on the mother’s fide, 
Fill’d with falfehood, fpleen, and pride ; 
Pofitive and overbearing, 
Changing ftill, and ftill adhering ; 
Spiteful, peevith, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward ; 
When his friends he mof is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ; 
Reputation ever tearing, 
Ever deareft fricndthip fwearing ; 
Judgment weak, and paffion ftrong, 
Always various, always wrong 5 
Provocation never waits, 
Where he loves, or where he hates; 
Talks whate’er comes in his head; 
Withes it were all unfaid. 
Let me now the vices trace, 
From the father’s fcoundrel race, 
Who could give the booby fuch airs ? 
Were they mafons, were they butchers? 
Herald, lend the mufe an apfwer 
From his atevur and grandfire : 
This was dextrous at his trowel, 
That was bred to kill a cow well: 
Hence-the greafy clumfy mien 
In his drefs and figure feen ; 
Hence the mean and fordid foul, 
Like his body, rank and foul; 
Hence that wild fafpicious peep, 
Like a rogue that fteals a theep; 
Hence he learnt the butcher's guile, 
How to cut your throat and {mile ; 
Like a butcher, doom’d for life 
In his mouth to wear his dnife; 
Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants’ vital blood. 
Laftly, let his gifts-be try’d, 
Borrow'd from he mafon’s fide : 
Some perhaps may think him able’ 
In the ftate to build a Babel ; 
Could we place him in a flation 
To deftroy the old foundation. 
True indeed, I fhould be gladder, 
Could he learn to mount a ladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and sad defcend ! 
in him tell me which prevail, 
Female vices moft, or male? 
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‘What prodac’d hint, can yau tell? 
Human race, or imps of bell? 


ROBIN AND HARRY *. 


Ronin to beggats, with a curfe, 
‘Yhrows the faft thilling in his purfe ; 
And, when the coachman comes for pay, 
‘The rogue muft call another day. 

Grave Harry, when the poor are preffing, 
Gives them a penny, and God’s blefling ; 
But, always careful of the main, 

‘With two-pence left, walks home in rain. 

Robin, from noon to night will prate, 
Runs out in tongue, as in eftate 
And, ere a twelvemonth and a day, 
‘Will not have one new thing to fay. 
Much talking is not Harry’s vice ; 

He need not tell a ftory twice: 
And, if he always be fo thrifty, 
His fund may laft to five and fifty. 

It fo fell out, that cautious Harry, 

As foldiers ufe, for love muft marry, 
And, with his dame, the ocean croft ; 
(All for love, or the World well Loft !) 
Repairs a cabin gone to ruin, 
jul big enough to fhelter two in; 
And in his houfc, if any body come, 
Will make them welcome to his modicum ; 
‘Where Goody Julia milks the cows, 

. And boils potatoes for her fpoufe ; 
Or dearns his hofe, or mends his breeches, 
While Harry’s fencing up his ditches, 

Robin, who ne’er his mind could fix, 

To live without a coach and fix, 

‘To patch his broken fortunes, found 

A miftrefs worth five thoufand pound ; 
Swears he could get her in an hour, 

If Gaffer Harry would endow her; 
And fell, to pacify his wrath, 

A birth-right for a mefe.of broth. 

Young Harry, as all Europe knows, 
‘Was long the quinteffence of beaux; 
But, when efpaus’d, he ran the fate 
‘That muft attend the marry'd flate; 
From gold brocade and fhinning armour, 
‘Was metamorphos'd to a farmer; 

His grazier’s coat with dirt befmear’d ; 
Nor twice a week will thave his beard. 

Old Robin, all his youth a floven, 

At fifty-two, when he grew loving, 
Clad in a coat of paduafoy, 

A flaxen wig and waittcoat gay, 
Powder’d from fhoulder down to flank, 
In courtly ftyle addreffes Frank ; 
‘Twice ten years older than his wife, 

Is doom’d to be a bean for life ; 
“Supplying thofe defeds by drefs, 
Which.I muft leave the world to guefs. 


TO BETTY THE GRIZETE. 1730. 


uEEN of wit and beauty, Betty! 
Never may the mufe forget ye : 





; od Sons of Dr. Lefie. Harry wag a calorel in the 


How thy face charms every fhepherd, 
Spotted over like a leopard! 
And thy freckled neck, difplay'd, 
Envy breeds in every maid, ; 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow, 
Or on parchment ink turn’d yellow ; 
Or a tawny fpeckled pippin, 
Shrivel’d with a winter’s keeping. 
And, thy beauty thus difpatch'd, 
Let me pvaife thy wit unmatch’d. 
Sets of phrafes, cut and dry, 
Evermore thy tongue fupply. 
And thy memory ts loaded 
With old {craps from plays exploded : 
Stock’d with repavtees and jokes, 
Suited to all Chriftian folks ; 
Shreds of wit, and fenfelefs rhymes, 
Blunder'd out a thoufund times. 
Nor wilt thou of gifts be {paring, 
Which can ne’er be worfe for wearing: 
Picking wit among collegians, 
In the playhoufe upper regions ; 
Where, in the eighteen-penny gallery, 
Irifh nymphs learn {ith raillery : 
But thy merit is thy failing, 
And thy raillery is railing. 
‘hus with talents well endu’d 
To be feurrilous and rude ; 
When you pertly raife your fnout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, flout; 
‘This among Hibernian affes” “  ~ 
For theer wit and humour pafles. 
Thus indulgent Chloe, bit, 
Swears you have a world of wit. 








DEATH AND DAPHNE. 


TO AN AGREEABLE YOUNG LADY, BUT EX= 
TREMELY LEAN, 1730. 


Dearu went upon a folemn day 
At Pluto’s hall his court to pay: 
‘The phantom, having humbly kift 
His grifly monarch’s footy fi, 
Prefented him the weckly bills 
OF doctors, fevers, plagues, and pills, 
Pluto, obferving, fince the peace 
‘The bnrial-article decreafe, 
And, vext to fee affairs mifcarry, 
Declar’d in council, Death muft marry ; 
Vow'd he no longer could fupport 
Old bachelors about his court ; 
The intereft of his realm had need 
‘That death fhould get a numerots breed ; 
Young deathlings, who, by practice made 
Proficient én their father’s trade, 
With colonics might ftock around poe ee 
His !arge dominions under ground. 

A confult of coquettes below 
Was call'd, to rig him out a beau: 
From her own head Megara takes 
A periwig of twifted fhakes; 
Which in the niceft fathion curl’d 
(Like toupets of this upper world), 
With flour of fulphur powder'd well, 
‘That graceful on his fhoulders fell; 
An adder of the fable kind, 


~ 
The owl; the raven, and the bat, 
Cihbb’d for a feather in his hat; 
His esat an ufurer's velvet pall, 
Bequea.?’d to Pluto, corpfe and alls 
But, loth Fis perfou to expofe 
Bare like a tarcate pickt by crows, 
A lawyer o’er his hands and face 
Stuck artfully a parchment cafe. 
‘No new-fluxt rake fhow'd fairer fkin ; 
Nor Phyllis after lying-in. 
‘With fnoff was fill’d Fis ebon box 
OF fhin-bones rotted by the pox. 
Ninc {pirits of blafpheming fops 
With aconite anoint his chops ; 
And give him words of dreadful founds, 
G—d'd—n his blood! and bed and w—ds! 
Thus furnifh’d out, he fent his train 
‘To take a houfe in Warwick-lane: 
The faculty, his humble friends, 
A complimental meffage fends 
‘Their prefident in fcarlet gown 
Harrangu'd, and welcom’d him to town. 
But death had bufinefs to difpatch ; 
‘His mind was running on his match. 
And, hearing much of Daphae’s fame, 
His majefly of terrors came, 
Sine as 2 colonel of the guards, 
Io vifit where fhe fate at cards: 
She, as he came into the room, 
‘Thought him Adonis in his, bloom. 
And now her heart with pleafure jumps ; 
She fearce remembers what is tramps ; 
Kor fuch a thape of fkin and boue 
‘Was never feen, except her own: 
Charm'd with his cyes, and chin, and fnout, 
Her pocket-glafs drew flily out ; 
And grew enamour’d with her phiz, 
As juft the counterpart of his. 
She darted many a private glance, 
And freely lade the firft advance ; 
‘Was of her beauty grown fo vain, 
She doubted not to win the fwain, | 
Nothing fhe thought could fooner gain him, 
‘Than with her wit to entertain him. 
She afk’d about her friends below ; 
‘This meagre fop, that batter’d beau 5 
Whether fome Rite departed toafts 
Had got gallants. among the ghotts ? 





+ If Chloe were a fharper ftill, 


As great as evcr at quadrille ? 
(The ladies there muft needs be rooks; 
For cards, we know, are Pluto’s books !) 
if Florimel had found-her love, 
For whom fhé hang’d herfelf above? 
How oft’ a wetk was kept a ball 
By Proferpine at Phuto’s hall? 
She fancied thofe Elyfian thades 
‘The fweeteft place for mafquerades + 
How’pleafant, on the banks of Styx, 
‘To troll it in a coach and fix! 
‘What pride a female heart inflames! 
How endlefs are ambition’s aims!‘ 
Ceafe, haughty nymph; the fates decree 
Death molt not be a {poufe for thee: * 
For, when by chance the meagre fhade 
pon thy pand his finger Jaid, 
‘Thy hand as ary and cold ds Jead, 
His matzimonial fpirit fled ; 

Vou. IX, A 
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ng 
He felt about his heart a damp, : 

‘That gtlite extinguihh’d Cupid’s lamp: 

Away the frighted {ceptre fcuds, 

And leaves my lady in the fuds. 


DAPHNE, 


Darune knows, with equal cafe, 
How to vex, and how to pleaie ; 
But the folly of her fex 

Makes her fole delight to vex. 
Never woman more devis’d 
Surer-ways to be defpis’d : 
Paradoxes weakly wielding, 
Always conquer’d, never yielding. 
To diipute, her chief delight; 
With not one opinion right: 
Thick her arguments fhe lays on, 
And with cavils combats reafon; 
Aniwers in decifive way, 

Never hears what you can fay: 
Still her old perverfenefs fhows, 
Chiefly where fhe nothing knowsg 
And, where fhe is moft familiar, 
Always peevither and fillier : 

All her {pirits in a flame, 

When fhe knows fhe’s moft to blame. 

Send me hence ten thoufand miles, | 3 
From a face that always fmilee: 

None could ever a@ that part, 

But a fury in her heart, 

Ye who hate fuch inconfiftence, 

To be eafy, keep your diftance ; 

Or in folly ftill befriend her, 

But have no concern to mend her, 

Lofe no time to contradi@ her, 

Nor endeavour to convié her. 

Never take it in your thought, 
‘That fhe’ll own, or cure a Bult ! 
Inte contradiétion warm her ; 
Then, perhaps, you may reform her: 
Only take this rule along, 

Always to advife her wrong ; 

And reprove her when fhe’s right 5 
She may then grow wife for fpight. 

No—that icheme will ne’er fucceed, 
She has better learnt her creed : 7 
She’s too cunning and too fkilful, 
When to yield, and when be wilful. 
Nature holds her forth two mirrors, 
One for truth, and one for errors: 
‘That looks, hidgous, fierce, and frightful 
This is flattering and delightful: 
‘That the throws away as foul; 

Sits by this, to drefs her foul. 

‘Thus you have the cafe in view, 
Daphne, 'twixt the Dean and you. 
Heaven forbid he fhould defpife thee! 
But will never more advife thee. 





THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK, 
A FABLE. BY DR. DELANY, 1730, 
 —Quis inique 
« Tam patiens urbis, tam ferreus, pt teneat fe !”” 
Jew. 
In ancient times as bards indite, 


(If clerks have conn’d the secords right) 


we 
“A fercock reign’d, whole glorious fway 
His fubjeéts with delight obey : 
His tail was beauteous to behold, 
Replete with goodly eyes and gold 
(Fair eniblem of that monarch’s guife, 
Whote train at once is rich and wife). 
And princely rul'd he many regions, 
And ftatefmen wife, and valiant legions. 

A pheafant Lord *, above the reft, 
With overy grace and talent blett, 
Was fent to fway, with allhis fkill, 
The feeptre of a neighbouring hill +. 
No fcicnce was to him unknown, 
For afl the arts were all his own: 
In all the living learned read, 
‘Tho::gh more delighted with the dead: 
For birds, if ancicnt tales be true, 
Had then their Popes and Homers too, 
Could read and write in profe and verfe, 
And fpcak like ***, and build like Pearce ¢. 
He knew their voices, and their wings; 
‘Who fmootheft foars, who fweeteft fings ; 
‘Who toils with ill-fledg’d pens to climb, 
And who attain’d the true fublime : 
‘Their merits he could well defery, 
He had fo exquifite an eye 5 
And when that fail’d, to fhow them clear, 
He had as exquifite an ear. 
It chanc’d, as on a day he ftray'd, 
Beneath an academic fhade, 
He lik’d, amidft athoufand throats, 
‘The wildnefs of a woodlark’s § notes, 
And fearch’d, and fpy’d, and feiz’d his game, 
And took him home, and made him tame 5 
Found him on trial true and able, 
So cheve’d and fed him at his table. 

Here fome fhrewd critic finds I’m canght, 
And cries out, “ Better fed than tanglit."— 
‘Then jets on game and tume, and reads 
And jefts; and fo my taic proceeds. 

Long had he ftudy’d in the wood, 
Converfing with the wife and good ; 
His foul with harmony infpir’d, 
With love of truth and virtue fir'd : 
His brethren’s good and Maker's praife 
‘Were all tht ftudy of his lays; 
Were all his ftudy in retreat, 
And now employ’d him with the great. 
His friendthip was the fure refort 
Of all the wretched at the court 5 
But chicfly merit in diftrefs 
His greateft blefling was to blefs— 

This fix'd him in his patron’s breaft, 
But fir'd with envy all the ref: 
I mean that noify craving crew, 
Who round the court inceffant flew, 
And prey’d like rooks, by pairs and 4 
‘To fill the maws of fons and coufins: 
“ Unmov'd their heart, and chill’d their blood, 
« To every thought of common good, 
« Caifining every hope and care,” 
"fo their. own low coatraded fphere. 














“ * Lord Carteret, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 
4 Treland. 


$ A famous modern archite®. — § Dr. Delany. 
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Thefe ran him down with ceafelefs cry, 
But found it hard to tell you why, 
Till his own worth and wit fupply’d 
Sufficient matter to deride : 
« "Tis envy’s falelt, fureft rule, 
« 'To hide her rage in ridicule: 
« The valgar eye the beft beguiles, 
“ When all her fnakes are deck’d with finiles;” 
Sardonic fmiles, by rancour rais’d! 
« ‘Tormented moit when feeming pleas'd !” 
‘Their fpight had more than half expir’d, 
Had he not wrote what all admir’d; 
What morfels had their malice wanted, 
But that he built, and plann’d, and planted! 
How had his fenfe and learning griev’d them, 
But that his charity reliev’d them: 

« At higheft worth dull malice reaches, 
« As flugs pollute the faireft peaches : 
“ Envy defames, as harpies vile 
“ Devour the food they firft defile.” 

Now afk the fruit of all his favour 
“¢ He was not hitherto a faver”’—— 
What then covid make their rage run mad? 
« Why what he 4op’d, not what He had. 

«“ What tyrant ¢’er invented ropes, 
“ Or racks, or rods, to punifh hopes ? 
« ‘Ll’ inheritance ef hope and fame 
“ Ts feldom carthly wifdom’s aim 5 
“ Or, if it were, is not fo fmall, 
« But there is room enough for all.” 

If he but chance to breathe a fong 
(He feldom, fang, and never Jong) 3 
‘The noify, rude, malignant crowd, 
Where it was high, pronounc’d it loud : 
Plain truth was pride; and what was fillier, 
Ealy and friendly was familiar. 
Or, if he tu 











‘d his lofty lays, 

Wich folensn air to virtue’s praife, 

Alike abufive and erroncous, 

Vhey call’d it hoarfe and unharmonious ¢ 
Yet fo it was to-fouls like theirs, 
Tunelefs as Abel to the bears ! 

A rook * with harfh malignant caw 
Began, was follow'd by a daw t 
(Vhough fome, who would be theught to know, 
Are politive it was a crow); 

Jack Daw was feconded by Tit, 

“Yom Tit Id write, and fo he writ; 
A tribe of tunelefs praters follow, 

the magpie, and the fwallow ; 
And twenty move their throats Iz¢ loofé, 
Down to the witlefs waddling godfe. 

Some pick’d at him, fome flew, fome Mutter’d, 
Some hifs'd, fome feream’d, and others mutter’d 
The crow, op carrion wont to feaft, 
"The carrion crow condemn’d his tafle: 
‘The rook in earneft too, not joking, 
Swore all his finging was bui croaking. 

Some thought th cant to fhow th 
Might think f ftiil but that they writ”=- 
Could it be fpight or envy ?-—“ Nom 
“ Who did no ill, could have no foe.”— 

So wife fimplicity cftcem’d, 
Quite otherwife true wifdom deem’d; 
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w ! 
This queftion rightly underitood, 

What inore provokes than doing good ? 
“A Nal ennobled and refin’d 

“ Reprexches every bafer mind: 

* As ftrains exalted and melodious 

* Make every meaner mufic odious.” 

At length the nightingale * was heard, 
For voice and wifdom long rever’d, 
Etteeern’d by all the wife and good, 

‘The guardian genius of the wood : 

He long in difcontent retir’d, 

Yet nov obfcur’d, but more admir’d 

His brethren’s fervile fouls difdaining, 
He liv’d indignant and complaining: 
‘They now aireth provoke his choier 

{It feems the lark had been his {cholar, 

A favourite fcholar always near him, 
And oft’ had wak’d whole nights to hear him) : 
Enrag’d he canvaffes the mattcr, 

Expofes all their fenfelefs chatter, 

Shows him and them in fuch a light, 

As more enflames, yet quells their fpight. 

‘They hear his voice, and frighted fly, 

For rage had rais'd it very high : 

Sham’d by the wifdom of his notes, 

‘They hide their heads, and hufh their throats. 


ANSWER TO DR. DELANY’S FABLE OF 
TitE PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 


Ty ancient times, the wife were able 
dn proper terms to write a fable : 
* Their tales would always juitly fui 
‘The character of every brute. 
‘Che af was dull, the lion brave, ’ 
‘The ftag was fwift, the fox a knave$ 
‘The daw a thief, the ape a droll ; : 
“The hound would fcent, the wolf would profes 
A pigeon would, if fhown by /ffop, : 
Fly from the hawk, or pick his peafe up. 
Far otherwife 4 great divine * 
Has learnt his fables to refine: 
He jumbles men and birds togeher, 
As if they all swere of a feather 
You fee him firlt the peacock b 
Againgt all rules, to be a king 
‘That in his tail he wore his e 
By which he grew both rich and wife. 
Now, pray, obferve the dodtor’s choiee, 
A peacock chof:,for fight and voice : 
Did ever morta, fee & peacock ei 
Attempt a flight above a haycock ? 
And for his finging, dogor, you know, 
Himfelf comsplain’d of it to Juno. 
He f{qualls in fuch a hellifh noife 
Jt frightens all the village bo: 
This peacock kept a ftanding 
In regiments of foot anPhorfe ; 
Had ftatefinen too of every kind, 
Who waited on his eyes bebind 
(And this was thought the highett patt: 
Por, rule the ramp, you rule the voai.) 
‘The doctor names but one xt prefent, 
aud he of all birds wus a pheafant. 
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+ Dyan Swift, 


This pheafant was a man of wit, 
Could read all books were ever writ 4 
And, when among companions privy 
Could quote you Cicero and Livy. 
Birds, as he fays, and I allow, 

Were fcholars then, as we are now; 
Could read all volumes up to folios, 
And feed on fricaflees and olios. 

‘This pheafant, by the peacock’s will, 
Was viceroy of a neighbouring hill; 
ind, as he wander’d in his park, 

He chanc’d to {py a clergy lark; 

Was taken with his perfon outward, 
So prettily he pickt a cow-t—d: 

‘then in a net the pheafant caught himy 
And in his palace fa and taught him; - 
‘The moral of the tale is pleatant, 
Himéelf the lark, my Lord the pheafant: 
A lark he is, and fuch a lark 

As never cams from Nozh’s ark: 

And though he hud no other notidn, 
But building, planning, and devotion ; 
‘Though ’tis a maxim you muftknow, - 
Who does no il}, can have no foe; 

Yet how thall 1 exprefs in words 

‘The ftrange ftupidity of birds? 

This lark was hated in the wood, 
Becaufe he did his brethren good, 

At laft the nightingale comes in, 

‘Yo hold the doctor by the chin: 

We all can find out what he means, 
‘The wortt of difaffected deans ; 

Whofe wit at belt was next to none, 
And now that little next is gone, 
Againtt the court is always blabbing, 

And calls the fenate-houfe a cabin ; 

So dull, that, but for fpleen and fpite, 

We ne’er fhould know that he could writey 
Who thinks the nation always err’d, 
Becaufe himfelf is not preferr'd : 

His heart is through his libel feen, 

Nor could his malice {pare the queen; 
Who, had the known his vile behaviour, 
Would ne’er have fhown him fo much favearg 
A noble lord * hath told his pranks, . 
And well deferves the nation’s thanks. ° 
Oh! would the fenate deign to fhow 
Refentment on this public foe; 

Our nightingale might fit a cage, 

‘There let him ftarve, and vent his rage; 

Or, would they but in fetters bind =~ 
‘This enemy of human kind! 

Harmonious Coffee +, fhow thy zea’, 

Thy champion for the common-weal 4, 


“| Nor on’a theme liks this repine, 


For once to wet thy pen divine: 
Beftow that libeller a Jafh, 
Who daily vends feditious trath ; 


“| Who dares revile the nation’s wifdomy 
"| But in the 


‘aife of virtue is dumb: 
‘That feribbler lath, who neither knowg 
The turn of verfe, nor ftyle of profe ; 
Whofe malice, for the worit of ends, 
Would heve us lofe our Englifh friends; 


*L, Allen, the fame who is meant by Travia 
+ A Dublin garretteer. ‘ 
j Jy 





4527 ; THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 5 


‘wh? never had one public thought; 
Nor ever gave the poor a groats 

One clincher more, and 1 have done, 
Tend my labours with a pun. 

Jove fend this Nightingale may fall, 
Who {pends his day and Night ix gall! 
So, Nightingale and Lark, adieu; 

1 {ee the greateft owls in you 

"That ever {creecht, or ever fews 


ON THE IRISH CLUB. 


Yr paltry underlings of ftate 5 - 
Ye fénators, who love to prate 3 

Ye rafcals of inferior note, 

‘Who for a dinner fell a vote 

Ye pack of penfionary peers, 5 
‘Whole fingers itch for poets’ ears; ° 

Ye bifhops far remov’d from faints 5 

‘Why all this rage? Why thefe complaints? 
‘Why againff printers all this noife ? 

"This fummoning of blackguard boys? / 
‘Why fo fagacious in your gueffes ? 

Your eff, artd tess, and arrs, and «ffes ? 
‘Take my advice ; to make you fale, 

J know a fhorter way by half. 

‘The point is plain: remove the caufe 5 
Defend your Tberties and Faws. 

Be fometimes to your country true, 

Have once the public good in views = + 
Bravely defpife champzgne at court, 

And choofe te dine at home with port 
Let Prelates, by their good behaviour, 
Convince us they believe a Saviotr 5 

Nor fell what they fo deerly bought, 
"This country, now their own, for nought. 
Ne'er did a true fatiric mafe : 
Virtue or innocence abufe; 

And ’tis againft poetis rules 


To rail at men by nature fools: 
Bute ee ee eee 


eee eee 


THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE *, 


AETaTis sux fifty-two, 

A rich divine * began to woe 

A handfome, young, aniperinns girl, 

Nearly related to an earl. 

Her parents and her friends confent, 

‘The couple to the temple went : 

"They firft invite the Cyprian queen 5 

Twas anfwer'd, “ She would not be feen:” 

‘The Graces next, and all the Mufes, 

Were bid in form, but fent excufes. 

Juno attended at the porch, 

With farthing-candle for a torch ; 

While Mrs. Iris held her train, 

‘The faded bow diftilling rain. 

‘Then Hebe came, and took her place, 

But fhow’¢ no more than half her face. 
Whate’er thofe dirc forebodings meanty 

In mirth the wedding day was /pent 5 





* The date and hero of this poem are unknowns 


‘The wedding day, you take mé¢ ri; 
T promife nahiae Or the night. ete, 
‘The bridegruom, dreft to make a figure, 
Affumes an artificial vigour ; 
A fiourifh’d night-cap on, to grace 
His ruddy, wrinkled, fimiling face; 
Like the faint red upos a pippin, 
Half wither’d by a winter's keeping. 

‘And thus fet out this happy pair, 
‘The fwain is rich, the nymph is fair: 
But, what I gladly would forget, 
"The fwain is old, the nymph coquette. 
Both from the goal together ftart, 
Scarce run a ftep before they part 5 
No common ligament that binds 
‘The various textures of their minds 3 
Their thoughts and actions, hopes and fears, 
Lefs correfponding than their years. 
Her fpoufe defires his coffee foon, 
She rifes to her tea at noon. 
While he goes out to cheapen books, 
She at her glafs confults her looks ; 
While Betty’s buzzing in her car, 
Lord, what a drefs thefe parfons wear! 
So odd a choice how could the make! 
With'd him a colonel for her fake. 
"Then, on her fingers’ ends, She counts, 
Exaé, to what his age amounts. 
The Dean, fhe heard her unele fay, 
Is fixty, if he be a day; 
His ruddy cheeks are no difguife ; 
You fee the crows-feet round his eyes. 

At one fhe rambles to the fhops, 
To cheapen tea, and talk with fops; 
Or calls a council of her maids, 
And tradefmen, to compare brocades. 
Her weighty morning. bufinefs o'er, 
Sits down to dinner juft at four; 
Minds nothiny that is dene or faid,. 
Her evening-work fo fills her head. 
The Dean, who us’d to dine at one, 
Is maukih, and his ftomach gone 5 
In thread-bare gown, would fearce a lonfe bold, 
Looks like the chaplain of his houfehold;  -” 
Beholds her, from the chaplain’s place, 
In French brecades, and Flanders lace = 
He wonders what employs her brain, 
But never afks, or afks in vain ; 
His mind is fall of other cares, 
And, in the fneaking parfon’s airs, 


+ Computes, that half a parith dues 


Will hardly find his wife in thoes. 

€anit thou imagine, duli divine, ~ 
“Twill gain her love, to make her fine +, 
Hath fhe sto other wants befide ? 
You raife defire, as well as pride, 
Enticing coxcembs to adore, 
And teach her to defpife dice more 

Tf in her coach fhe’ll condefcend 
Té place him at the hinder end, 
Her hoop is hoift above his nofe, 
His odious gown would foil her clothes 5: 
And drops him at the church, to pray, 


| While fhe drives on to fee the play. 


He, like an orderly divine, Z 
Comes home a quarter after nine, 
And meets her hafting to the ball © 


Her chairmen pufh him from the wally 


POEMS 


ate enters in, and walks ‘up ftairs, 
AN calls the family to prayers ; 
Theu ~oes alone to take his reft 
In bed, \ shere he can fpare her beft. 
At five th: footmen make a din, 
Her ladythip is juft come in; 

“Phe matquerade began at two, 
She flole away with much ado; 
And fhall be chid this afternoon, 
For leaving company fo foon : 
She'll fay, and the may truly fay’t, 
‘She can’t abide to flay out lite, 

But now, though fcarce a twelyemonth marry’d, 
Poor Lady Jane has thrice mifearry’d : 
‘The caufe, alas, is quickly gue ; 

‘The town has whifper’d round the jet. 
‘Think on fome remedy in time, 

You find his reverence paft his prime, 
Already dwindled to a lath ; 

No other way but try the Bath, 

For Venus, rifing from the ocean, 

Infus'd a {trong prolific potion, 
“That mix’d with Acheloiis’ fpring, 
‘The borned flood, as poets fing, 
Who, with an Englith beauty fmitten, 
Ran nder-grouna from Gregee to Britain ; 
‘The genial virtue with him brought, 
And gave the nymph a plenteous draught; 
‘Then fled, and left his horn behind, 
For hufbands paft their youth to find : 
‘The nymph, who ftill with paffion burn’d, 
‘Was to a boiling fountain turn’d, 

- Where childlefs wives crowd every morn, 
To drink in Acheloiis’ horn, 
And here the father often gains 
‘That title by another's pains, 

Hither, though much againft the grain, 

‘The Dean has carry'd Lady Jane. 
He, for a while, would not confent, 
But vow’d his money all-was {pent : 
His money fpent! a clownith reafon f 
And muft my lady flip her feafon ? 
The dottor, with a double fee, 

‘Was brib'd to make the Dean agree. 

Here all diverfions of the place 
Are proper in my lady’s cafe : 

‘Wich which the atiently complies, 
Merely becaufe fer friends advife 5 

His money and her time employs 

Jn mufic, rafling-rooms, and toys; 

Or in the Crofs-bath feeks an heir, 
Since others oft’ have found one there; 
Where if tke Dean by chance appears, 

it thames his caffock and his years, 

He keeps his diftance in the gallery, 

‘Till banith'd by fome coxconjb’s raillery ; 
For ‘twould his chara@er etfote, 
“Te bathe among the belles and beaux. 

So have I feen, within a pen, 

Young ducklings fofter’d by a hen; 

Bat, when let out, they rum and muddk, 
As inftin& leads them, in a puddle: 

‘The fober hen, nat born to fwim, 

With mournful note clucks round the brim. 

‘The Dean, with all his bef endeavour, 

Gets not an heir, but gets a fever. 

A victim to the laft effays 

OF vigour in declining days, 
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He dies, and leaves his mourning mate 

(What could he lefs ?) his whole eftate. 
The widow goes through ali her forme: 

New lovers now will come in fwarms. 

Oh, may | fee her foon difpenfin; 

Her favours to fome broken enfign t 

Him let her marry, for his face, 

And only coat of tarnifh’d lace; 

To turn her naked out of doors, 

Aad fpend her jointure on his whores; 

But, for a parting prefent, leave her 

A rooted pox to lait for ever! 


AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD; 


OR, THE TRUE ENGLISH DEAN * TO BE RANGED 
FOR A RAPE, 1730, 


Our brethren of England, who love us fo dear, 
And in all they do for us fo kindly do mean, 

(A bleffing upon them !) have fent us this year, 
For the good of our church, a true Englith Dean, 

A holier prieft ne’er was wrapt up in crape ; 

The worft you can fay, he committed a rape. 


In his journey to Dublin, he lighted at Chefter, 
And there he grew fond of another man’s wifes 
Burftinto herchamber,and would have carefa’d hers. 
But the valued her honour much more than her life, 
She buftled and ftruggled, and made her efcape 
Toa room full of gueits, for fear of a rape. 


The Dean he purfued, to recover his game $ 
And now to attack her again he prepares: 

But the company flood in defence of the dame, 
They cudgel'd, and cuff’d him, and kick'd him. 

down ftairs. 

His Deanfhip was now in a damnable fcrape, 

And this was no time for committing a rape. 

To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he cs, 
And orders the landlord to ing hin a whore; 

No feruple came on him, his gown to expofe, 
“Twas what all his life he had praétis’d before. 

He had made himfelf drunk with the fuice of the 


grape, 
And got a good clap, but committed no Tape. 
‘The Dean, and his landlord a jolly comrade, 
Refolv’d for a fortnight to fwim in deli he 5 
For why theyha bath beenbroug up to the trade 
Of drinking all day, and of w! ring all night. 
His landlord was ready his Deanfhip to ape 
In every debauch but committing a rape. 


This Proteftant zealot, this Englith divine, 

- In cherch and in ftate was of principles found ; 

‘Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line, 
Andgriev'dthate Tory thould live zbove ground. 

Shall a fubject fo loyal be hang’d by the nape, 

For no other crime but committing a rape ? 


By old Popifh canons,as wife men havepenn’d’em, 
Each prieft had a concubine, jure ecclefae ; 

Who'd be Dean of Fernes without a commendam ? 
And precedents we can produce, if it pleafe yey 
Then why fhould the Dean, when whores are fo - 
Be put to the peri] and toil of a rape ? [cheap, 





* Sawhridgc, Dean of Ferner, 
I ij 
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If fortune fhould pleafe but to take fuch a crotchet 
(‘Po thee I apply, great Smedley’s fucceffor) 
'To give thee faxwn freves, a mitre, and rochet, 
Whom wouldft thou refemble? I leave thee a 
gueffer. i 
But { gnly behold thee in Atherton's * thape, 
For fadomy hang’d; a8 thou for a rape. 
Ah! doft thou not envy the brave Colonel Chartres, 
Condcmn’d for thy crime at threefcore-and-ten ? 
‘To hang him, all England: would Jend him their 
garters; 
Yet he lives, and is ready to ravith 
‘Then throttle thyseif with an ell of it 
For thou hait not a groat to atone for a 


Yhe Dea 









was vex'd that his whores were fo 

willing : Uquall; 

He long'’d for a girl that would ftruggle and 

He re-with'd her fairly, and fav'd a good filing ; 
But here was to pay the devil and all. 

His trouble and ferrows naw come in a heap, 

And hang’d he mutt be for committing a rape. 


‘If maidens are ravith’d, it is their own choice : 
Why are they fo wilful to ftruggle with men? 
Tf they would but lie quiet, and itifle their voice, 
No Devil or Dean could ravifh them then: 
Nor would there be necd of a ftrong hempen cape 
‘Ty’dround the Dean's neck for committing a rape. 





Our Church and our Statc dear England maintains, 
¥or whichall true Protestant heartsfhould be glad: 
She fends us our Bithops, and Judges, and Deans; 
And better would give us, if better fhe had, 
But, Lord! how the rabble will Qare, and will gape, 
‘When the good Englifh Dean ishang’d up fora rape! 


ON STEPHEN DUCK, 
THE THRESHER AND FAVOURITE POET. 
A Quidbling Epigram, 1730. 


‘Tre threfher Duck could o’er the Queen prevail; 

"The proveM fays na fence againg a fait, 

From éhrefting corn he turns to tbre/s his brains; 

Fer which her Majefty allows him grains. 

‘Though 'tis conte, that thofe who ever faw 

His poems, think them all not worth a fraw / 
‘Thrice happy Duck,¢mploy’din threfhing fubble/ 

‘Thy toil is leffen'd, and thy profits double. 





THE LADY's DRESSING-ROOM, 1730. 


Frvz hours (and who can do it lefs in?) 
By haughty Cwiia fpent in dreffing; 
The goddefs from her chamber iffues, 
Array’d in lace, brocades, und tiffues. 
Strephon who found the room was void, 
And Betty. otherwife employ’d, 
Btole in, and took a ftrict furvey 
Of a!l the litter as it lay: 
‘Whereof, to make the matter clear, 
An inventory follows here. 

And, fir, a dirty fmoke appear’d, 
Beneath the arm-pits well befmear’d 5 


3 A biftod of Wetsrgind, of infamous ebargaer. 


Strephon, the rogue, difplay'd it wide, 
And turn’d it round on eyery fide: 

Jn fuch a cafe, few words are beft, 

And Strephon bids us guefs the reft ; ’ 
But fwears, how damnably the men lie 
In caliing Caclia fweet and cleanly. 

Now I.ften, while he next produces 
The various combs for various ufes ; 
Fill'd up with dirt fo clofely fixt, 

No brufh could force a way betwixt ; 

A pafte of compofition rare, 

Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead, and hair. 
A forehead-cloth with oil upon’t, 

‘To fmooth the wrinkles on her front: 
Here alum-flower, to ftep the fteams 
Exhal’d from four unfavoury ftreams; 
‘There night-gloves made of Tripfey’s hide, 
Bequeath'd by ‘Tripicy when fhe died; 
With puppy-water, beauty’s help, 
Diftill’d from 'I'ripfey’s darling whelp, 
Here gallipots and vials plac’d, 

Some §ll'd with wafhes, fome with pafte ; 
Some with pomatums, paints, and flops, 
And ointments good for teabby chops. 
Hard by a filchy bafon ftands, 

Foul'd with the fcouging of her hands: 
4 hs baton takes bri ver epeny 

‘The {crapings from her teeth guns, 
A nafty Somepound of all hucs, ‘ 
For here fhe fpits, and here fhe fpues, 

But, oh! it turn’d poor: Strephon's bowels, 
When he beheld and imelt the towels, 
Begumm’d, bematter’d, and beflim'd, 
With dirt, and fweat, and ear-wax grim’d. 
No object Strephon’s eye efeaped ; 

Here petticoats in frowzy heaps; 

Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot, 

All varnith'd o’er with fnuff and fnot, 
‘The ftockings why thould I expofe, 
Stain’d with the moifture of her toes; 
Or greafy coifs, or pinners recking, 
Which Calia flept at leaft a week in? 
A pair of tweezers next he found, 
To pluck her brows in arches round; 
Or hairs that fink the forehead low, 
Or on her chin like briitles grow. 

‘The virtues we muft not let pals 
Of Ceelia’s magnifying-giafs 5 
When frighted Strephon ¢aft his eye on’t, 
It fhow’d the vilage of a giant : 

A glafs that ean to fight difclofe 
“Phe fmallcf& worm in Calia’s nofe, 


And faithfully direé& her nail . 
‘Lo {guceze it out fro head to tail; « 
Yor, catch it nicely by the head, ~ 


Tt muft come out, alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you tel! the reft? 
And muft you needs deferibe the cheft ? 
‘That carelefs wench! no creature warn her 
‘To move it out from yonder corner ! 
But leave it ftanding full in fight, 

For you to exercife your fpite ? 

In vain the workman fhow’d his wit, 
With rings and hinges counterfeit, 
‘To make it feem in this difguife 

A cabinet to vulgar eyes, 

Which Strephon ventur'd to look in, 
Refoly'd to go through thick and tia. 








imetheus op’d the locks, 
iverfal crew 

Of human evils upward flew, 

He fill was comforted to find 

‘That ope at Jatt remain’d behind ; 
So Strephon lifting up the lid, 

‘To view what in the cheft was hid, 
‘The vapours flew from out the vent: 
But Strephon, cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope, 
And foul his hands in fearch of dope. 

Oh! ne’er may fuch a vile maching 
Be once in Calia’s chamber feen ! 

Oh! may fhe better learn to kecp 
Thole fecrets of the boary deep * ! 

As mutton-cutlets +, prime of meat, 
Which though with art you falt and beat, 
As laws of cookery require, 

And roaft them at the cleareft fire ; 

If from adown the hopeful chops 

‘Vhe fat upon a cinder drops, 

To ftinking frgoke it turns the flame, 
Poifoning the flefh from whepce it came, 
And up exhales a greafy ftedth, 

For which you curfe the carelefs wench : 
So things which muft not be exprett, 
When phunpt into the reeking cheft, 
Send up an cxcremental fe! 

‘Yo taint the parts from whence they fell ; 
‘Vhe petticoats and gown perfume, 

And waft a ftink round every room, 

Thus finifhing his grand furvey, 

The fwain difpufted flunk away ; 
Repeating in his amorous fits, 

“ Oh! Celia, Catia, Celia fh—!” 

But vengeance, poddefs never fleeping, 
Soon punith d Strephon for his pecping : 
His foul imaginatign links 

Each dame he fees with all her ftinks ; 
And, if unfay 
Conceives a lady ig by. 
All women his defeription fits, 

And both ideas jump bake wits ; 

By vicious fancy coupled fait, 

And fill appearing in contraft, 

] pity wretched Strephon, blind 
‘To all the charms of woman-kind, 
Should I the Queen of Love refufe, | 
Becaufe fhe rof¢ from ftinking ooze? 
‘To him that looks behind the feene, 
Statira’s bug fome pocky quean. 

When Cztlia all her glory shows, 
If Strephon would but ftop his nofe, 
‘Who new fv impioufly blafphemes 








* Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams, 


Her wathes, flops, and every clout, 
With which he makes fo foul a rout ; 
He foon would learn to think like me, 
And blefs his ravith'd eyes to fee 

Such order, from confufion fprung, 
Such gaudy tulips rais’d from dung. 





* Milton, 


Prima viru. 


of Bath, 


“THE 
POWER OF TIME. 1730 


Ir neither brafs nor marble can withftand 
The mortal force of Time’s deftruétive hand; 
If mountains fink to vales, if cities die, 
And leffening rivers mourn their fountains dry: 
When my old caffock (faid 2 Welth divine) £ 
Is out at elbows; why should I repine? 
ON 
MR. PULTNEY’s 
BEING [UT OUT OF THE COUNCIL, 173%. 


Six Roszat, weary’d by Will Pultney’s teafings, 
Who interrupted him in all his leafings, 

Refoly’d that Will and he fhould meet no more : 
Full in his face Bob fhats the council door ; 


4 Nor lets him fit as.juftice.on the bench, . 


To punith thieves, or lath a fuburb-wench. 
Yet ftill St. Stephen’s chapel open lies 
For Will to enter——What 1 advife ? 
Ev'n quit the sousz, for thou too long has fat in’t; 
Produce at laft thy dormont ducal patent ; pe 
There, aear thy mafter’s threne in thelter ised 
Let Will unheard by thee his thunder watte. © - 
Yet ftill I fear your work is done but half; 
For, while he keeps his pen, you are not fafe, 
Hear an old fable, and a dull one tod; 
It bears a morat, when apply'd to you. 
A hare bad long efcap’d purfuing hounds, 
By often fhifting into diftant grounds ; 
‘rill, finding all his artifices vain, 
‘To fave his life he leap’d into the main. 
But there, alas! he could no fafety find, ~ 
A pack of dog-f/e had him in the wind. * 
He fcours away ; and, to avcid the foe, 
Defcends for Shelter to the fhades below: 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den, 
(He had not feen 2 har: the Lord knows when), 
Out bounc’d the maftiff of the triple Jygad Fi} 
Away the hare with double fwiftnefs fled ; 
Hunted from earth, and fea, and hell, he flies 
(Fear lent him wings) for fafety to the fkies. 
How was the foarfut animal diftreft ! 
Behold a foe more fierce than all the reft | 
Sirius, the fwiftett of the heavenly pack, 
Fail'd but an inch to feize him by the-back. 
He fied to earth, but firft it coft him dear: 
He left his feut behind, and half amear, * * 
Thus was the hare purfu’d, thongh' free from 
‘uilt 5 es 
Thus Bob, thale thou be maul’d, fly where thoy 
wilt. : ‘ 
‘Then, honeft Robin, of thy corpfe beware ; 
‘Thou art not half fo nimble as a hare : 
"Too ponderous is thy bulk to mount the fky; 
Nor can you go to de!/, before you diz. 
So keen thy dunters, and thy feext fo ftrong, 
‘Thy turns and dowblings cannot fave thee tong’. * 





* This busting ended in the promotion bath of WHE 
and Bob. Bob ce 1s ow binger fief! minijler, but Bark of 
Orford ; and Will was no longer bis opponent, but Back 
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EPITAPH 
ON 


FREDERICK DUKE OF 8CHOMBERG ‘. 


? Hic infra fitum eft corpus 
FREDERICI DUCIS DE SHOMBERG, 
ad BUDINDAM oecifi, A. D. 1690. 
DECANUS et CAPITULUM taximopere etiam 
atque etiam peticrunt, 

Ut weREDES DUCIs mot tum, 

Jo manors PARENTIS§ erigendyzh curarent ; 
Sed poftquam per epiftolas, per amicos, 
‘do ay foepid erento nil oP tectire 
Hunc demum lapidem ipfi ftatuerunt, 

+ Saltem ut fcias, hofpes, 

Ubinam terrarum SCONBERGENSES cineres 
deljtefcunt. 

* Plas potuit fama virtutis apud alienos, 
Quam fanguinis proximitas apud fuos.’* 

A. D. 1731. 


CASSINUS AND PETER, 
A TRAGICAL ELEGY. 173%. 


Two college fophs of Cambri rowth, 
Both fpecial wits and lovers ae é 
Conterring, as they us’d to meet, 
on. love and books, in Ra Fweet 
fufe, me names to metre, 
Caffinus this, and other. Peter) $ 3 
Friend Peter to Ceffinus gocs, 
‘To chat a while, and warm his nofe: 
But fuch a fight was never feen, 
‘The lady lay {wallow’d up in fpleen. 
He feem’d as juit crept out of bed ; 
One greafy ftocking round his head, 
The other he fat down to dearn 
‘With threads of different-colous’d yarn 5 
His breeches torn expofing wide 
A ragged fhirt and tawny hide. 
Scorch'd were his fhins, his legs were bare, 
But well embrown’d with dirt and hair. 
A rug was.o’er his fhoulders thrown 
(A mug ; for night-gown he had none). 
His jordon ftood in’manner fittin, 
Between his legs to fpew or {pit in; 
Mis ancient pipe, in fable ay'g, 
And Kalf unfmok'd, lay by his fide, 
Him thus accoutr’d Peter found, 
‘With eyes in fmoke and weeping drown’d ; 
‘The leavings of his laft night’s pot 
On embers plac’d, to drink it hot. 
Why, Caffy, thou wilt doze thy pate: 
‘What makes thee lie a-bed fo late? 
‘The finch, the tinnet, and the thrush, 
‘Their mattins chant in every bufh : 





* The Duke qwar unbappily killed, in crofing the 
river Boync, July 1. 1690, and was buried in St. 
Patrick's cathedral; where the dean und chapter erelt- 
ed a forall monument {o bis bonour, at their own ex- 
penta. 

+ The words that Dr. Swift firft conchided the epi~ 
taph with, wers © Sali. m ut foiat viator indignzbundus, 
“quali in ecllula tanti duSiris cineres delitefount.” 
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And | have heard thee oft’ falute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven fend thou haft not got the hype! 
How ! not a word come from thy lips? / 
Then gave him fome familiar thump?; 
A college-joke, to cure the dumps. 
The fwain at laft, with grief oppreft, 
Cry’d, Calia! thrice, and figh’d the reft. 
Dear Caffy, though to afk I dread, 
Yet afk I muft, 1s Celia dead? 
How happy I, were that the work ! 
But I was fated to be curft. 
Come, tell us, has fhe play’d the whore ? 
Oh, Peter, would it were no more! 
‘Why, plague confound her fandy locks ! 
Say, has the fmall or greater 
Sunk down her nofe, or feam'd her face ? 
Be eafy, ’tis a common cafe. 
Oh, Peter! beauty’s but a varnifh, 
Which time and accidents will tarnifh : 
But Czlia has contriv'd to blaft 
Thofe beauties that might ever laft. 
Nor can imaginztion guefs, 
Nor cloquence divine”exprefs, 
How that ungrateful charming maid 
My pureit paifion has betray’d. 
Conceive the moft envenom’d dart 
To pierce an injur’d lovers heart. 
Why, hang her ; though the feems fo coy, 
1 know fhe loves the barber's boy. 
Friend Peter, ry ‘sould excufe 5 
For every nym; ve to’ choolas 
Nor have I His 8 to complaitt, ” 
She loves a more deferving fwai 
But, oh! how ill haft thou divin’d 
A crime that fhocks all human-kind ; 
A deed unknown to female race, 
At which the fun Shoxla bide be face } 
Advice in vain you would apply-— 
‘Then leave me to defpair ad be. 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Thefe elegies and fonnets burn ; 
And on the marble grave thefe rhymes, 
A monument to after-times + 
“ Here Cafly lies, by Calia lain, 
“ And dying never told his pain.” 
Vain empty world, farewell. But hark, 
‘The loud Cerberian triple bark. 
And there—behold Aledo ftand, 
A whip of feorpions in her hand. 
Lo, Charon from his leaky wherry 
Beckoning to waft me o’er the ferry. 
I come, I come, Medufa! fee, . 
Her ferpents hifs dire& at me. . 
Begone; unhand me, hellifh fry: 
« * Avaunt—ye cannot fay “tis 1.” 
Dear Cafly, thou muft purge and bleed ; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed, 
But now, by friendfhip’s facred laws, 
I here conjure thee, tell the caufe ; 
And Calia’s horrid fat relate: 
Thy friend would gladly fhare thy fate. 
To force it out, my heart muft rend: 
Yet when conjur’d by fuch a friend— 
Think, Peter, how my foul is rackt ! 
"Thefe eyes, thefe eyes, beheld the fact, 





» Sce Macbeth. 
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‘Think what a cafe ali men aresmow in, 
‘What ogling, fighing, toaiting, vowing! 
‘What powder’d wigs! what flames and darts! 
‘What hampers fyll of bleeding hearts! 
‘What fword-knots! what poetic ftrains! 
‘What bill. t-doux, and clouded canes! 
But Stvephon figh’d fo loud and ftrong, 
He biew a tettiement along ; 
And bravely drove his rivala down 
With coach and fix, and houfe in town. 
‘The bathful nymph no more withitands, 
Becaufe her dear papa commands. 
‘The charming couple now unites; 
Proceed we to the marticge-rites. 
Amprimis, at the temple-porch 
Stocd Hymen with a flaming torch ; 
‘The fmiling Cyprian goddels brings 
Her infant-loyes with purple wings ; 
And pigeons billing, {parrows treading, 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding. 
‘The mufes next in order follow, 
Conducted by their fquire, Apollo : 
‘Then Mercury with filyer tongue ; 
And Hebe, goddefs ever young. 
Behold, the bridegroom and his bride 
“Walk ‘hand in hand, and fide by fide ; 
She by the tender Graces dreft, 
But he by Mars, in fearlet veft. 
The nymph was cover’d with her farmmeum, 
And Dho:bus fung th’ epithalimium, / 
And laft, to make the matter fure, 
Dame Juno brought a.prieftidemure. 
“Luna was abfent; on pretence 
Her time was'not till nine months'hence, 
‘The rites perform’d, the parfon paid, 
In ftate return’d the grand parade: 
With loud huz.za’s from all the boys, 
‘That now the pair mult crows their joys. 
But ftiil the hardeft part remain: 
Str phon had long perplex'd his brains, 
How with fo’ hi ha nymph he might 
emean himfelf the wedding-night : 
For, as he view’d his perfon round, 
* Mere mortal fefh was all he found « 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, his feet, 
‘Were duly wafh’d, to keep them fweet 
(With other parts that fill be namelefs, 
"Phe ladies elf might think me fhamelefs). 
‘The weather and his love were hot ; 
And, thould he firuggle, I know what— 
Why, let it go, if 1 muft tell it 
Heil {weat, and then the nymph may fmell it ; 
While fhe, a goddefs dy’d in grain, 
‘Was unfutceptible of ftain, 
And, Venus-like, her fragrant fkig 
Exhald ambrofia from within. 
Can fuch a deity endvre 
A mortal human touch impure ! 
How dd the humbled twain deteft 
iis prickly beard, and hairy breaft! 
His night-cap, border'd round with lace, 
Could give no foftnefs, to his face. 
Yet, if the goddefs could be kind, 
‘What endlefs raptures muft he find ! 
And goddefics have now and then 
Come down to vifit mortal men; 
'To vifit, and to court them too: 
} certain goddefs, God knows whe, 




















1 Think what can give the colic 
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(As in a book he heard it read) 
‘Took Colonel Peleus to her bed. 

But what if he thould lofe his lite . 
By venturing on his heavenly wife ? 
(for Strephon could remember well, 
‘That once he heard a fcheol-boy tell, 
How Semele of mortal race 

By thunder died in. Jove’s embrace,) 
“And what if daring Strephon dies 

By lightning fhot trom Chloe's eyes? 

While thefe refleétions fill’d his head, 
The bride was put in form to bed: 

He follow’d, ftript, and in he crept, 
But awfully his diftance kept. 

Now ponder well ye parents dear ; 
Forbid your daughters guzzling beer ; 
And make them every afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or drink it foon; 
"That, ere to bed they venture up, 
They may difcharge it every {up ; 

Jf not, they suf ta evil pli P 

Be often fore'd to rife at night, 

Keep them to wholefome food confin'd, 
Nor let them tate what caufes wind: 
C’Yis this the fage of Samos means, 
Horbidding his difciples beans.) 

Oh! think what evils maft enfue ; 
Mis Moll the jade will burn it blue : 
And, when the once hag got the art, 
She cannot help it for her heart; 

But ont it flies, ewn ‘when the mects 
Her bridegroom in thé wedding-fheets. 
Carminative and diuretic 

Will damp all paffion fympathetic : 
And love fuch niecty requires, 

One é/aff will pur out all his fires. 
Since hufbands get bchind the feene, 
‘The wife fhould ftudy to be clean ; 
Nor give the imalleft room to.guefs 
‘Phe time when wants of nature prefs 5 
But after marriage pradtife more 
Decorum than’ the did before ; 

‘To keep her fpoufe deluded fill, 

And make him fancy what fhe will. 

In bed we left the married pair : 

’Tis time to fhow how things went there. 
Strephon, who had been often told 
‘That fortune ftill affits the bold, 
Refoly’d to make the firlk attack 5 

But Chlee drove him fiercely back. 
How could a nymph fo chafte as Chloe, 
With conftitution cold and fnowy, 
Permit a brutifh man to touch her? 
Ev'n lambs by inftinét fly the butcher. 
Refiftance on the wedding-night 

Is what our maidens claim by right: | 
And Chloe, ’tis by all agreed, : 
Was maid in though, and word, and d: 
Yet fome affign a different reafon ; 
‘That Strephon chofe no proper feafon. 

Say, fair-ones, muft I make a paufe, 
Or freely tell the fecret canfe ? 

‘Twelve cups of tea (with grief I {peak) 
Had now conftrain’d the nymph to leak. 
This point muft needs be fettled firk; 
‘The bride muft either void or burft. 
‘Then fee the dire effets of peat ; 
cafe. 
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ix 
‘The uymph, opprefs’d before, behind, 
As me are tofs'd by waves and wind, 
Steals ou. her hand, by nature led, 
And brings'y veilel into bed ; 
Fair utenfil, as fmooth and white 
As Chioe’s tkin, almoft as bright. 
Strephon, who heard the fuming rill 
As from a moffy cliff diftil, 
Cry’d out, Ye gods! what found is this? 
Can Chloe, heavenly Chloe, ? 
But when he {melt a noifome fleam, 
Which oft? attends that iuke-warm ftream ; 
(Salerno both tegcther joins 
As fovereign medicines for the loins ;) 
And though contriv'd, we may fuppofe, 
'To flip his ears, yet {truck his nofe; 
He found her, while the {cent increas’d, 
AAs mortal as himfelf at leaft. 
But foon, with like occafione preft, 
He boldly ent his hand in queft 
(Infpir’d with courage frem his bride) 
‘To reach the pot on t’other fide ; 
And, as he fill’d the reeking vafe, 
Let fly a roufer in her fate. 
The little Cupids hovering round, 
{As picturcs prove, with garlands crown’d) 
Abafh’d at what they faw and heard, 
Flew off, nor ever more anpesr'¢- 
Adicu to ravifhing delighty, 
High raptures, and romantic flights 5 
‘To goddeffes fo heavenly fweet, 
Expiring thepherds at their feet ; 
To filver meads and fhady bowers, 
Drefe'd up with amaranthine flowers. 
How grout a change | how quickly made! 





: ‘They learn to call a {pade a fpade, 


‘They foon from all conftraints aye freed 
Can fee cach other do.tbeir need. 

On box of cedar fits the wife, 

And makes it warm for dearg? lifes 
And, by the beaftly way of ‘thinking, 
Finds great fociety in ftinking. 

Now Strephon daily entertains 

His Chloe in the homelieft firains ; 
And Chloe, more experienc’d growa, 
‘With intereft pays him back his own. 
No maid at Court is lefs afham’d, 
Howe'er for felling bargains fam’d, 
‘Than fhe to name her parts behind, 
Or whon a-bed to let out wind. 

Fair Decency, celeftial maid ! 
Defcend from heaven to beauty’s aid! 
"Chough beauty may beget defire, 
°*Tis thou mufk fan the lover’s fire: 
For beauty, like fapreme dominion, 
Is beft {upported by opinion: 

Tf decency brings na fupplies, 
Opinion falls, and beauty dies. 

To fee fome radiant nymph appear 
In all her glittering birth-day gear, 
‘You think fome goddess from the iky 
Defcended, ready cut and dry: 

But, ere you fell yourfelf to laughter, 
Confider well what may come alter ; 
For fine ideas vanith faft, 

‘While all the grofs and filthy lajt. 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 
When Chloe folc your heart away, 


ay, 

Had you but through a cranny fpy’d - 

On houfe of cafe your future bride, 

In all the poftures.of her face 

Which nature gives in fuch a cafe ; 

Diflortions, groanings, ftrainings, heavings 

"L'were better you had lick’d her leavings, 

‘Than from experience find too late 

Your goddefs grown a filthy mate. _ 

Your Eacy then had always dwelt 

On what you faw, and what you fmt; 

Would ftil the fame ideas give ye, 

As when you fpy’d her on the privy 5 

And, fpite of Chloe’s charms divine, 

Your heart had been as whole as mine. 
Authorities, both old and recent, 

Direé that women muft be decent ; 

And from the fpoufe each blemifh hide, 

More than from all the world befide. 
Unjuftly all our m s complain 

‘Their empire holds fo-fhort a reigzts 

Is after marriage lof fo foon, 

It hardly holds the honey-meon: a 

For, if they keep not what they caught, = - 

It is entirely their own fault. ‘i 

They take poffeflion ofthe crown, 

And then throw all their weapons dowa: 

Though, by the politician’s fcheme, 

Whoe'er arrives at ‘power fapreme, 

Thofe arts by which at ferft they gain in; 

‘They ftill muft pradtife to maintain iit. : 
What various ways our females take 

‘To pals for wits before a rake ! 

And in the fruitlefs fearch purfue 

All other methods but the true! 
Some try to learn polite behaviour 

By reading books againft their Saviour - 

Some call it witty to refle@ - 

On every natural defeat ; 

Some show they never want explaining, 

To comprehend a doublegneaning. 

But fure a cell-tale out of fchool 

Is of ail wits the greateft fool 

Whofe rank imagination fills 

Her heart, and from her lips diftils + 

You'd think fhe utter’d from behind, 

Or at her mouth was. breaking wind. 

Why is a handfome wife ador’d 

By every coxcomb but her lord? 

From yonder puppet-man inquire, 

Who wifely hides his wood and wire; 

Shows Sheba’s queen completely dreft, 

And Solomon in royal velt : 

But view them litter’d on the floor, 

Or ftrung on pegs behind the door; 

Punch is exaétly of a piece 

With Lorrain’s duke, and prince of Greece, 
A prudent builder fhould forecait 

How long the ftuff is like to faft ; 

And careiully obferve the ground, 

Yo build on fome foundation found. 

What houfe, when its materials crumble, 

Mutt not inevitably tumble ? 

What edifice can long endure, 

Rais'd on a bafis unfecure ? 

Rath mortals, ere you take a wife, 

Contrive your pile to laft for life: 

Since beauty fcarce endures a day, 

And youth fo fwiftly glides away 5, 
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‘Why will you make yourfelf 2 bubble, 

‘To build on fand with hay and ftubbie? ; 
On fenfe and wit your paffion found, 

By decency cemented round; 

Let prudence with good-nature ftrive 

‘To keep efteem and’ love alive. 

Then, come old age whene’er it will, 

Your friendthip thall continue Sill : 

And thus a mutual gentle fire 

Shall never but with | life expire. 


APOLLO; 


OR, A PROBLEM BDLVED. 1741. 


Apotto, of light and wit, 
Could verte infpire, but feldom writ ; 
Refin’d all metals with his looks, 
As well as chemifts by their books: 
As handfome as my lady's page ; 
Sweet five-and-twenty was'his age, - 
His wig was made of funny rays, 
He crown’d his youthful head with bays; 
Not all the court of Heayeh eoald thew 
fe ae and es lete 2 bean. 

lo Upon his firit appearance, 
"With twenty thoufand 4 nds a-year rents, 
¥’er drove, before he fold his land, 
So fine a coach along the ftrand ; 
‘The {pokea, we ave by Ovid: Id, 
‘Were filver, and the axle geld : 

" (Lown, "twas but acoach and four 

For Jupiter allows no more !) 

Yet, with his beauty, wealth, and parts, 
Enough to win ten thoufand hearts, 
No vulgay deity above 
‘Was fo unfortunate in love. 
"Three weighty caufes were affign'd, 
That mov'd the aymphgto be unkind. 
Nine mufes always waiting round him, 
He left them virginé as he found them, 
His finging was cé font ; 
For he could reach to Bin 
And, by the fentiments of ‘> 
Such fingers are.like Nicolini. - 
At lait, the point was fully clear’d; 
4g thort, Apollo had no beard. 


THE PLACE OF THE DAMNED. 1731. 


Ate folks who pretend to religion and grace, 

Allow there's abel, but difpute of the place: 

But, if bel may by logical rules be defin’d 

‘The place of the damn'd—I'll tell you my mind. 

‘Wherever the damn’d do chiefly abound, 

Molt certainly there is 4e// to be found . : 

Damn’d poet, damn’d critics, damn’d blockbeads, 

damn’d dsaves, 

Damn'd fenators brib’d, damn’d proftitute flaver ; 

Damn'd /awyers and judges, damn’d lord: and daran’d 
: Squires ; [damn’d fiars ; 

Damn’d fpies and informere, damn'd friends and 

Damn’d villains, corrupted in every eter A 

Damn’d timesferving prigie all over the nation ; 

‘And into the bargain I'll readily give you 

Damn'd ignorant prelates and counfellors privy, 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


Then let us ne longer by parfons be famm'd, 
For weknow by thefe marés the place of the yond: * 
And del! to be fure is at Paris or Rome. 

How happy for us that it is not at bome 


JUDAS. 1731. 


By the juft vengeance of incenfed fkies, 

Poor Bifhop jad Tate repenting dies, 

The Jews engag’d him with a paltry bribe, 

Amounting hardly to a crown a tribe; - 

Which though his confcience forc’d him to reftore, 

(And, parfons tell us, no man could do more) ; 

Yet, through defpair, of God and man accurft, 

He loft his bithopric, and hang’d or burft. 

‘Thofe former ages differ'd much from this; 

Judas betray’d his mafter with a kifs: 

But fome have kifs’d the gotpel fifty times, 

Whofe perjury’s the leaft of all their crimes; 

Some who can perjure through a two-inch board, 

Yet keep their bithoprics, and ’feape the cord ; 

Like hemp, which, by a fkiiful fpinter drawn 

To flender threads, may fometimes pafs for lawn, _ 
As ancient Judas by tranfgrefion fell, 

And burft afsnder exe he went to hell ; 


So could we fee a fet of new Hfcariots {riots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chas 
Each modern Judas perish like the firft ; 


Drop from the tree, with all his bowels burit ; 
Who could forbear, that’ vew'deach ilty face, 


To cry, “ Lo! Judasgene to his okt aes 
“ His habitation let alt men f , ers 
“« And let his bifhopric another take !”” 

AN EPISTLE TO MR. GAY *, 1731. | 


How could yu, Gay, difgrace the mufes’ train, 
To ferve a taftelefs court twelve years in vain! 
Fain would | think our female friend+ fincere, 
Till Bob, the poet’s foe, poffels’d her ear. 

Did female virtue e’er fo high afcend, 

To lofe an inch of favour for a friend ? 

Say, had the court no better place to ehoofe 
For thee than make a dry-nurfe of thy mufe ? 
How cheaply had thy liberty been fold, 

To {quire a royal girl of two years old ; 
In leading ftrings her infant-fteps to guide, 
Or with her go-cart amble fide by fide ! 

But princely Douglas and his glorious dame 
Advanc’d thy fortune, and preferv’d thy fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be mifapply’d, 
When o’er your patron’s treafure pou 


| The world fhail own, his choice was wife and jut, 


For fons of Phoebus never break their traft. 

Not love of beauty lefs the heart infames 
Of guardian eunuchs to the Sultan's dames : 
‘Their paffions not more impotent and cold,- —” 
‘Than thofe of poets to the duff of gold. “ 
With Paan’s pureft fire his favourites glow, 
The dregs will ferve to ripen ore below ; 


* The Dean, having beew told by an intimate fritad, 
that the Dube of Queenfterry bad’ employed Gay to ine 
Speét the accounts and management of bis Grace's rea 
ceivers and flewards (which bowever proved to 68 & 
miflake), wrote this epifile to bis friend. 

+ The Countefi of Suffolk. 
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‘Hiw tacaneft work: for, had he thought it fit 
‘Thav\wealth fhould be the appennage of wit, 
"The go of light could ne'er have been fo bind 
‘To deal it+o the worft of human-kind. 
But let me now, for I can do it well, 
Your condut in this new employ foretel. 
And firft: to make my obfervation right, 
I place a flutefman full before my fight, 
A bloated aninifer in all his gecr, 
With thamelels vifage and perfidious leer ; 
‘T'wo rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw, 


: And oftrich-like his all-digefting maw. 


‘My fancy drags this moufler to my view, 

"To fhow the world his chief reverfe in you. 

Of loud unmeaning founds a rapid flood 

Rolls from his mouth in plenteous ftreams of mud; 
‘With thefe the court and fenate-houfe he plies, 
Made up of noife, and impudence, and lies, 

Now let me fhow how Bob and you agree : 

You ferve a potent prince, as well as he. 
"The ducal coffers, trufted to your charge, 
Your honeft care may fill, perhaps enlarge : 
His vailals eafy, and the owner bieft ; 
They pay a trifle, and enjoy the reit. 

Not fo a nation’s revenues are paid: 
"The fervant’s faults are on the matter laid. 
‘The people with a figh their taxes bring ; 
And, curfing Bob, forget to blefs the king. 
Next hearken, Gay, to what thy charge re- 
quires, 
‘With fervunts, tenants, and the neighbouring /guires, 
Let all domettics feel your gentle fway 5 
Nor bribe, infult, nor flatter, nor betray. 
Let due reward to merit be allow’d ; 
Nor with your kindred half the palgse crowd 3 
Nor think yourfelf fecure in doing wrong, 
By selling nofes with a party firang. 

Be rich 5 but of your wealth make no parade ; 
At leat, before your mafler’s debts are paid : 

Nor in @ palace, built with charge immenfe, 
Prefume to treat bim at bis own expence. 

Each farmer in the neighbourhood can count 
"Lo what your lawful perquifites amount. 

‘The tenants poor, the hardnefs of the times, 
Are ill excufes for a fervant’s crimes. 

With intereft, and a premium paid befide, 

‘The maftcr’s preling wants muft be fupply'd ; 
‘With haity zeal behold the feward come 

By his own credit to advance the fum ; 

Who, while th" unrighteous mammon is his friend, 
May well conclude his power will never end. 
A faithful treafurer ! what could de do more ? 
He lends my Lord what was my Lord's before, 

‘The law fo ttri@ly guards the monarch’s health 
‘Tliat no phyficiun dares preferibe by ftealth : 
‘The council fit; approve the dotor’s fkill; 

And give advice, before he gives the pill. 
the fate empiric adts a {ater part ; 
And, while he poifous, wins the royal heart. 

But how can I defcribe the ravenous breed ? 
‘Yhen let me now by negatives proceed. 

Suppofe your Lord a trufty fervant fend 
On weighty bufiness to fome neighbouring friend : 
Prefame not Gay, unlefs you ferve a drone, 

’Yo countcrmand his orders by your own. 

Should fome impericur neightour {ink the boats, 

uid drain the fe-ponds, wuile your afer doves 3 
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Shall he upon the ducal rights intrench, 
Becaufe he brib’d you with a brace of tench? 

Nor from your Lord his bad condition hide, 
To feed his luxury, or foothe his pri 
Nor at an under-rate his timber fell, 

And with an oath affure him, all is welf ; 

Or fwear it rotten, and with bumble airs 

Requef it of bim to complete your fairs : 

Nor, when a mortage lies om half his lands, 

Come with a purfe of guineas in your hands. 
Have Peter Waters always in your mind: 

"That rogue of genuine miniflerial kind, 

Can half the peerage by his arts bewitch, 

Starve twenty lords to make one fcoundrel rich 

And, when he gravely has undone a fcore, 

Is humbly pray’d to ruin twenty more. 

A dextrous fteward, when his tricks are Found, , 
Hiufo-money fends to all the neighbours round ;_ 
His matter, unfufpicious of his pranks, 

Puys all the colt, and gives the villain thanks. 

And, fhould a friend attempt to fet hin right, 
His Lordthip weuld impute it all to fpight ; 
Would love his favourite better than 

And traf his honeity juft fo mach more. 
‘Thus families, like realms, with equal fate, 
Are funk by premier miniflers of flate. 

Some, when an heir fucceeds, go boldly on, 
And, as they robb’d the father, rob the fon. 

A knave, who deep gmbroils his lord’s affairs, 
Will foon grow neceffary to his heirs, 

His policy conkifts in fetting traps, 

In Ginding ways and means, and flopping gaps ; 
He knows 2 thoufand tricks whene’er he pleafe, 
Though not to cure, yet paltiate each difeafe. 
In either cafe, an equal ¢ is Fur; 

For, keep or turn him out, my Lord’s undone. 
You want a hand to clear a filthy fink ; 

No cleanly workman can endure the ftink. 

A frong dilemma in a defj cafe! 

To act with infamy, or quit the place. 

A bungler thus, who fearce the nail can hit, 
With driving wrong will make the pannel fplit + 
Nor dares an abler workman undertake 
To drive a fecond, left the whole thoul¢ break. 

In every court the parallel will hold ; 

And kings, like private folks, are bought and fold, 
The ruling rogue, who dreads to be cathier’d, 
Contrives, as he is bated, to be fear'd ; 

Confounds accounts, perplexes all affairs s 

For vengeance more embroils, than fill repairs. 

So robbers (and their ends are juft the fame), 

To "feape inquiries, leave the boul? in flame. 

1 knew a brazen minifter of ftate, 

Who bore for twice ten years the public hate, 
In every mouth the queition moft in vogue 
Was, When will they turnout this odious rogue? 
A jun@ure happen’d in hig higheft pride = 
‘While be went robbing on, old majler dy'd. 
We thought there now remain’d no room to doubt; 
His work is done, the miniffer muft out. 

‘The court invited more than one or two; 

Will you, Sir Spencer ? or, Wiil you, or you? 
But not a foul his office durft accept ; 

‘The fubtle knave had all the plunder fwept < 
And, fuch was then the temper of the times, 
He ow’d his prefervation to his crimes. 

The candidates obferv’d his dirty paws, 

Nor found it difficult to guefs the caufe = 


> 


- Si Sang, S 
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Self-love, ambitién, enivy, pride, 
‘These empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, power, and ftation, 
*Tis all te me an ufurpation. 
1 have no title to afpire; 
Yet, when you fink, I feem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line,» 
But with a figh I wift it mine: 
When he can in one couplet fix 
More fenfe than 1 can do in fix ; 
it gives me fuch a jealous fit, 

+ lery, “ Pox take him and his wit !” 
I grieve to be outdane by Gay 
In my own humorous biting way. 
Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 
Who dares to irony pretend, 
Which I was born to introduce, 
Refin'd at firft, and fhow’d its ufe. 
St. John, as well as Pulteney, knows 
‘that # had fome repute for profe ; 
And, till they drove me out of date, 
Could maul a minifter of frate. 
If they have mortified my pride, 
And made me throw miy pen afide ; 
If with fuch talents heaven hath blefs’d "em, 
Have [ not reafon to deteft ’em ? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, fend 

‘Thy gifts; but never to my friend : 
1 tamely ‘can endure the fries : 
But this with envy ‘makes me burt. 


‘Thus much may ferve by way of proem; , 


Proceed we therefore to our poem. 
The time is not remote when ¥ 

‘Mutt by the courfe of nature die ; 

When, I forefee, my fpecial friends 

Will uy to find their private ends: 

And, though ’tis hardly underftood 

Which way my death can do them good, 

Ver thus, methinks, I hear them fpeak : 

* See how the Dean begins to break! 

* Poor gentleman, he droops apace f 

* You plainly find it in his face, 

« That old vertigo in his head 

“© Will never leave him, till he’s dead. 

* Befides, his memory decays: 

“ He recolleéts not what he fays; 

“ He cannot call his friends to mind; 

“ Forgets the place where laft he din’d; 

Plies you with ftories o’er and o’er; 

“ He told them fifty times before. 

How does he fancy, we can fit 

‘To hear his out-of-fafhion wit ? 

But he takes up with younger folks, 

Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 


“ Faith! he fhuit make his ftories fhorter,: . 


Or change his comrades once a quarter : 
* In half the time he talks them round, 
There mutt another fet be found. 
"For poetry, he’s palt his prime : 
“ He takes an hour to find a rhyme; 
“ His fire is out, his wit decay’d, 
His fancy funk, his mufe a jade. 
Vd have him throw away his pen = 
But there’s no talking to forme men!” 
And then their tendernefs appears 
pBy adding largely to my years: 
* He’s older than he would be reckon’d, 
* Aud well remembers Charles the Second. 


« He hardly drinks a pint of wine $ 
« And that, I doubt, ts no good fign. 
“ His ftomach too begins to fail: 
“ Laft year we thought him ftrong and hale 
« But now he’s quite another thing: 
« Twith he may hold out till fpring !” 
‘They hug themfelves, and reafon thus: 
“ It is not yet fo bad with us!” 
In fuch a cafe, they talk in tropes, 
And by their fears exprefs their hopes. 
Some great misfortune to portend, 
No enemy can match a friend, 
With all the kindnefs they profefs, 
‘The merit of a lucky guefs 
(When daily how-d’ye's come of courfe, 
And fervants anfwer; * Worfe and worle !” 
Would pleafe them better, than to tell, 
That, “ God be prais’d, the Dean i3 well.” 
Then he who phefy’& the belt, 
Approves his ht to the reft z°~ 
« You know | always fear'd the worft, 
« And often told you fo at firft.” 
He'd rather choofe that 1 fhould die, 
‘Than his predictions prove a lie. 
Not one foretells I fhall recover ; 
But all agree to give me over. 
Yet, fhould fome neighbour feel 2’ pain 
Juft in the parts where I complain ; 
How many a meffage would he fend! 
What hearty prayers that I fhould mend! 
Inguire what regimen I kept ; 
What gave me eafe, and how I flept ? 
And more lament when ¥ was dead, 
‘Than all the fnivelers round my bed. 
My good campanions, never fear ; 
For, though you may miftake a year, ~ 
Though your pro ics run too fat, 
‘They mutt be verify’d at laft? 
Behold the fatal day arrive 
« How is the Dean ?”— He’s juft alive.” 
Now the departing prayer is read 5 
He hardly breathesThe Dean is dead. 
Before the paffing-bell begun, 
The news through half the town is run, 
« Oh! may we all for death prepare ! 
“ What has he left? and who’s his héir? 
« 1 know no more than what the news is; 
« Tis all bequeath’d to public ufes. 
* To public ufes! there's a whim ! ~ 
“ What had the public done for him? 
“© Mere envy, avarice, and pride: 
“ He gave it all—but firft he dy’d. 
« And.had the Dean, in all the nation, _ 
« No worthy friend, no poor relation? 
« So ready to do ftrangers good, 
“ Forgetiing his own ficth and blood!" 
Now Grub-ftreet wits are all employ’d ; 
With clegies the town is cloyd: 
Some paragraph in every paper, 
Ys pes the Dean, or Hef: the Drapier, 
The doctors, tender of their fame, 
Wifely on me lay all the blame. 
« We muft confefs, his cafe was nice; 
« But he would never take advice. 
“ Had he been rul’d, for aught appears, 
s He might have liv’d thele tw 
“ For, when we open’d him, w 
“« That all his vital parts were found.” 





4h 
: From Dublin {Gen to Léndon {pread, 
“Tis told at:court, “ The Deas is dead.” 


And Lady Suffolk *, inthe fpleen, | s 
Runs laughing up to tell rama 2 
‘The queen, {0 gracious, mild, and good, 
Cries, “ Is he gone ! ’tis tinge he thould. 
* He’s dead, you fay ; then'let him rot. 
* I'm glad the medals + were forgot. * 
“ I promie’d-him, Town; but when? 
“ T only was the peincefs then , 
= But now, as confort of the king, 
“ You know, ‘tis quite another thing.” 
Now Chartres, at Sir Robert’s levee, 
‘Tells with a {neer the tidings heavy : 
bs ye if he dy’d without his fitocs,” 
Cries Bo¥, “ Pm forry for the news: 
® Ob, were the wretch but living ftill, 
“ And imhis place nm good friend Will! 
Or had a mitre on his head, 
“ Provided Bolingbroke were dead!" 
Now Curll his fhop fron rubbith drains: 
¢ genuine tomes of Swift’s remains! 
And then, to make them pais the glibber, 
Revis'd by Tibbald’s, Moore, Cibber. 
‘He'll treat me as he does my betters, 
Publith my will, my life, my letters; 
Revive the libels born to die: 
.Which Pope mutt bear, as well as I, 
Here fhift the fcene, to reprefent 
Mow thofe I love my death lament. 
* Poor Pope will grieve 2 month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 
8t. Jobn himéelf will {carce forbear 
To bite his pen, afd drop tear. 
The refi will give a dhrug, and cry, 
* I'm forry—-but we all muft die !” 
Indifference, clad in Wifdom’s guife, , 
+ All fortitude of mind fupplies: 
For how can ftony bowels melt 
Tn thofe who never pity felt ! 
‘When we are lash’d, they kife the rod, 
Refigning ha the will of God. 
fools, my juniors by oy 
Are tortur’d wih pases ee; 
‘Who wifely thought my age 4 fereen, 
‘When death approach’d, to ftand between: 
‘The fereen remov’d, their hearts are trembling; 
‘They mourn for me without diffembling. 
My female friends, whofe tender heurts 
Have better learn’d to a their parts, 
Receive the news in doteful dumps 
“ ‘The Dean is dead: (Pray what is trumps?) 
“ Then, Lord have mercy on his fout! 
« (Ladies, I'll venture for the vole.) 
* Six Deans, they fay, muft bear the pall: 
“ (Lwith I knew what king to call.) 
“ Madam, your hufband will attend 
* ‘The funeral of fo a friend. 
* No, madam, ’tis a thocking fight ; 
«« And he’s ehgag’d to-morrow night : 
My Lady Club will take it il, 
«if he fhould fail her at quadrille. 
- He lov'd the Dean—(1tead a heart.) 
« But deareit friends, they fay, mui part. 





_™ Mrs. Howard, at onetime a favourite withthe Dean. 
+ Which the Dean in vain expeéted, in return for « 
forall prefent be bad fent ta the princefi. 
A 


» | « The town has got 


4 Dhatall his miracles were 
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“ His time was come; he ran his rade; 
a ‘We hope he’s in a better place.” 

Why do we grieve that friends fhould die? 
No lofs more eafy to fupply. : 
One year is paft; a di Scene! 

No farther mention of the Dean, 

Who now, alas! uo more is mife’d, 
‘Than if he never did exift. 

Where’s now the favourite of Apollo? 
Departed :—and bis works mu/ | follow ; 
Muft undergo the common fate; 

His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country {quire to Lintot goes, 

Inquires for Swift in verfe and profe. 
Says Lintot, “ I have heard the name ; 
“ He dy'da year ago."=* ‘The fame.” 
He fearches all the fhop in vain. 

“ Sir, you may find them in Duck-lane: 
“ Tfent them, with a load of books, 

« Laft Monday, to the cook's. 

“ To fancy they could live a year! 

« I find you're but 2 ftranger here. 

« The Deart was famous in his time, 

« bse had a kind of knack at rhyme." 

“ His way of writing now is paft: 

a better Lar 

« I keep no antiquated ftuff 

“ But {pick and {pan I have enough. 

«« Pray, do but give me leave to fhow ’em : 
“ Here’s Colley Cibber’s birth-day poem. 
“ This ode you never yet have feen, 

« By Stephen Duck, upon, she quest. 

« Then here’sa better finely penn’d 

« Againft the Craftimaa and hie friend ¢ 
“ It clearly fhows that all reflection 

« On minifters is difaffection. 

« Next, here’s Sir Robert’s vindication, 
« And Mr. Henley’s laft oration. 

« The hawkers have not got them yet 

“ Your honour pleafe to buy a fet? 

* Here’s Wollton’s tradts, the twelith editions 
“« 'Tis read by every. joian : 

« The country- when in town, 
« Toall their boroughs fend them down : 
« You never met a thing fo fmart; 

« The courtiers have them ail by heart: 
“ Thofe maids of honour who can read, 
« Are taught to ufe them for their creed. 
« The reverend author’s good intention 
« Hath been rewarded with a penfion *: 
« He doth an honour to his gown, 

“ By bravely running priefecraft down: 
“ He hows, as-fure as God’s in Gloucefter, 
‘© That Mofes wasa grand impoftor ; 
eats, 

“ Perform’d as jugglers do their feats: 

“ The church had never fuch a writer; 

« A fhame he hath not got a mitre!” 

Suppofe me dead; and then fuppofe 
A club affembled at the Rofe; 

Where, from difcourfe of this and that, 
I grow the fubject of their chat. ' 
And while they tof my name about, 
With favour fome, and fome without ; 
One, quite indifferent in the caufe, 
My character impartial draws. 


© Welfon is bese confounded waith Weolafors 


Indeed the ftridtnefs of his morals 
Engag'd him ina hundred quarrels: | 
He faw, and he was griev'd to fee’t, 
His zeal was fometimes indffcreet : 
Hie found his virtues too fevere 

For our.corrupted times to bear: 
Yet fuch a lewd licentious age 
Might well excufe a Stoic’s rage. 

The goat advanc’d with cecent pace, 
And firfl excus’d his youthful face ; 
Forgivencts begg’d, that he appear'd 
(Twas nature's fault) without a beard. 
“Tis true, he was not much inclin’d 
‘To fondnefs for the female kind ; 

Not, as his enemics object, 

From chance, or natural defe&s 

igid conititution ; 

But thresh a pious refolution : 

For he had made a holy vow 

4Of chaitity, as monks do now; 

‘Which he refolv'd to keep for ever hence, 
And ftridly too, as doth his * Reverence. 

Apply the tale, and you fhall find 
Fow it fuits with human-kind, 

Some wnt but, can you guefs? 
—Why, virtues carricd tu exeefs, 
Wherewith our vanity endows us, 
Though neither foe nor friend allows us. 

The lawyer fwears (you may rely on’t) 
He never {queez’d a needy client ; 

And this he makes his conftant rule 
For which his 

His conicien 3 
He freely gave the poor advice; 

By which he loft, he may affirm, 

A hundred fees laft Eafter-serm. 
‘While others of the learned robe 
‘Would break the patience of a Job, 
No pleader at the har could match 
His diligence and quick difpatchs 
Ne'er kept a cunfe, lie well may boatt, 
Above a terns, or two at moft. 

‘The cringing knave who fveke a place 
Without fuccefs, thus tells his cafe ; 

Why fiould he longer mince the matter? 
He fail'd, becaufe he could not flatter ; 
He had not learn’d to turn his coat, 

Nor for a party give his vote: 

His crime he quickly underftood ; 

‘Too zealous for the nation’s good: 

He found the minifters refent it, 
Yet could not for his heart repent 4 
The chaplaig vows he cannot fawn, 
‘Though it. would raife him to the lawn; 
He pafs’d his Hours among his books ; 

You find it in his meagre looks : 

He might, if he were worldly wife, 
Preferment get, and {pare his eyes; 
But dwn'd he had a ttubborn fpirit, 
‘That made him truft alone to merit: 
Would rife by merit to promotions 
Alas! a mere chimeric notion. 

‘The doctor, if you will believe him, 
Confef'd a fin; and, (God forgive him!) 
Call'd up at midnight, ran to fave 
é blind old beggar from the grave: 


2} Lhe pref bis confeffer, 
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But fee how Satan {preads his fnaress 

He quite forgot to fay his ers. 

He caine help it for his earl 

Sometimes to a@ the parfon’s part: 
Quotes from the Bible many a fentence, 

‘Chat moves his patients to repentance: . 

And, when his medicines do no good, 
Supports their rainds with heavenly food, 


{ At which, however well intended, 
He hears the clergy arc offended, 
|] And grown fo behind his back, 


| To call him hypocrite and quack. 
In his own church he keeps a feat; 
Says grace before and after meat; 
And calls, without affecting airs, 
4 His houfchold twice a day to prayers. 
He fhuns apothecaries’ fhops, 
And bates to cram the fick with flops: 
He {corns to make his artatrade, — , 
Nor bribes my lady's favourite maid’; 
Old nurfe-keépers would never hire, 
‘l'o recommend him to the f{quire; 
Which others, whom he will not name, 
Have often praétis’d to their fhame. 

‘The ftatefman tells yau, with a, {neers 
His fault is to be 0 fieers 
And, having no finifter ends, 
Is apt to difoblige his friends. 
The nation's gobd, his mafter’s glory, 
Without regard to Whig er Tory, 
Were all the fchemes he had in view; 
Yet he was feconded by few : 
Though fome had fpread a thoufand lies, 
} “T'was de defeated che excife. 
| {T'was known, though he had borne afperfion, 
‘That flanding troops were his averfion : 
His practice was, in every ftation, 
} To ferve the king, and pleafe the nation 3° 
} Though hard to End in every cafe ; 
The fitteft man to fill a place ; 
| His promifes he ne’er forgot, 
But toak memoriais‘on the fpot : 
His enemies, for want of charity, 
Said, he affected popularity : 
“Lis true, the people underftoody 
That all he did was for their goods 
‘Their kind affections he has try’d; 
No love is loft on either fide. 
He came to court with fortune clear, 
Which now he runs ont every year: 
Mutt, at the rate that he goes on, 
Inevitably be undone: 
Oh! if his Majefty would pleafe 
To give him but a writ of eafe, 
‘Would grant him licence to retire, 

As it hath long been his defire, 
4 By fair accounts it would be found, 
He’s poorer by ten thonfand pound. 
He owns, and hopes it is no fin, 
He ne’er was partial to his kin; 
He thought it bafe for men in tations 
To crowd the court with their relations 
His country was his deareft mother, 
Aad every virtuous man his brother; 
‘Through modefty or awkward thame 
(For which he owns himfeif to blame) 
He found the wifeft man he could, 
Without refpe¢t to friends or ae 
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Nor never aéts on private views, 
‘When he hath Eiberty to choofe. 
The fharper fwore he hated play, 
Except to pafs an hour away: 
And well he might; for, to his coft, 
By want of fkill he always lo&: ° 
He heard there was a club of cheats, 
o had contriv’d a thoufand feats3 
Could change the ftock, or cog a die, 
And thus deceive the.fharpeft' eye. 
Nor wonder how his fortune funk ; 
His brothers fleece him when he’s drunk. 
Town the mora! not exa@ : ' : 
Befides, the tale is falfe in fa@; 
And fo abfurd, that, could I raife up 
From fields Elyfian, fabling A€fop, * 
A would aceufe hini to his face « 
‘For libelling the fonr-foot race. 
Creatures of every kind but wurs 
‘Well comprehend their natural powers; 
_ While we, whom reafon ought to fway, * 
Miftake our talents every day. 
‘The afs was tiever known fo ftupid 
» ‘Yo act the part of Tray or Cupid;: 
Nor leaps upon his mafter’s lap, 
‘Thereto be ftroak’d, and fed-with pap, 
As JEfop would the world perfuade; 5 
He better underftands his trade : 
Nor comes, whene’er his lady whiftles; 
‘But carries loads, and feeds on thiflies. 
Our author’s meaning, I prefume, is 
‘A creature bipes.¢t inplon is 3 
Wherein the moralit dehy nd 
‘A compliitient on funian-kind: 
For here he owns, that now and then. 
Beafls may degenerate into men, 





ADVICE TO A PARSON, 1732. 


Wovxsn you rife in the church? be ftupid and dull; 
Be empty of learning, of infolence full; 

‘Though lewd and isomoral, be formal and grave, 
In flattery an artift, in fawning a fave: “ 
No merit, no fcience, no virtue, js wanting - 
In hitn that’s accomplith’d in cringing and canting. 
Be ftudious to practife true meannefs of, pirits 

For who but Lord Boleon.* was mitred for merit ? 
Would you wish to be wrapt in-a rechet ? in fhort, 
BE pox’d and profane aa Fen or Horte$. 


‘THE PARSON’s CASE. 


Tart you, friend Marcus, like a Stoic, 
Can wilh to die in ftrains ‘heroic, 

No real fortitude implics: 

Yet, all mut own, thy with is wife, 

‘Thy curate’s place, thy fruitful wife, 
‘Thy bufy, drudging fcene of life, , 
‘Thy infolent, illiterate vicar, 

Thy want of all-confoling liquor, 

"Thy thread-bare gown, thy caffock rent, 
‘Thy credit funk, thy moutey fpent; 
‘Thy week, made up of fafting days, 
‘Thy grate unconicious of ablaze, . 





* Then archbifop of Gaftel.~ 
At that tine bifbop of Kilmore. 


THE WORKS QF SWIFT. 


And, to complete thy other curfes, 
"The quarterly demands of nurfes. 
Are ills you wifely with to leave, 
‘Aud fly for refuge co the grave: 
And, oh, what virtues you exprefs, 
In wifhing fuch affliction lefs! 
But row, fhould fortune fhift the feene, 

| And make thy curatsthipadeany | * 

Or fome rich benetic: provide, 

luxury and pride; 

r fmall, and income great ; 
riot Jets for ufe than ftate 
{welling fearf and glofly gown, 
And licence to refide in town ; 
‘Ye thine, where all the gay refort, 
Atconcerts, coffeehoufe, or court, 
And weekly pesfecnte his grace 
With vifits, or to beg a place 5 
With underlings they flock to teach, 
With no detire to pray or preach; 
With haughty fpoufe in vefture fine, 
With plenteous meals and us wine 
Wouldft thou not with, in fo much caf 
‘Thy years as numerous as thy days? 








































THE 
HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES. 17339. 


Poo ladies! though their bufinefs be to play, 
*Pis hard they mutt be bufy night and day : 

Why should they want the privilege of men, 

Nor take fome final diverfions now and then ? 
Had women been thé makers of our faws 

(And why they were not, I can fee no caufe), 

‘The men fhould flave at cards from mern to night, 
And female pleafures be to read and write. 2 


A LOVE SONG, 
IN THE MODERN TASTE. 1733. 


Frurrerine fpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o’er. my heart ; 

Ta fave in thy dominions ; 
Nature mutt give way to art. 


Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o’er your flocks, 
See my weary days confuming” 
All beneath yon flowery rocks. 


‘Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping 
Mourn’d Adonis, darling youth; 

Him the boar, in filence creeping, | 
Gor’d with unrelenting tooth. 


Cyntnia, tune harmonious numbers ; 
Fair difcretion, ftring the lyre; 

Soothe my ever-waking flumbers; 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir, * 


Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm’d in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the eryftal mirrors, 
‘Watering foft Elyfian plains. 
Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia’s brows, 
Moupheus, hovering o’er my pillovz, 
Hear me pay my dying vows, 


- POBM &: 


© The Deen, if we believe report, 
* Was never ill receiv’d at court, 
Although, ironically grave, ‘ 
He fham’d the fool, and lafh’d the knave; 
To fteal a hint was never known, _ 
“ But what he writ was all his own,” 
“ Sir, Uhave heard another ftory; 
He awasa molt coufounded Tory, 
“ “And grew, or he is much bely'd, 
« Extremely du, before he dy’d.” 
“ Can we the Drapier then forget ? 
« Is not our mation in his debt? 
“ "Twas he that writ the Drapier’s letters!" 
“ He fhould have left them for his detters ; 
“ We had a hundred abler men, 
* Nor neéd depend upon his pen — 
* Say what you will about his readingy 
You never can defend ltis breeding; 
“ Who, in his fatires running riot, 
“ Could never leave the world in guict; 
Attacking, when he took the whim, 
iy, cainp—all one to him 
“ But why would he, except he fofber’d, 
“ Offend our patriot great Sir Robert, 
“ Whole cour/els aid the fovercign power 
“ ‘To fave the nation every hour! * 
“ What fienes of evil he unravels 
An fatires, libels, lying travels, 
“ Not sparing his own cler 
But ea's into it, like a mo? 
« Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
“ Had roo iauch fatire in his vein, 
“ And fecin'd determin’d not to flarve it, 
* Becaufe no age could more deferve it. 
“ Yet malice never was his aim; ; 
“ He lafh'd the vice, but {par’d the name. 
* No individual could refent, 
“ Where thoufands equally were meant: 
“ His fatire points at no defea, 
“ But what all mortals may corre; 
* For he abhor'd the fenfelefs tribe 
“ Who call it humour when they giber 
“ ‘He fpar’d a hump or crooked nofe, 
“ Whofe owfers fet not up for beaux. 
“ True genuine dullaefs mov'd his pity, 
“ Unicis it offer'd to be witty. 
“* ‘Thofe who their ignorance confett, 
“ He ne’er offended with a jeft; 
** But langh'd to hear an ideot quote 
*¢ A verfe from Horace learn’d by rote. 
“ Vice, if it e’er can be abath’d, 
“« Mutt be or ridicul'd, or tofed. 
tf you refixt it, who's to blame? 
“ He neither khows you, nor your name. 
“« Should vice epedt to ‘fcape rebul 
** Becaule its owner isa duke? ws 
“ His friendthips, fill to few.eéhfin'd, 
“ Were always of the middling kind; 
“ No fools of rank, or mungre} breed, 
“* Who fain would pafs for lords indeed: 
“« Where titles give no right or power, 
« And pecrage is a wither’d flower; 
“ He would have deem’d it a difgrace, 
-“ If fuch a wretch had known his face, 
“ On rural fquires, that kingzdom’s bane, 
“ He vented oft” his wrath in vain: 
“nee Nee fquires to market brought, 
- Who fell their fouls and * # ¥* for nought: 
Vou, IX. 
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« The #* 24 ee go joyful back; : 
“ To rob the church, théi tenants rack; 
“ Go fnacks with * * ¥ * * juflices, 
« And keep the peace to up fees; 
« In every jobb to have a fhare, 
“ A gaol or turnpike to repair; aa 
“« ‘Aud tus aeeeas topublic roads 
* Commodious to their own abodes. 
“ He never thought an honour done himy 
“ Becaufe a peer wag proud to own him; 
“ Would rather flip afide, and chooie 
“ To talk with wits in dirty thoes; _ 
“ And {corn the tools with fars end garters; 
“« So often fecn carefling Chartres. 
“ He never courted men in ftation, 
“ Nor perfons belid in admiration; 
“ ere man’s greatmefs was afraid, 
“ Becaufe he fought for no man’s aid. 
« Though trufted long in great affairs, 
« Te gave himfelf ae baushty airs: 
“ Without regarding private ends, 
“« Spent all his credit for his friends; 
“ And only chofe the wife and good; 
« No flattereis; no allics in blood: 
«« But faccour'd virtue in diftrefs, 
« And feldom fail’d of good fuccefs ; 
« Asnumbers in their hearts nuit own, 
« Who, but for him, had been unknown, + 
“ He kept with princes due decoram; 
« Yet never flood in awe before *em, 
“ He follow’d David's leffon juit ; 
« In prinees never put his trutt: 
« And, would you make him truly four; 
« Provoke him with a flave in power. 
‘© The Irifh fenate if you nam’d, 
“ With what impatience he declaim’d! 
« Fair Liserty was all his‘ery 5 
« For her he ftood prepar’d to die ; 
“ For her he boldly ftood alone 3 
“ For her he oft’ expos’d his own. 
« Two Kingdoms, juft as Faction led, 
“ Had fet a price upon his head; 
«« But not a traitor could be found, 
“ To fell him for fix bundred pound. 
“« Had he but fpar’d his tongue and peny ; 
“« He might have rote I’ke other men: 
“« But power was never in his thought, 
« And wealth he valued not a groat : 
“ Ingratitude he often found, = 
“ And pity’d thofe who meant the wound ; 
“ But kept the tenor of his mind, 
“ To merit well of human-kindj 
« Nor made 2 facrifice of thofe yi , 
“ Who ftill were true, to pleafe his foes. 
He labour’d many a fruitlefe héur, 
« To reconcile his friends in power ; 
“ Saw mifchief by a faction brewing, 
“ While they purfued each other’s ruin. 
“ But, finding vain was all his care, 
“ He lefg the court in mere defpair. 
« And, oh: how thert are heman fchetties } © 
H ten dreams. 
Jin ftete affairs, 
“ What Ormond’s valour, Oxford’s cares, 
© To fave fi iC country lent, 
by one event. 
cious life was ended, 


ue weal depended. 
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46 : THE WORKS OF swirT. 


‘“« When up a dangerous faction ftarts, “ What awritiags has he left behind ?* 

“« With wrath and vengeance in their hearts; “ [hear they’re of a different kind : 

*. By falemn league and covenant bound, © A few im verfé ; but molt in profem” 

“ ‘To'ruin, flaughter, and confound ; Some bigh-flown pamphlets, | fuppofe— 

‘To turn religion to a fable, “ All feribbled in the worft of times, 

And make the government 2 Babel; “ To palliate his friend Oxford’s crimes ; 
Pervert the laws, difgrace the gown, ‘To praife queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 
Corrupt the fenate, rob the ¢rown ; As never favouring the Pretender ; 
To facrifice old England's glory, Or libels yet conceal’d from fight, 
And make her infamous in ftory - Againgt the court to fhow his /pite = 
“ When fuch  tempelt fhook the land, Perhaps his travels, part the third; 
How could unguarded virtue ftand ! A lie at every fecond word— 
‘ With horror, grief, defpair, the Deaft Offenfive to a loyal ear :— 
“ Beheld the dire deftructive feene:- But—not one fermon, you may fwear.”* 

His friends in exile, or the Tower, “ He knew an hundred pleafing ftories, 
Him(elf within the frown of power ; “ With all the turns of Whigs and ‘Vories : 
Purfued by bafe invenom'd pens, ‘Was cheerful to his dying-day; 

*€ Yar to the land of & and fens ; And friends would Jet him have his way. 

A fervile race in folly nurs’d, “ As for his works in verfe or profe, 

Who truckle moft, when treated worft. Town myfelf no judge of thofe. 

“ By innocence and refolution, Nor can 7 tell what critics thonght them; 
He bore continual perfecution But this I know, all people bought them, 
‘While numbers to preferment rofe, As with a moral view defign’d, 

“ Whofe merit was to be his foes; Yo pleaf and to reform mankind : 


When ev'n bis own familiar friends, And, if he efter mifs'd his aim, ‘ 


















































“ Intent upon their private ends, ‘The eworid muft own it to their forme, 
“ Like renegadoes now he feels, The praife is bis, and theirs the blame. 
© Again him lifting up their heels. “ He gave the little wealth he had 

«Thc Dean did, ry his pen, defeat « 'To build a houfe for fools and mad 3 
* An infamous deftructive cheat; ‘Lo thow, by one fatiric touch, 


“ Taught fools their intereft how to know, “ No nation wanted it fo muck. 
“ And gave them arms to ward the blow. “ That kingdom he hath left his debtor, 
« Envy hath own’'d it was his doing, 1 with it foon may have a better. 
‘To fave that haplefs land from ruin; * And, fince you dread no further /afber, 
“* While they who at the fteerage ftood,* Methinks you may forgive bis afbes.” 
“* And reap’d the profit, fought his blood. 
“ ‘Y'o fave them from thcir evil fate, 
“ In him was held a crime of ftate, 
“¢ A wicked moniler on the bench, 
“ Whofe fury blood could never quench ; 





AN EFISTLE TO TWO FRIENDS”, 
TO DR. HELSHAM. 


“{ Aavile and profligate a villain, Sir, Nov. 23, at night, 193T. 
“ As modern Scroggs, or old Treflilian 5 Wuen [eft you, I found myfelf of the grape’sjuice 
“ Who long all juftice had diftarded, I'm fo full of pity, I never abute fick 5 {lick ; 


“ Nor fear'd he God, nor man regarded ; 

“ Vow’d on the Dean his rage to vent, 
And make him of his zeal repent : 

But heaven his innocence defends, 

The grateful people ftand his friends ; 
Not Tsains of law, nor judges’ frown, 
Nor topics brought to pleate the crown, 
Nor witnefs hir'd, nor jury pick’d, 


And the patienteft patient that ever you knew fick, 
Both when {am purge-fick,and when Iam fpew-ficke 
itied my cat, whorn I knew by her mew fick; 
at firfl, but now fhe’sa-new fick. | 
Captain jer mace fome in the church black and 

dlue fick ; [all pewefick. 
Dean Crofs, had he preach’d, would have made ws 
Are not you, ina crowd when you fweat and ftew, 
Prevail-to bring him in conyict. fick ? [fick, 
“ In exile, with a fteady heart, Lady Santry got out of the church when the grew 
He {peat his life’s declining part ; nd, as fat as fhe could, to the deanry flew fick. 
** Where folly, pride, and faction fway, Nano iioriceNggs (I can affure you ’tis true) fick : 
««, Remote from St. Joln, Pope, and Gay.” For, who would Set be in that numerous crew fick? 
« Alas, poor Dean ! his only feope Such mufic would nti.> a fanatic or Jew fick, 
Was to beheld a mifinthrope, Yet, ladies are feldom at ombre or ive fick: | [fick, 
‘This into general odivm drew him, Nor is old Nanny Shalcs, whene’er the does brew, 


& 





Ra 








« 





“ Which if he lik’d, much good may't do bir. My footman came home frem the church of abrnife 
“¢ (dis zzaf was not to lafh oar crimes, fick, ficks 
“* But dicontent againft the times: And look’d like a rake, who was made in the ews. 
For, had we made him timely offers a 

4 "To raife his pop, or fill his vojfers, - . _ 

at Poe he eee ave truckled down, * This medicy (for it cannot be calle: 2 poem) is given 
* Like other érethren of his gown ; as a foecimen of thofe bagatelles for which the Dean, 
™ For party he would fearce have bled -— hath perkaps been too feverely cenfured. Some, whic 


© [fay no more=-becaufe he’s dead— were fill more exceptionable, are foppreffed. 


: POEM & Pes ap 


Bat yor learned dottors cat ntake whom you choofe Laft night came home ins ftotmthat then blew fick? 
: fick: : . "This moment my dog at a cat I halloo fick; 

And por I myfelf was, when I withdrew, fick; 1 hear, from good hands, that my poor coufin Hugh’s 

For the fmell of them made me like garlic and rue | By quaffing 2 bottle, and pulling aferew Gxk: (ets 


fick, . [clue, fcR. | And now there’s nomore Lean write (you'llexcufe) 
Andi got through the crowd, though not let by a 




















You hop'd to find many (forthat was yourcue) fick; Pil do my beft, 
But there was not a dozen (to give them their due} ‘To fend the ret 5 
fick, Without a jelt, 
_ And thofe, to he fure, ftuck together like glew, fick. I'll Qtand the teft. “+ [fick s 


So are ladies in crowds, when they fquecze and they 
ferew, fick. (hue, fick; 

You may find they are all, by their yellow pale 

$o am {, when tobacco, like Robia, I chew, fick. 


"Thefe lines that I fend you, I hope you'll perufe 
Pll make you with writing a little more news fick 
Laftnight! came home with drinking of booze ficks 
My carpenter fweats that he’ hack and he'll hew 
‘An officer’s lady, I'm told, is tattoo fick: [fick 5 


TO DR. SHERIDAN. I’m afraid that the line thirty-four you will view 


Lord! I could write a dozen mores {fick. 
Ir L write any more, it will make ray poor mufe fick. You fee, I've mounted thirty-four. 
"This night 1 came home with a very cold dew fick, . 3 . 
“And I with I may foon be not of an ague fick ; EPIGRA M, 


But 1 hope I fhall ne’er be, like you, of a threw fick, 
‘Who often has made me, by looking ufkew, fick. 


« Sic fibi letantur doi,” 


Wirt honour thus by Caroliria plac’d, 

How are thefe venerable huftoes grac’d ! 

O Queen, with more than regal title crosrn’d, 
For love of arts and piety renown’d!. 

How do the friends of virtue joy to fee 

Her darling fons exalted thus by thee t 
Nought to their fame can now be added more, 
Rever'd by her whom all mankind adore. 


DR. HELSHAM’s ANSWER. . 
"Cue dogtor’s firft rhyme would makeany ie fick: 
1 know it has made a fine Judy in blue fick, 

Yor which fhe is gone ina coach to Killbrew fick, 
Like a hen I once had, from a fox when fhe flew fick. 
Saft Monday a lady at St. Patrick's did {pew fick, 

‘And made all the reft of the folks in the pew fick; 
_ The furgeon who bled her, his lancet vut drew fick, 

And opt the diftemper, as being but new fick. 








‘The yacht, the Jaf ftorm, had ail her whole crew 

a fick 5 7 oa nd you Sick ANOTHER. 
ad we two been there, it wor ave made me aac eee 

A lady that long’d, is by ‘eating of glew fick : Lewrs the living teathed fed, 


And rais’d the fcientific head : 
Our frugal Quetn, to fave her meat, 
Exalts the head that caxinot eat, 


Did you ever know one ina very good Q fick ? 
Y'm told that my wife is by winding a clue fick 5 
"The doctors have made her by rhyme and by rue 
fick. (threw fick, 
‘There's a gamelter in town, for a throw that he 
And yet the old trade of his dice he'll purfue fick; 
T’ve known an old mifer for paying his due fick 5 
‘At prefent I’m grown by a pinch of my fhoe fick, 
Aad what would you have me with verfesto do fick? 
Send rhymes, and Vil fend you fome others in lieu 
Of rhymes I’ve a plenty, [fick. 
And therefore fend twenty. 
Anfwercd the fame day when fent, Nov. 23. 
defire you will carry both thefe to tht doctor, 
together with his own; und let hin. know we are 
‘not perfons te be infulted. 


* Can you match withy7e, 
« Who fend thirtyy&rec ? 
© You mutt p-tfourteen more, 


& ‘Lo make up thirty-four: 
«© Bout, if me you can conguer, 
« Plown you a firong cur *.” 
This morning 'm growing by fmelling of yew 
fick 5 
My brother's come over with gold frorn Peru fick; 


A CONCLUSION 


Since Anna, whofe bounty thy merits had fed, 


And fince our goad Queen to the wife is fo juft, 
Yo raife heads for fuch as are humbled in 3 

I wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted 5 
Pr’ythee, go and be dead, and be doubly exalted, 





Dr. Swift's Anfurry ow 
Her majefty never shall be my exalter 5 
And yet the would raife, me; 1 know, by a halger! 
TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT, 
With a prefint of a Paper-Beok, finely bound, on bis 
Birtb-doy, November 30. 173%- 
BY JOHN RARL OF ORRERY. \ 
To thee, Dear Swift, thefe fpotlefs leaves Lend, 
Small is the prefent, but fincere the friend. 
—— : 
® Newton, Locke, Clarke, ond Wife, 
4 





* The lines “ thus mark d,” were written by Dr. 
Srwift, ot the bottom of Dr. Helfbam's twenty lines ond 
the jallawing fourteen were afterwards added on the fume 
paper, 


You fee that I {corn to mefftion word mufic. [fick 3 ° 


ON TRE BUSTS *IN RICRMOND NERMETAGE, 1734. ; 


Drawn from the above Epigrams, and fent to the Draplers: 


Fre her own was laid low, had exalted thy head , 


148" 


THE WORK 


Think not fo poor a book belay thy care; 

‘Who knows thie price that thou canit make it bear? 
‘Though taudry now, and like ‘Lyrilla’s face, 
“The fpecious front fhines out with borrow'd 
‘Though pafte-boards, glittering like a tinfel’ 
A rafa tabula within denote : 

‘Wet, if'a venal and co*fupted age, 

And modern vices, fhould provoke thy rage ; 
Hi, warn’d once more by their impending fate, 

A finking country and am injur'd ftate 

‘Thy great afliftance fhould again demand, 

<AAnd call forth reafon to defend the land ; 

‘Then thall we view thefe theets with glad furprife 
infpir’d with thought, and fpeaking to our eyes: 
Each vacant fpace fhall then, enrich’d, difpenfe 
‘True force of eloquence, and nervous fenfe 3 
Inform the judgment, animate the heart, 


Ce 5 
coat, 


. And facred rules of policy impart. 


The fpangied covering, bright with {plendid ore, 
Shall cheat the fight with empty fhow no more; 
But lead us inward to thofe golden mines, 
‘Where all thy fout in native luftre thines. 

So when the eye furveys fome lovely fair, 

‘With bloom of beauty grae’d, with fhape and air; 
How is the rapgure heighten’d, when we find 
Her form excell’d by her celeftial mind! 


VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISH 
ON THE 
DEAN OF ST, PATRICK’s DESK, 
ON Wis BIRTH-DAyY. 


BY DR. DELANY, 


Hitner from Mexico I came, 

‘To ferve a proud Iernian dame : 

‘Was long fubmitted to her will; 

At length the loft me at guadrille. 
Through various thapes Potten pafs'’d, 
Still hoping to have reft at-laft ; 

And {till ambitions to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot dean ; 

And fometimes got within his deor, 
But foon turn’d out to ferve the poor*; 
Not Rrolling idlenefs to aid, 

But honett induftiy decay’d. 

At length an artift purchas'd me, 
And wrought me to the thape you fee. 
‘This done, to Hermes I apply’d: 

“ O Hermes! gratify my pride; 

@ ‘Be it my fate to fervea Rige, 

* The greatett genius of his a; 3 

“ That matchlefs pen let me fupply, 


~  Whofe living lines will never die? 


«-T grant your fuit, the God reply'd 5 
there he left me to refide. 


VERSES 
_ OCCASIONED BY 
THE FOREGOING PRESENTS. 


A Paper book is fent by Boyle, 
‘Yoo aeatly gilt for me to foil. . 





* Alluding to S001. a-year lent by the Dean, without 
Intergf, to poor tradefinen. 


S OF SWIFT. 


Delany fends a filver ftandifh, 

When I no more a pen can brandifh. 
Let beth around my tomb be plac’d, 
As trophies of a nafe deceas’d : 

And J+ the friendly lines they writ, 

In praife of long-departed wit, 

Be grav’d on either fide in columns, 
More to my praife than all my volumeq 
To burt with cuvy, fpite, and rage, 
The Vandals of the prefent age. 


THE 
BEASTS CONFESSION TO THE PRIEST, 
On obferving bow moff men miftake their own talents. 
173% 


When beats could Speak the learned fay, 
They ftill can do fo every day), 

It feems,'they had religion then, 

As much as now we find in men. 

It happen’d, when a plague broke out 
(Which therefore made them more devout), 
‘The king of brutes (so make it plain, 
OF quadrapeds | only mean) 

By proclamation gave command, 

‘That every fubjeét in the land 

Should to the prieft confefs their fins 5 
And thus the pious ‘olf begins : 

Good father, I muft own with fhame, 
‘That often ¥ have been to blame: 

I muft confefs, on Friday laft, _ 
Wretch that I was! ¥ brolte my faft: 
But I defy the bafeft tongue 

To prove I did my neighbour wrong ; 
Or ever went to feek my food 

By rapine, theft, or thirft of blood. 

The afs, approaching next, confefe’d, 

That in his heart he lov’d a jeft : 

AA wag he-was, he needs muft own, 

And could not let a dunce alone ; 
Sometimes his friend he would not fpare, 
And might perhaps be too fevere : 

But yet, the worft that could be faid, 

He was a zit both born and bred ; 

And, if it be a fin or fhame, 

Nature alone mutt bear the blame: 

One fault he hath, is forry for’, 

His ears are half a foot too fhort ; 

Which cou'd he to the ftandard bring, 
He'd thow his face before the king : 
‘Then fof his voice, there’s none difputes 
‘That he’s the nightingale of brutes... ~ 
aQhe fwine with contrite heart allow’d, 
is oand ity made him proud : 
In diet was perhaps Sag ni 

But gluttony was ne’er™ 
In every turn of life content. 
And meekly took what fortune fent : 
Inquire through all the parith round, 

A better neighbour ne’er was found + 

His vigilance might fome difpleafe ; 

Tis true, he hated floth like peafe. 

‘The mimic ape began his chatter, 
How evil tongues his life befpatter: 
Much of the cenfuring world complain’é. 
Who faid, his gravity was feign’d: 


























POEMS 


Melancholy fmooth Meander, 
Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 
With thy flowery chaplets crown’d, 
‘Thus when Philomela drooping 
Softly feeks her filent mate, 
See the bird of Juno flooping: 
Melody refigns to fate. 


ON THE WORDS BROTHER PROTEST- 


- ANTS, AND FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 


Ss familiarly ufed by the Advocate: for the Repeal of the 


Teft-AG in Ireland, 1533. 
AN inundation, fays the fable, 
£ O’erflow’d a farmer's barn and ftableg 
Whole ricks of hay, and ftacks of corn, 
Were down the fudden current borne; 
While things of heterogencous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. 
‘The generous wheat forgot its pride, 
And {ail’d with litter fide by fide; 
Uniting alt, to fhow their amity, 
As in a general calamity, 
A ball of new dropt horfe’s dung, 
Mingling with apples in the throng, 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
* See, brother, how we apples 
‘Thus Lamb, renown’d for 
An offer’d fee of Radcliff fearn 
“ Not for the world—we dodors, brother, 
“« Mutt take no fees of one another.” 
‘Thus to a dean fome curate floven 
Sub{crihes, “ Dear Sir, your brother loving.” 
‘Thus all the footmen, thoe-boys, porters, 
Abont St. James's, ery, “ We courtiers.” 
Thus ft in the houfe wilt prate, 
ir, we the minitters of ftate.” 
Thus at the bar the blockhead Bettefworth, 
‘Though half a crovrn o’erpays his fweat?s worth, 
Who knows in law nor text nor margent, 
Calls Singleton his brother ferjeant. 
And thus fanatic faints, though neither in 
Dodirine nor difeipline our brethren, 
Ave Brother Proteftants and Chriftians, 
As much as Hebrews and Philiftines ; 
But in no other fete, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow creature. 
Lice from your hody fuck their food ; 
But isa loufe your flefh and bloud ? 
‘Though born of human filth and fweat, it 
May as well be faid man did beyet it : 
But maggots in your nofe and chin. ~ 
As well may claim you for their kin. 
Yet critics may objc@, Why not? 
Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 
Which made our fwarm of fects determine 
Employments for their brother vermin. 
But be they Englith, Irith, Scottith, 
What Proteftant can be fo fottifh, 
While o’er the church theie clouds are gathering, 
To calla fwarm of lice his brethren? 
As Mofes, by divine advice, 
, In Egypt turn'd the duft to lice; 
“And as our fects, by all defcriptions, 
Have hearts more barden’d than Egyptians 5 






















As from the trodden duft they fpring, 
And, turn'd to lice, infeft the king ; 
For pity’s fake, it would be juit, 
A rod fhould turn them back to diff. 

Let folks in high or holy ftations 
Be prond of owning fuch relatioits ; 
Let courtiers hug them in their bofom, 
As if they were afraid to lofe’em: 
While 1, with humble Job, had rather = 
Say to corruption—* Thon art my father.” 
For he that has fo little wit ~ 
To nourifh vermin, may be 4it. 


THE YAHOO’s OVERTHROW; 
OR, THE KEVAN BAYL’S NEW BALLAD, 
Upon Serjeant Kite’s infulting the Dean, 
To the Tune of “ Derry down,” 


Jotry boys of St. Kevan’s, St. Patrick's; Deore, 
And Smithfield, 711 tell you, if not told before, 
How Bettefworth, that booby, and fcoundrel in 
Hath infulted us all by infulting the Dean. (grain, 
Knock him down, down, doron, knock bim downs 


The Dean and bis merits we every one know 7 
But this Sip ot a lawyer, where the de’il did hig 

‘Ow - 

How rarer his merit.at Pour Courts or Houfe, 

Vhan the barking of Towzer, or leap of a louse ? 
Knock him down, Bey 


‘That he came from the Temple, his morals dy 
thow; Ste Facdua 
But where his deep law is, few mortala yet knows 
His znctories bombatt, {ily jets, iis by far tae : 
More like to ning, than pleading at bar. 
ee Kroc} bim down, bite 
‘This pedlar, at fpenking and making of laws, 
Hath met with returns of all forts but applaufe s_ 
Has, with noife and odd geftures, been pratting: 
fome years, 
What honefter folks never durit for their ears. 
Kucck bin down, &e¢ 


Of all fizes and forts, the fanatical crew 
Arc his brother Proteftants, good men and trng + 
Red hat, and blue bonnet, and turban’s the fame 
What the de’el is’t to him whence the devil they 
came ? 
Knack him down, &cq 
Hobbes, Tindal,-and Woolfton, and Collins, 
and Nayler, Z 
And Muggleton, Toland, and Bradley the tailor, 
Are Chriftians alike; and it may be averr’d, 
He's a Chriftian as good as the reft of the herd, 
Knock him down, &e. 


He only the rights of the clergy debates, 

Their rights! their importance! We'll fet on 
new rates ; {lefe 
“On their tithes at haif-nothing, their priefthoad at 
What's next to be voted, with eafe you may guefs. 
Knock bim down, &ee 

At leneth hie old mafter (I need not him name) 
‘Fo tis damnable fpeaker ea ow’d a fhame 4 

& iy 
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‘When his fpeech came abroad, lie paid him off 
clean, . 
By leaving him under the pen of the Dean. 
oat Knack bim down, &e. 


He kindted,-as if the whole fatire had been 
The opoceilion of virtue, not svages of fin: 
He he ~ he bragg’d, with a rant and a roars 
He bray d how he baunc’d, and he fwore how 
~ he fwore. 


On his virtues hold forth ; ‘tis the very beft way ; 

And fay of the man what all honeft men fay. 

But if, ftili obdurate, your anger remains ; 

Hf {till your foul bofom more rancour contains; 

Say then more than they ; nay, lavifhly flatter, 

“fis your grofs panegyrics alone can befpatter ; 

For thepes my dear Dick, give me leave to fpeak 
plain, 

Like a very foul mop, dirty more than they cleas. 




































Knock him down, &c. 
‘Though he cring'’d to his Deanthip in very low 
rams, 
To others he boafted of knocking out brains, 
And flitting of nofes, and cropping of ears,” 
While his own afs’s zaggs were morc fit for the 
: fhears. 


ON POETRY: 


A RHAPSODY, 1733. 


Att human race would fain be wif y 

And millions mifs for one that hi 

Young’s univerfal paffion, pride, + 

Was never knoyn to fpread fo wide. 

Say, Britain, could you ever boaft 

Three poets in an age at mot ? 

Our chilling climate hardly bears 

A forig of bays in fifty years; 

While every fool his claim alleges, 

As if it grew in common hedges. 

What reafon can tl:ere be aflign’d 

For this perverfenefs in the mind? 

Brutes find out where their talents lie: 

A tear will not attempt to fly ; 

A founder'd borfe will oft’ debate 

Before he tries a five-barr’d gate; 

A dg by inftinét turns afidc, 

Who fees the ditch too deep and wide, 

But man we find the only creature, 

Who, led hy folly, combats Nature ; 

Who, when jac loudly cries, Forbear, 

With obftinacy fixes there 5 

And, where his genius leaft inclines, 

Abfurdly bends Fis whole defigns. ' 
Not empire to the rifing fun 

By valour, condué, fortune won ; 

Not hichett <wifvom in debates 

For framing laws to govern Mates ; 

Not fiill in fciences profound, 

So large co grafp the circle round 5 

Such heavenly influence require, 

As how to ftrike the Afufe’s yre. 
Not beggar’s brat on bulk begot 5 

Not baftard cf « pedlar Scot ; 

Not boy brought up to cleaning fhoes, 

‘Lhe fpawn of bridcwell or the ftews ;? 

Not infents dropt, the fpurious pledges 


Knock bim down, &c. 


On this worrier of deans whene'er we can hit, 
‘We'll fhow him the way how to crop and to flit; 
+ We'll teach him tome better addrefs to afford * 
‘To the Dean of all Deana, though he wears pot a 
fword, = : 
: 2° Knock bim down, &c. 
“We'll colt him through Kevan, St. Patrick’s, 
Donore, 
Aud Smithfield, as Rap was ne’er colted before; 
We'll oil hira with kennel, and powder him with 
A modus right fit for infulters of deans, — [grains, 
Knack bim down, &e. 
And, when thig is over, we'll make him amends: 
‘To the Déant he hall go; they shall kifs and be 





friends: 
But how,? Why, the Dean fhall to him difclofe 
A face for to kifs, without eyes, ears, or nofe. 
: Knock bin down, &e. 
If you fay this is hard on a man that is reckon’d 
That ferjeant at law whom we cull Kite thefecond, 
You miftake 3 for a lave, who will coax his ficpe- 
riors, (riers. 
‘May be propd to be licking a great man’s polte- 
: : : Knock bin down, &e. 
‘What’ care we how high runs his pafion or 
pride y 
Though his foul-he defpifts, he values his hide ; 
"Then lear nothis tongue, or his {word, or his knife; 
Il take his revenge on his innocent wife. 
Knach bit doen, dows, down, keep bim down. 

















ON THE 


Of gipfés littering under hedges; 
ARCHBISHOP OF CASHEL, AND BET) Hee ey OO ate 
‘ TESWORTH. i : 


As he whom Phebus in his ire 

Hath blafted with poetic fire. 

Dear Dick, pr’ythee tell hy what paffion you | What hope of cuftom in the fair, 

* "move? * While hot a fonl demands your ware 2 

‘The world is in doubt, whether hatred or love ; Where you‘have riothing to produce * 

‘And while at good Cathe! you rail with fuch Spite, | For private life, or public ufe? 

‘They fhrewdly fufpe@ itis all buta bite. ~— | Court, zity, country, want you pot; 

You certainly know, though fo loudly you vapous, | You'canxot bribe, betray, or plot. 

His {pite cannot wound, who attempted the Dra- | For poets, Jaw makes no provifion 3 
pier.” ae 4 : The wealthy have you in derifien : 

‘Then, pr’ythee, reflect, take a word of advice ; Of ftate affuirs you cannot fmatter z 

And, as your old wont is, change fides in a trice: | Are awkward when you try to flastey 





POEM S& 354 


ANEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES. 


BY DR. SHERIDAN, 1733. 


“ To make a writer mifs his end, 
“ You've nothing elfe to do but mend.” 


T orren try’d in vain to find 

A fimile for woman-kind, 

A fimile | mean to fit "em, 

In every circumftance to hit "em. 
Through every bird and beaft I went, 
T ranfack’d every element ; 

And, after peeping through all nature, 
To find fo whimfical a creature, 

A clot prefented to my view, 

And ftrait this parallel 1 drew : 

Clouds turn with every wind about ; 
‘They keep us in fufpenfe and doubt; 
Yet oft perverfe, like woman-kind, 

Are feen to feud againft the wind : 
And are not women juft the fame ? 
For, who can tell at what they aim ? ° 

Clouds keep the ftouteft mortals under, 
When bellowing they difcharge their thunder: 
So when th’ alarum-bell is rung 
Of Xanti’s everlafting tongue, 

‘The hufband dredds its loudnefs more 
Than lightning’s flath, or thunder’s roar, 

Clouds weep, as they do, without pain; 
And what are tears bur wemen’s rain ; 

The clouds about the welkin roam ; 
And ladies never ftay at home. 

The clouds build caftles in the air, 

A thing peculiar to the fair; 
For all the fchemes of their forecating 
Are not nore folid, nor more lafting. 

A cloud is light by turns, and dark; 

Such is a lady with her fpark : 

Now with a fudden pouting gloom 

She feems to darken all the room; 

Again the's pleas’d, his fears beguil’d, 

And all is cleur when fhe has fimil’d. 

An this they’re wondroufly alike 

(I hope the fimile will ftrike) ; 

‘Though in the darkeft dumps you view them, 
Stay but a moment, you'll fee through them. 

The cloucs are apt to make reflection, 
And frequently preduce infeétion ; 

So Calia, with fmall provocation, 
Blafts every neighbour's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gandy thow 
(For they, like tadics, have their how) ; 
‘The graveft matron will confefs, 


That the herfelf is fond of drets. 
Obferve the clouds sin pompatfay 
‘What various colourrarcomuplay'd; 


‘The pink, the rofe, the violet’s dye, 
In that great.drawing-room the fky ; 
How do thefe differ from our graces, 
In garden-filks, brocades and laces? 
_Are they not fuch another fight, 
‘When met upon a birth-day night? 
The cud: delight to change their fathion : 
(Dear ladies, be not in a paflion!) 
por fet this whim to you fecm ftrange, 
Who every hour delight in chang:. 











In them and you @like are feen” 
The fullen fymptoms of the fpleen ; 
‘The moment that your vapours rife, 
We fee them dropping from your eyes. 
In evening fair you may behold 
The clouds are fring’d with borrow’d gold; 
And this is many a lady’s cafe, 
Who flaunts about in borrow’d lace. 
Grave matrons are like clouds of fnow. 
‘Their words fall thick, and foft and flow; 
While brifk coquettes, like rattling hail, 
Our ears on every fide affail. 
Clouds, when they intercept our fight, 
Deprive us of celedtial light : 
So when my Chloe I purfue, 
No heaven befides I have in view. 
‘Thus, on comparifon, you fee, 
In every inftance they agree, 
So like, fo very much the fame, 
‘That one may go by t’other’s name. 
Let me proclaim it then aloud, 
That every woman is a cloud. 


ANSWER BY DR. SWIFT. 


Presumptvous bard! how could you dare 
A woman with a cloud compare ? 
Strange pride and infolence you fhow 
Inferior mortals there below. 
And is our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or fo loud as theirs? 
Alas! our thunder foon goes out ; 
And only makes you more d vout, 
‘Then is not female clatter worfe, 
‘That drives you not to pray but curfe 2. 
We hardly thunder thrice a-year ; 
The bolt difcharg’d, the fy grows clear: 
But every fublunary dowdy, : 
The more fhe fcotds, the more the’s cloudy. 
Some critic may obje@, perhaps,’ 
That clouds are blam’d for giving claps ; 
But what, alas! are clap; xtherial, 
Compar'd for mifchiei to venereal ? 
Can clouds give buboes, ulcers, blotches, 
Or from your nofes dig out notches? 
We leave the body fweet and found ; 
We kill, ’tis true, but never wound, 
You know a cloudy fy befpeaks 
Fair weather when the morning breaks > 
But women ina cloudy plight 
Forctel a ftorm to laft till night. 
A cloud in proper feafons pours 
His bleffings down in fruitful fhowers ; 
But woman was by fate defign’d 
‘To pour down curfes on mankind. 
When Syrius o’er the welkin rages. 
Our kindly help his fire affuages ; 
But woman is a curft inflamer, 
No parifh ducking-ftool can tame her: 
To kindle ftrife, dame nature taught hers 
Like fire-works, fhe can burn in water. 
For ficklenefs how durft you blame us; 
Who for our conftancy are famous? 
You'll fee 2 cloud in gentle weather 
Keep the fame face an hour together ; 
While women, if it could be reckon’d, 
Change every feature every fecond, 
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Obferve our figure in a morning, 
Of foul or fair we give you warning; 
But can you guefs from wortan’s air 
One minute, whether foul or fair? 
-Go read in ancient books inroll’d 
What honours we poffefs’d of old. 
To difappoint Ixion’s rape, 
deve dreft a cloud in Juno’s fhape $ 
ich when he had enjoy’d, he {wore, 
No goddefs could -have pleas'd him more ; 
No difference could he find between 
His clovd and Jove’s imperial queen: 
His cloud produc’d a rave of Centaurs, 
Fam’d for a thoufand bold adventures; 
From us defcended ab origine, 
By learned authors call’d nubigene, 
But fay, what earthly nymph do you know, 
So beautiful to-pafs for Juno? 
~._ Before A2neas durft afpire 
‘To-vourt her majefty of Tyre, 
His mother begg'd of us to drefs him, 
‘That Dido might the more earefs him : 
A coat we gave him, dy’d in grain, 
A flaxen wig-and clouded cane 
(The wig was powder’d round with fleet, 
‘Which fell in clouds beneath: his feet), 
‘With which he made a tearing fhow ; 
And Dido quickly finol'd the beau. 
Among your females make inquiries, 
‘What nymph on earth fo fair as Iris? 
‘With heavenly beanty fo endow’d? 
And yet her father is a cloud. 
‘We dreft her in 2 gold brocade, 
iBefitting Juno's favourite maid, 
Tis known, that Socrates the wife 
Ador’d us clouds as deities : 
‘To us he made his daily prayers, 
As Ariftophanes declares ; 
From Jupiter took all dominion, 
And dy’d defending his opinion. 
By his authority ’tis plain 
You worthip other gods in vain, 
And from your own experience know 
‘We govern all things there ‘below. 
‘You follow where we pleafe to guide ; 
O’er all your paffions we prefide, 
Can raife them up, or fink them down, 
As we think fit to fmile or frown: 
And, juft as we difpofe your brain, 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 
Compare us then to female race! 
‘We, to whom all the gods give place! 
‘Who better challenge your allegiance, 
Becavfe we dwell in higher regions! 
You find the gods in Homer dwell 
In feas and ftreams, or low as hell: 
Ev’n Jove, and Mercury his pimp, 
No higher climb than mount Olymp 
(Who makes you think the clouds he pierces? 
He pierce the clouds / he kifs their a—-és) 5 
While we, o’er Teneriffa plac’d, 
Are loftier by a mile at Jeaft : 
And, when Apollo ftruts on Pindus, 
‘We fee him from our kitchen-windows + 
Or, to Parnaffus looking down, 
Can pifs upoa his laurel crown. 
Fate never form’d the gods to fly 
Yn vehicles they mount the ky: 
4 


When Jove would fome fair 1 inveigles 

He pte full gallop on his ae 

Thongh Venus be as light as air, 

She muft have doves to draw her chair. 

Apollo ftirs not out of door 

Without his lacker’d cogch and four. 

And jealous Juno, ever fnarling, 

Is drawn by, peacocks im her berdiz. 

But we can ty where’cr we pleafe, 

O’er cities, rivers, hills, and feas: 

From eaft to weft the world we roam, 

And in all climates are at home; 

With care provide you, as we go, 

With fun-fhine, rain, and hail, or fnow. 

You, when it rains, like fools, believe 

Jove piffes on you through a fieve : 

An idle tale, 'tis no fuch matter 5 

We only dip a fponge in water; 

‘Then {queeze it clofe between our thumbs, 

And thake it well, and down it comes. 

‘As you fhall to your forrow know, 

We'll watch your fteps where'er you go3 

And, fince we find you walk a-foor, 

We'll"foundly fouce your frize-furtout. 
’Tis but by our peculiar grace, 

That Phebus ever fhows his face : 

For, when we pleafe, we open wide 

Our curtains blue from fide to fide : 

And then how faucily he fhows 

His brazen face and fiery nofe; 

And gives himfelf a haughty air, 

As if he made the weather fair { 

’Tis fung, wherever Czlia treads, 
The violets ope their purple heads ; 
‘The rofes blow, the cowilip fprings : 
*Tis fung ; but we know better things. 
"Tis truc, a woman on her mettle 
Will often pifs upon a nettle 5 
But, though we own fhe makes it wetter, 
The nettle never thrives the better 5 
While we, by foft prolific fhowers, 

Can every {pring produce you flowers. 

Your poets, Chloe’s beauty heightening, 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning; 
And yet I hope "twill be allow’d, 

That lightning comes but from a cloud. 

But gods like us have too much fenfe 
At poet's flights to take offence : 

Nor can hyperboles demean us; 
Each drab has been compar’d to Venus. 

We own your verfes are melodious 5 
But fuch comparifons are odious. 


“TINNCATION OF THE LIBEL: ~ 
Or, a Nive Balled, Wiebe ge oe-boy, on an Ato 
torney who was formerly a Shoc-boy. , 


* Qui color ater erat, nunc eft contrarius atro.”” 
Witn finging of ballads, and crying of news, 
With whitening of buckles, and blacking of fhoes, 
Did Hartley * fet out, both fhoelefs and shirtiefs, 
And moneylefs too, but not very dirtlefs; 





* Sce tbe next poem. 
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‘Twopence he had gotten by begging, that’s all; 
One bought him a érufé, and one a black ball; 
For clouts at a Jofs he could not be much, 
‘The clothes on his back as being but fuchs 

. Thus vamp'd and accoutred, with cdots, Jail, and 
He gallantly ventar’d his fortune to puih: [bruf, 
Vetpafian thus, being befpatier’d with dirt, 
Was omen’d ta be Rome's emperor for't. 
But as a wife fiddler is noted, you know, 
To have a good couple of ftrings to one bow; 
So Hartley ‘udicioully thought it too little, 
'Po live by the fweat of his hands and his fpittle : 
He finds out another profeffion as fit, 
And ftraight he becomes a retailer of wit. 
One day he cricd—* Murders and fongs, aud great 

news!” 
Another as loudly—« Here blacken your fhoes !”” 
At Domvile’s * full often he fed upon bits, 
Tor winding of jacks up, and turning of fpits; 
Lick’d all the plates round, had many a grubbing, 
And now and then got from the cook-maid a 
drubbing : 

Such baftings eff upon sim could have none; 
‘The dog will be patient that’s {truck with a bone. 
Sir Thomas, obferving this Hartley withal 
So expert and fo adtive at bru/bes and ball, 
‘Was mov’d with compaflion, and thought it a pity 
A youth fhould be Joit, that had been fo witty ; 
Without more ado, he vamps up my. fpark, 
And now we'll fuppofe him an eminent clerk ; 
Suppofe him an adept in all the degtees 
Of {cribbling cum dao, and hooking of fees; 
Suppofe him a mifer, attorney fer bill; 
Suppofe him a courtier——fuppofe what you will— 
Yet would you believe, though I fwore by the Bible, 
"That he took up two newsdeys for crying the libel ? 


A FRIENDLY APOLOGY FOR ACERTAIN 
JUSTICE OF PEACE, 


By Way of Defence of Hartley Hutcbinfon, Ely. 
“ But he by bawling news about, 

*« And aptly ufing bruh and clout, 

“ A juftice of the peace became, 

«Yo punifh rogues who do the fame.” 


BY JAMES BLACK-WELL, OPERATOR FOR THE 
FEET. 


1 srnc the man of courage try’d, 
O’er-run with ignorance and pride, 
Who boldly hunted out difgrace 
With canker’g mind and hideous face ; 
‘The firft who made (let none deny it 
‘The libel-verfling rogues be quiet 
"The fa& was glorious, we 
For Hartley wag b: 
Contemn’d I mean:—for who would choofé 
So vile a fubject for the mufe ? 
*T'was once the noblett of his wifhes 
‘To fill his paunch with feraps from difhes, 
For which he’d parch before the grate, 
Or wind the jacé’s flow-rifing weight 
(Such toils as beft his talents fit), 
Or polifh faces, or turn the fit : 





T Sir a Donvile, patentes of the Hanager-office. 
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He pants to cternize his name, - 

And takes the dirty road to fame; 
Believes that perfecuting wit 

Wilt prove the fureft way tojit 

So, with a Colone}* at his back, 

‘The libel feels his firft attack ; 

He calls it a feditious paper, 

Writ by another Patriot Drapier; 

‘Then raves and blunders nonfenfe thicker 
‘Than aldermen o’ercharg’d with liquor ; . 
And all this with defign, ne doubt, . 

‘To hear his praifes hawk’d about ; 

To fend his name through every ftreet, 
Which erft he roam’d with dirty feet ; 
Well pleas’d to live to futnre times, 
Though but in keen fatiric rhymen, 

So Ajax, who, for aught we know, 
Was juftice many years ago, ~ 
And minding then no earthly things, 
But killing libellers of kings; 

Or, if he wanted work to do, ‘ 
Torun a bawling news-boy through; 
Yet he, when wrapp’d up ina cloud, 
Entreated Father Jove aloud, 

Only in light to fhow his face, 
‘Though it might tend to his dif 

And fo th’ Ephefian villain fir’d 
‘The temple which ‘the world admir’d, 
Contemning death, defpifing fhame, 
To gain an ever odious name. 


But, unexpectedly rich in 
*squire Damvile’s fenily and Kitchen, 


DR. SHERIDAN’s BALLAD ON BALLY> 
SPELLIN". > © 


ALL you that would réfine your blood, 
As pure as fam’d Llewellyn, : 
By waters clear, come €very year, , 


‘To drink at Ballyfpellin. ©. ¢ 


Though pox or itch your fkins enrich 
With rubies paft the telling, 

Twill clear your fkin before you’ve been 
A month at Bally{pellin. 


If lady’s cheek be green as leek 
When fhe comes from her dwelling, 
The kindling rofe within it glows 
When the’s at Ballyfpellin. 
‘The footy brown, who comes from town, 
Grows here as fait as Helen ; aos 
Then back the goes to kill the beaux. 
By dint of Ballyfpellin. 
Our ladies are as frefh and fair 
As Rofe, or Bright Durikelling ; 
And Mars might make a fair miftake, 
Were he at Ballyfpellin. 2 


We men fubmit as they think fit, 
And here is no rebel 2 


* Colonel Ker, a mere Scotchman, Liedenant-olenet 
to Lord Harrington's regiment of dragoons, who mage @ 
newseboy evidence againft the printer. Inisa Ep. 

+ 4 famous fpa in the county of Kilkenny, woherbthe 
aussie aus 2a tar 





| Lady. ° 


Ifo 


The reafon's plain ; the ladies reign, 
‘They’re queens at Bally{pellin. 


By matchlefs charms, unconquer’d arms, 
‘They have the way of quellin 

Such defperate foes as dare oppofe 
‘Their power at Bally{pellin: 


old water turns to fire, and burns, 
L know, becaufe 1 Feil in 

A ttream which came from one bright dame 
‘Who drank at Bally{peitin. 


Fine beaux advance, eqnipt for dance, 
To bring their ‘Aunt Nell in 

With fo much grace, I’m fure no place 
Can vie with Ballyfpellin. 


No politics, ho fubtle tricks, 
No man his cguntry felling : 

‘We eat, we deinks we never think 
Of thee at Ballyfpellin. 


‘The troubled mind, the puff’d with wind, 
Do all come here pell-met! in; 

And they are fure to work their cure 
By drinking Ballyfpellin. 


‘Though dropfy fills yon to the gills, 

From chin to toe though fwelling ; 
Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt 
* Acure at Ballyfpellin. 


Death throws no darts through all thefe parts, 
No fextons here are knelling : 
Come, judge and try, you'll never die, 
* But tee at Bally{pellin; 


Except you feel darts tipt with. {teel, 
WI ich here are every belle in: 

When from their eyes {weet ruin flies, 
We die at Buallyfpellin, 


Good cheer, {weet air, much joy, no care, 
Your fight, your tafte, your {melling, 
Your ears, your touch, tranfported much 

Each day at Ballyfpellin. 


‘Within this ground we all fleep found, 
No noify dogs a-yclling ; 

Except you wake, for Calia’s fake, 
All night at Ballyfpellin. 

- There all you fee, both he and fhe, 

No lady keeps her cell in 5 

But all partake the mirth we make, 
Who drink at Ballyfpellin, 


My rhymes are gone; I think I’ve none, 
Unlefs I fhould bring hell in; 

But, fince I'm here, to heaven fo near, 
Fcan’t at Ballyfpellin ! 


ANSWER. 
BY DR, swirt *. 


Danz you difpute, you faucy brute, 
. And think there’s no refelling 





* This anfewer was refented by Dr. Sheridan, as an 
Ofront on bimfelf and the lady be attended to the fua. 
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Your feurvy lays, and fentelefs praife 
You give to Ballyfpellin? 

Howe’er you bounce, I here pronounce; 
Your medicine is repelling ; 

Your water's mud, and four’s the blood, 
When drunk at Ballyfpellin. 


Thofe pocky drabs, to cure their {cabs, 
You thither are conspelling, 

Will back be fent, worie than they went, 
From nafty Ballyfpellin. 

Llewellyn why? As well may I 
Name honett door Pellin ; 

So hard fometimes you tug for rhymes, 
To bring in Ballyfpetiin. 

No fubject fit to try your wit, 
‘When you went coloneliing, 

But dull intrigues ’twixt jades and teagues 
‘Yhat met at Ballyfpeliin, 


Our laffes fair, fay what you dare, 
Who fowing make with fhelling, 

At Market-hill more beaux can kill, 
"Phan yours at Ballyfpellin. 


Would } was whipt, when Sheelah ftr!pt 
To wafh herfelf our well in; 

A bum fo white ne’cr came in fight, 
At paltry Ballyipellin. 


Your mawkins there fmocks hempen wear, 
Of Holland not an ell in; 

No, not a rag, whate’er you brag, 
Is found at Ballyfpeliin, 


But Tom will prate at any rate, 
All other nymphs expelling ; 

Becaufe he gets a few grifettes 
At lowly Ballyfpellin. 


There’s bonny Jane, in yonder Jane, 
ult o’er againft The Bell-inn : 
Where can you meet a lafs fo fweet, 
Round all your Ballyfpellin ? 


We have a girl deferves an earl ; 
She came from Ennifkillin : 

So fair, fo young, no fuch among 
The belles at Ballyfpeliin. 


How would you ftare to fee her there, 
The foggy mift difpeiling. 

That clouds the brows of every blowfe 
Who lives at Ballyfpellin ! 





Now as [dive would not give 
A ftiver for a Bx 








f ireft mifs 
‘That leaks at Ballyfpeiim. a 

‘Whoe’er wiil raife fuch lies as thefe 
Deferves a good cudgelling ; 

Who falfely boatts of belles and toafts, 
At dirty Ballyfpellin. 


My rhymes are gone, to all but one, 
Which is, our trees are felling : 
As proper quite as thofe you write, 

‘Lo force in Eallyfpellin. 


POEM & 


Your portion, taking Britain round, 

‘Was juft one annual hundred pound; 

Now not fo much as in remainder, 

Since Cibber brought in an attainder 5 

For ever fix’d by right divine 

(A monarch’s right) on Grab-ftreet line. 
Poor fiarveling bard, how fmall thy gains! 

How unproportion’d to thy pains! 

‘And here a fimile comes pat in : 

Though chickens take @ month to fatten, 

‘The guefts in lefs than half an hour 

A¥ill more than half a fcore devour, 

So, after toiling twenty days 

‘Yo earna frock of pence and praife, 

‘Thy labours, grown the critics prey, 

Are fwallow’d o’er a dith of tea; 

‘Gone to be never heard of more, 

Gone where the chickens went before. 
How shall a new attempter Jearg 

OF different fpirits to difcern, 

And how diftinguifh which is which, 

‘The poet’s vein, or feribbling itch ? 

‘Then hear an old experienc’d finner, 

Inftructing thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf; and if you find 

A powerful impulfe urge your mind, 

Impartial judge within your breaft 

What fubje@ you can manage beft ; 

Whether your genius moft inclines 

To fatire, praife, or humorous lines, 

‘To elegies in mournful tone, 

Or prolggues fent from hand unknown. 

‘Chen, tiling with Aurora's light, 

"The mufe invok'd, tit down to write; 

Blot out, cocrect, infect, refine, 

Enlarge, diminifh, interline ; 

Be mindini, when invention fails, 

To fcratch your head, and bite your nails, 
Your poem finifn’d, next your care 

Js needful to tranferibe it fair. 

in modern wit all printed trath is 

Set off with numerous breaks and du/es. 
.Yo ftatefmen would you give a wipe, 

‘You print it in Itatic type. 

When letters are in vulgar fhapes, 

“Lis ten to one the wit efcapes : 

But, when in capitals expref, 

“The dulleft reader fmokes the jet; 

Or elfe perhaps he may invent 

A hetter than the poet meant ; 

As learned commentators view 

4 Liomer, more than Homer knew, 
Your poem i its modith drets, 

Correly ficted for the prefs, 

Convey by penny-poft to Liatot, 

But let no friend alive look into ’t. 

Tf Lintot thinkg -ewi4—«ai+<he coit, 

You nged notfear your labour loft : 

And how agreeably furpris'd 

Are you to fee it advertis’d! 

‘The haivker fhows you one in print, 

As freth as farthings from the mint + 

‘The product of your toil and fweating ; 

A baftard of your own begetting. 
Be fure at Wiil’s, the following day, 

~ Lr fnug, avd hear what critics fay 5 
And, if you find the general vogue 
Pronounces you a ftupid rogue, 


Damns all your thoughts as low and little, 

Sit ftill, and fwallow down your fpittle. 

Be filent as a politician, 

For talking may beget {ulpicton $ 

Or praife the judgment of the town, 

‘And help yourfelf to run it down. 

Give up your fond Paternal pride, 

Nor argue on the weaker fide : 

For poems read without a name 

We juftly praife, or juftly blame; 

And critics have no partial views, 

Except they know whom they abufe : 

And, fince you ne’er provi their fpite, 

Depend upon’t their judgment’s right. 
But if you blab, you are undone: 
Confider what:a rifk you run: 

You lofe your credit all at once 5 

The town will mark you for a duce; 

The vileft doggrel, Grub-ftreet fends, 
Will pafs for yours with foes and friends; 
And you mutt bear the whole. difgrace, 

‘Till fome frefh blockhead takes your place,’ 

Your fecret kept, your poem fink, 

And fent in quires to line a trunk, 

If {till you be difpos’d to rhyme, 

Go try your hand a fecond time. 

Again you fail: yet Safe ’s the word ; 

Take courage, andattempt@ third, 
Bot firft with care employ your thoughts . 
Where critics mark’d your former faults 

‘The trivial turns, the borrow’d wit, 

The fi that nothing fit ; 

T which every fool repeats, 

3 and coffec-hdufe conceits ; 

Defcriptions tedious, flat, and dry, 

And introduc’d the Lord knows why : 
Or where we find your fury fet $ 
Againft the barmlefs alphabet ; 

And A’sand B’s your malice vent, 
While readers wonder whom you meant $ 
A public or a private robber, 

+s fatefnan, or a Southfea jobber 5 

A prelate who no God believes ; 

A parliament, or den of thieves; 

A pick-purfe at the ber or bench; 

A duchefs, or a fuburb wench : 

Or oft’, when epithets you link 

In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 

Like ftepping-ftones to fave a itride, 

In ftreets where kennels are too wide 5 

Or like a heel-pivce, to fupport 

A cripple with one foot too fhort ; 

Or like a bridge, that joins a marifh 

To moorland of a different parifh. 

So have 1 {cen ill-coupled hounds 

Drag different ways in miry grounds. 

So geographers in Afric maps 

With favage pidtures fill their gaps, 

And o'er unhabitable downs Ps 

Place elephants for want of towns. 

But, though you mifs your third eflay, 
You need net throw your pen away. 
Lay now aide all thoughts of fame; 

‘Yo {pring more profitable game. 
From party-merit feek fupport ; 
‘The vileft verfe thrives beft at court. 
phict in Sir Bob’s defence 


er failte bring in pencey 
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Nor be concern’d about the fale, 

He pays his workmen on the nail. 

A prince, the moment he is crown’d, 
Inherits every virtue round, 

As emblems of the fovereign power, 

Like other baubles in the Tower ; 

Is generous, valiant, jut, and wife, 

And fo continues till he dies : 

His humble /enate this profeffes, 

In all their fpeeches, votes, addreffer. 

But once you fix him in a tomb, 

His virtues fade, his vices bloom ; 

And each perfection, wrong imputed, 

¥s fully at his death confuted. 

‘The loads of ‘poems in his praife, 

Afcending, make one funeral blaze : 

‘As foon as you can hear his knell, 

‘This pod on earth turns devil in hell: 

And lo! his minifters of ftate, 
“Transform’d to imps, his levec wait ; 
‘Where, in the fcenes of endlefs woe, 
‘They ply their former arts below ; 

And, as they fail in Chaxon’s boat, 

Cantrive to bribe the patge’s-vote 5 

‘To Cerberus they give a fop, 

His triple barking mouth to ftop ; 

Or in the ivory gate of dreams 
Project excife aud South-fea fchemes ; 
Or hire their party pacphicteers 

‘Yo fet Elyfium by the ears. 

Then, soet, if you mean to thrive, 
Employ your mufe on kings alive ; 
‘With prudence gathering up a cluiter 
Of all the virtues you.cammutter, 
‘Which, form’d into a garland fweet, 
Lay humbly at your monarch’s feet ; 
Who, as the odours reach his throne, 
‘Will fmiie, and think them all his own; 
For Jaw and gofpel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine : 

(1 mean the oracles of both, 

‘Who fhall depofe it upon oath.) 

Your garland in the following reign, 

Change but the names, will do again. 

But, if you think this trade too bafe, 
(Which feldom is the dunce’s cafe) 

Pat on the critic’s brow, and fit 

At Will's the puny judge of wit. 

“Anod, a fhtug, a fcornful {mile, 

‘With caution us’d, may ferve a while. 

Proceed no further in your part, 

Before you learn the terms of art; 

For you can never be too far gone 

Yn all our modern critics’ jargon : 

‘Then talk with more authentic face 
+ OF unitics, in time and place ; 

Get fcraps of Horace from your frienda, 

And have them at your fingers’ ends ; 

Learn Ariftotle’s rules by rote, 

Arid at all hazards boldly quote ; 

Jodicious Rymer oft’ review, 

Wife Dennis, and profound Boffu ; 

Read all the preface: of Dryden, 

For thefe our critics much confide ia 

(‘Though merely writ at firtt for filling, 

"Yo raife the volume’s price a thilling.) 

‘A forward critic often dupes us 
With tham quotations peri bupfons : 


And if we have not read Longisus, 
Will magifterially outihine us. 

‘Then, left with Greek he over-run yep 
Procure the book for love or money, 
‘Tranflated from Boileau’s tranflation, 
And quote quotation on quotation. 

At Will’s you hear a poem read, 
Where Battus from the table-head, 
Reclining on his elbow-chair, 

Gives judgment with decifive air 5 

To whom the tribe of circling wits 

As to an oracle fubmits. 

He gives directions to the town, 

To cry it up, or run it down; 

Like courtier., when they fend a note, 
Inftructing members how to vote, 

He fets the ftamp of bad and good, 
‘Though not a word be underftood. 
Your leffon learn’d, you'll be fecure 

To get the name of connoiffeur : 

And, when your merits once are known, 
Procure difciples of your own. 

For poets (you can never want ’em) 
Spread through Augufta Trinobantum, 
Computing by their pecks of coals, 
Amount to juft nine thoufand fouls: 
Thefe o’er their proper diftri@s govern, 
Of wit and humour judges fovereign. 
In every ftreet 2 city-bard 

Rules, like an alderman, his ward ; 

His undifputed rights extend 

Through all the » from end to end ; 
‘The neighbours round admire his Jbrewdnefs 
For fongs of loyalty and lewdneft ; 
Outdone by none in rhyming weil, 
Although he never Icarn’d to fpell. 

‘Two bordering wits contend for glory; 

And one is Whig, and one is Tory: 

And this for epics claims the bays, 

And that for elegiac lays: 

Some fam'd for numbers foft and fmooth, 
By lovers fpoke in Punch’s booth; 

And fome as juftly fame extols 

For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. 
Bavius in Wapping gains renown, 

And Ma-vius reigns-o’er Kentifh-town : 
‘Tigchiius, plac’d in Phorbus’ car, 

From Ludgate shines to ‘f'emple-bar : 
Harmonious Cibber entertains 

‘The court with annual birth-day ftrains; 
Whence Gay was basifh’d in difgrace ; 
Where Pope will never fhow his face ; 
Where Young muft torture his inyention 
‘To flatter Lnaves, or lofe his penfon. 

But thefeare not a thoufandth part 
Of jobbers in the peet’s art, 
Attending each his psan ati 
And all in due fubordination, = 
Through every alley to be found, 

In garrets high, or under ground ; 

And when they join their pericranies, 
Ont ikips a book of mifecllanies. 

Hobbes clearly proves that every creature 
Lives in a ftate of war by nature. 

‘The greater for the fmalleft watch, 

But meddle feldom with their match, 

A whale of moderate fize will draw 

A fhoal of herrings down his maw ; 
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A fox with geefe his belly crams ; 
A wolf deftroys a thoufand jambs : 
“Sut fearch among the rhyming race, 
‘The brave are worry'd by the bafe. 
If on Parnaffus’ top you fit, 
You rarely bite, are always bit. 
Each poet of inferior fize 
On you fhall rail and criticife, 
And ftrive to tear you limb from limb ; 
While others do as much for him. 
‘The vermin only teafe and pinch 
‘Their foes fuperior by an inch. 
So, naturalifts obferve, a flea 
‘Hath fmaller fleas that on him prey ; 
And thefe have finaller ftill to bite ‘em, 
‘And fo procced ad infinitum. 
‘Thus every poet in his kind 
Js bit by him that comes bchind : 
Who, though too little to be feen, 
Can teafe, and gall, and give the fpleen ; 
Call dunces fools and fons of whores, 
Lay Grub-ftreet at cach other's doors; 
Extol the Greck and Roman mafters, 
And curfe our modern‘poetafters 3 
Complain, as mapy an ancient bard did, 
How genius is no more rewarded ; 
How wrong a tafte prevails among us ; 
How much our anceftors, cytfung us; 
Can perfonate an awkward {corn 
For thofe who are not poets born ; 
And all their brother-dunces lath, 
Who crowd the prefs with hourly trahh. 
O Grub-flreet ! how do I bemoan thee, 
Whole eclelt colcren {corn to own thee | 
‘Their filiat piety forgot, 
Deny their foutry, ike a 8cots 
Though, by their idiom and grimace, 
‘They foon betray their native place : 
Yet thou halt greater caufe to be 
Atham’d of them, than they of thee, 
Degenerate from their ancient brood, 
Since firft the court allow'd them food, 
Remains a difficulty fill, 
‘Yo purchafe fame by writing ill, 
trom Flecknoe down to Howard’s time, 
How few have reach’d the low fubline ! 
For when our high-born Howard dy'd, 
Blackmore alone his place fupply’d : 
And, left a chafm fhould intervene, 
When death had finifh’d Blackmore’s xeign, 
‘The leaden crown devolv’d to thee, 
Great poet of the the bolfow tree. 
Bat ah! how unfecure thy throne! 
A thoufand bards thy ri ie difown ; 
‘They plot to tarn, in fadtious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common weal ; 
And wit ious gums pretend 
An equal REE TO aefcend. 
In tanh Se bot nore degrees 
From céepbants to mites in cheef:, 
‘Than what a curious eye may trace 
in creatures of the rhyming race. 
From bad to worfe, and worfe, they fal; 
But who can reach the worft of all? 
For though, in nature, depth, and height 
otte« cqually held infinite ; : 
In poetry, the height we know; 
’Sis culy infinite below, : 








For inftance, when you rathly think, 
No rhymer can like Welfled fink, 
His merits balanc’d, you hall find 
‘The laureat leaves him far behind. 
Concannen, more afpiring bard, 
Soars downwards deeper by ~ yard, 


} Smart Jemmy Moor with vigour drops: 


‘The reft purfue as thick as hops. 

With heads to points the fue they enter, 
Link’d perpendicular to centre; 
And, as their heels elated rife, * 
Their heads attempt the nether fkies. 

Oh, what indignity and ne 
To proftitute the mufe’s name! 

By flattering kings, whom Heaven defign’d 
The plagues and tcourges of mankind ; 
Bred up in ignorance and floth, 

And every vicethat nurfes both. - 

Fair Britain, in thy monarch bleft, 
Whole virtues bear the ftridteft teft ; 
‘Whom never faction could befpatter, | 
Nor minifter nor poet flatter ; 

What juflice in rewarding merit! 

What magnanimity of fpirit ! 

What lineaments divine we trace 

‘Through all his figure, mien, and facet 
‘Though peace with olive bind his hands, 
Confefe’d the conquering hero ftands, 
Hydafpes, Indus, and the Ganges, 

Dread from his hand impending ‘change 
From him the Tartar and Chinefe, 

Short by the knees, entreat for peace. 
‘The confort of his throne and bed, 

A perfect goddefs born and bred, 
Appointed fovereign judge to fit 
On-learning, cloquence, and wit. 

Our eldeft fase, divine liilus, 

(Late, very late, oh may he rule us!) 
What early has he fhown, 
Before his downy beard was grown ! 
‘Then think, what wonders will be done, 
By going on as ke hegun, - 

An heir for Britain to fecure 

As long as fun and moon endure. 

The remnant of the royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a flood: 
Bright goddeffes, in number five ; 
Duke William, fweeteft prince alive. 
Now fing the minifier of flate, 

Who thines alone without a mate. 
Obferve with what majeftic port 
This Atlas flands to prop the court 
Intent the public debts to pay, 

Like prudent Fabius, by delay. 

Theu great vicegerent of the king, 
‘Thy praifes every mufe thall fing} 

In all affairs thou fole dire@or, 

Of wit and learning chief protector; 
‘Though finall the tune thou haft to fpare, 
‘The church is thy peculiar care. 

Of pious prelates what a ftock 

You choofe, to rule the fable flock ! 
You raife the honour of your peerage, 
Proud to attend you at the fteerage. 
You dignify the noble race, 

Content yourfelf with humbler place, 
Now, learning, valour, virtue, fenfey 


To titles give the fole Pretence. 
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St. George beheld thee with delight 
Vouchfafe to be an azire knight, 
‘When on thy breafls and fides Herculean 
Hic fix’d the far and fring cerulean. 
Say, poet, in what other nation 
Shone ever {uch a conftellatioa ! 
Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And cune your harps, and ftrow your bays: 
Your panegyrics here provide ; 
You cannot err on flatrery’s fide. 
Above the ftars exalt your flyle, 
You ftill are low ten thoufand mile. 
On Lewis all his bards Bettow’d 
‘OF incenfe many a thoufand load 5 
But Europe mortify'd his pride, 
And fwore the fawning rafcals ly’d. 
Yet what the world refused to Lewis, 
Apply’d to George, exadtly true is. 
Exa@ly true! ‘nvidious poet! 
"Tis fifty thoufand times below it. 
‘Tranflate m2 ow fome lines, if you can, 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 
‘They could ail power in heaven divide, 
, And do no wrong on either fide; 
They teach you how to fplit a hair, 
Give George and Jove an equal share, 
Yet Why fhould we be lac’d {0 ftrait? 
Vil give my monarch butter weight. 
Aud reafon good ; for many a ycar 
eve never intermeddled here : 
for, though his priefts be duly paid,’ 
Did ever-we defire his aid: 
‘We now can better do without him, 
Bince Woolfton gave us arms torout him, 


Cateradefiderantur, 








HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE XIX, IMI- 
TATED. 


TO HUMFARY FRENCH, £3Q™. 1733, 


Patxon of the tuneful throng, 
Oh! too nice, and too fevere! 

Think not that my country fong 
Shall difpteafe thy honeft ear. 


Chofen trains I proudly bring ; 
Which the muie’s facred choir, 

‘When they gods and heroes fing, 
DiGate to th’ harmonious lyre, 


Ancient Homer, princely bard ! 
Juft precedence ftill maintains ; 

With facred raptures fill are heard 
‘Theban Pindar's lofty Rrains. 


Still the‘old triumphant fong, 
Which, when hated tyrants fell, 
Great Alexus boldly fung, 
Warns, inftructs, and pleafes well. 


Nor has time’s all-darkening fhade 
In obfcure oblivion pref 

What Anacreon laugh’d and play'd; 

” Gay Anacreon, drunken prieft ! 





£ Lerd Mayor of Dublin, 


Gentle Sappho, Tove-fick mufe, 
Warms the heart with amorons fire; 

Still her tendereft notes infufe 
Melting rapture, foft defire. 


Beauteous Helen, young and gay, 
By 2 painted fopling won, 

Went not firft, fair nymph, aftray, 
Fondly pleas’d to be undone. 


Nor young Teucer’s flaughtering bow, 
Nor bold Heétor’s dreadful ford.” 
Alone the terrors of the foe, 
Sow’d the field with hoftile blood, 


Many valiant chiefs of old 

Greatly liv’d and died, before 
Agamemnon, Grecian bold, 

Wag’d the ten years famous war. 


Bat their names, unfung, unwept, 
Unrecordd, loft and gone, 

Long in cndlefs night have flept, 
Aad thal! now no more be known, 


Virtue, which the poet’s care 

Has not well confign’d to fame, 
Lies, as in the fepulchre 

Some old king without a name. 


But, O Humphry, great and free, 
While my tuneful fongs are read, 

Old forgetful time on thee + 
Dark oblivion ne'er fhall {pread. 


When the deep-cut notes fhall fade 

On the mouldring Parian ftone, 
On the brafs no more be read 

‘The perifhing infcription ; 
Forgotten all the enemies, 

Envious G. n’s curfed Ipite, 
And P. I's derogating lies, 

Loft and funk in-Stygian night ; 
Still thy labour and thy care, 

What for Dublin thou hait done, 
In full luftre fhall appear, 

And outfhine th’ unclouded fan, 


Large thy mind, and not untried, 
For Hibernia now doth itand; 
Through the calm, or raging tide, 
Safe conducts the fhip to land, 


Falfely we call the rich man great; 
He is only fo that knows 

His plentiful or {mail eftate 
Wilely to enjoy and ufe. 








He, in wealth or poverty, 
Fortune's power alike defies ; 
And falfebood and difhaneiy 
More than death abhors and flies: ~ 


Flies from death !—No, mects it brave, 
When the fuffering fo fevere 

May from dreadful bondage fave" 
Clients, friends, or country dear. 

This the fovereign man, complete ; 
Hero; patriot; glorious; free ; 

Rich and wife; and good and great; 
Generous Humphry, thou art he, 


POEM 8&8 


_ HORACE, PART OF BOOK I, SAT. VI. 


PARAPHRASED. 


Tr noify Tom * fhould in the fenate prate, 
” «That he would anfwer both for church and ftate; 
** And, further to demonttrate his affeGtion, 
“ Would take the kingdom into his protection ;” 
All mortals muff be carious to inquire, 
Who could this coxcomb be, and whe his fire ? 
«What! thon, the fpawn of himt who fham’d our 
‘That traitor, aflaflin, informer vile ! {ifle, 
“ Though by the female fide ¢ you proudly bring, 
© ‘To mend your breed, the murderer of a king ; 
“ What was thy grandfire § but 9 mountaincer, 
Who held a cabin for ten groats a year ; 
Whole malice Moore {{ preferv’d him from the 
halter, 
For ftealing cows; nor could he read the Pfalter! 
“ Durft thou, ungrateful, from the fenate chafe 
« ‘Thy founder’s grandfon ** and ufutp his place ? 
« Jnft heaven! to fee the dunghill baftard brood 
« Survive in thee, and make the proverb good t+! 
« Then vote a worthy citizen {{ to jail, 
« Jn fpite of juftice, and refufe his bail (”" 


7 
« 


« 


ON A PRINTER’s BEING SENT TO NEW- 
GATE, 


Betrer we all were in our graves 
"Than live in flavery to flaves, 
‘Worfe than the anarchy at fea, 
Where fithes on each other prey; 
‘Where every trout can make as high ranty 
O’er his inferiors as our tyrants, 

And f wagger while the coaft is clear: 
But, thould a lordly pike appear, 
Away you fee the varlet feud, 

Or hide his coward {nout in mud. 
‘Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach, 

He dare not venture to approach ; 
Yet itil! has impudence to rife, 

And, like Domitian, leap at flies. 


* Sir Thomas Prendergraft. Urisu En. 

+ The futher of Sir Thomas P. » who engaged 
in a plot to murder king William III.; but, to uvoid 
being hanged, tnrned informer. againft bis affociates, for 
which he was rewarded with a good sflate, and made a 
baronet. Ibid. 

{ Cadogan’s family, Tid. 

§ A poor thieving cottager, under Mr. Moore, con- 
sod at Clonmel] affixes to be banged for flealing cows. 

id. 


| The prandfapher of Cuy Moore, fy. who procured 
him asection. Wid, 

** "Guy Moore was fairly elebted member of Parlia- 
ment for Clonmell ; but Sir Thomas, depending upon bis 
intercf with a sertain party then prevailing, and fince 
hnotun by the title of Parfon-bunters, petitioned the houfe 
again him ; ovt of which be was-turned, upon preteme 
af bribery, which the paying.of bis hawful debts was 

wdben votediobs. Ibid. 

tt Save a thief from the gallows, and be will eut 
your threat.’ bid. 

H Mr. George Faulkner, 

Fou. IX, 





sé * 

















‘THE DAY OF JUDGMENT *, 
Wiru a whirl of thought opprefs’d, 


1 funk from reverie to reft. 

An horrid vifion feiz’d. my head, 

I faw the graves give up their dead! 

Jove, arm’d with terrors, burft the tki 

‘And thunder roars, and lightning flies! 

Areaz’d, coenfus'd, its fate unknown,- 

The world ftands trembling at his throne! 

While each pale finner hung his head, 

Jove, nodding, fhook the heavens, and faid: 

* Offending race of human kind, 

By nature, reafon, éearning, blind ; 

You who, through frailty, ftepp’d afide ; 

And you who never fell, through pride 5 
mut’d, 


< 
«“ 
You who in different fects were 

And come to fee each other damo’d 

(So fome folk told you, but they knew 
No mere of Jove’s defigns than you); 
—The world’s mad buiinefs now is o’¢r, 
And I refent thefe pranks no more. 

—I to fuch blockheads fet my wit! 

I damn fuch fools !—Go, go, you’re bit.” 


VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN ON 
‘ BIRTH-DAY, 


WITH PINE’S HORACE, FINELY BOUND, BY. DRe. 
J. SICAN f. 


HIS 


[Horace fpeating.} 
You've read, Sir, in poetic ftrain, 
How Varus agd the Mantuan fwain 
Have on my birth-day. been invited 
(But | was fore’d in verfe to write it} 
Upon, a plain repalt to dine, 

And tafte my old Campanian wine; 
Rut I, who all pundtilios hate, 
shores long familiar with the great, 
Nor giory.in my reputation, 

Am come without an invitation ; 
And, though I’m us’d to right Falernian, 
Vil deign tur once to tafte lernian ; 
But fearing that you might difpute 
Cie 1 put on my common fuit)} 
My breeding and my politeffe, 

T vifig ina teiketay dele fF 

My coat of pureft ‘Turkey’ xed, 

With gold embroidery richly {pread ; 
To which I’ve fure as good pretenfions 

As Irifh lords who ftarve on penfions. 

What though proud minifters of ftate 

Di at your anti-chamber wait ; 

What though your Oxfords and your. 6t. cy 
Have at your levee paid attendance 3 ie 
And Peterborough and great Ormond, 

With many chiels who now are dormant, 
Have laid afide the general’s ftaff 

And public cares, with you to laugh ; 








* That this poem is the genuine produltion of the Dean, 
Lord Chefterficld bears ample teftimony in bis letter te Df. 
Voltaire, Aug. 27.3752. 

+ This ingenious young gentleman was unfortunately 
murdered in Healy, 

h 


a 


Yet I fome friends as good can name, 


-Nor le(s the darling fons of Fame ; 


For fure my Pollio and Maecenas 
‘Were as good Ptatefmen, Mh Dean, as 
Either your Bolingbroke or Harley, 
‘Though they made Lewis beg apasley; 
And as for Mordaunt, your bov’d hero, 
Tl match him with my Drufus Nero. 
You'll boat, perhaps, your favourite Pope ; 
But Virgil iv as good, L hope. 
J own indeed Fean’t-get any 
‘To equal Helfham and Delany ; 
Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 
A Grecian ifle Hippocrates: 
Since ‘Tully liv’d before my time, 
And salen blefs’d another clime. 

You'll plead perhaps, at my requeft, 
Tobe ddintedas a eens ae 
“ Your hearing’s bad !’=—But why fuch fears? 
1 fpeak to cyes, and not to ears; 
And for that reafon wifely took 
"Lhe form you fee me in, a book. 
A by flow-devouring moths, 
By rage of barbarous Hyas and Goths; 
By Bentley's notes, my deadlictt foes, 
By Creech’s rhymes and Dunfter’s profe; 
I found my boafted wit and fire 
In their rude hands almoft expire : 
Yet flill they bus in vain aflail’d ; 
or, had their violence prevail’d, ° 
‘And ina blait deftroy’d my fame, 
‘They would have partly mifs'd their aim ; 
Since all my fpirit in thy page 
Defies the Vandals of this age. 
"Tis yours to fave thefe fmall remains 
Prom future pedants’ muddy brains, 
And fix my long-uncertain fute, 
You beft know howm-which way ?-—-TRANSLATE. 








ON PSYCHE*. 


AT two afternoon for our Pfyche inquire, 

Her tca-kettle’s on, and her {mock at the fire : 

So loitering, fo a@ive ; fo bufy, fo idle ; 

Which hath fhe moft need of, a {pur or a bridle ? 

‘Thus a greyhound outeruns the whole pie arace, 

‘Yet wouldrather be hang’d than he'd leave a warm 

lace. 

She gives you fuch plenty, it puts you in pain ; 

But ever with prudence takes care of the main. 

To pleas you, the knows how to choofe a nice bit; 

For her tafte is almoft as refin’d as her wit. 

‘To oblige a good friend, the will trace every 
marco. cark it. 

It would do your heart good; to fee how fhe will 

Yet beware of her arts; for it plainly appears, 

She faves half her viduals by feeding your ears. 








‘THE DEAN AND DUKE. 1734. 


James Brynors and the Dean hid long becn 
friends; ° 

Jamies is beduk'd s of courfe their feiendthip ends : 

Eut {ure the Dean deferves a tharp rebtke, 

From knowing James, to boafl-he knows the Duke, 





* Mrs. Sican, a very ingenious wellebred lade, me- 
ther ts the acthor of te Preceding prem, 


THE WORKS OF SWIFT. . 


Yet, fince juft heaven the Duke’s ambition mocks, 
Since all he got by fraud is loft by flocks, - 
His wings are clipp’d: he tries no more in vain 
With bands of fiddlers to extend his train. 

Since he no more can build, and plant and revel, 


. The Duke and Dean feem near upon a level. 


Ob! wert thou nota Duke, my good duke Hume 
. q (bum free, 
From bailiif's claws thou fearce couldft keep thy 
A Duke to know a Dean! go, fmooth thy crown : 
‘Vby brother {far thy betters) wore a gown. 
Well, but 2 Duke thou art; fo pleas’d the king » 
Oh! would his Majefty but add a fring ! 


ON DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF DERRY *, 


Make Rundle bifhop! fie for flame! 

«Au Arian to ufurp the name ! 

/\ bithop in the ifle of Saints! 

How will his brethren make complaints ! 

Dare any of the mitred hoft 

Confer on him the Holy Ghoft ; 

Jn mother church to breed a variance, 

By coupling Orthodox with Arians ? 
Yet, were he Heathen, Turk, or Jew, 

What is there in it ftrange or new ? 

For, let us hear the weak pretence 

His brethren find to take offence ; 

Of whom there are but four at moft, 

Who know there is an Holy Ghoft : 

‘The reft, who boatt they have conferr’d it, 

Like Paul’s Ephefians, never heard its 

And, when they gave it, well ’tis known, & 

They gave what never was their own. 
Rundle a bifhop! well he may ; 

He’s ftill a Chriftian more than they. 
We know the fubject of their quarrels ; 

‘The man has learning, fenfe, and morals. 
"There is a reafon {till more weighty; 

"Tis graated he believes a Deity ; 

Has every circumitance to pleafe us, 

‘Though fools may ‘doubt his faith in Jefus. 

But why fhould he with that be loaded, 

Now twenty years from court exploded # 

And is not this objection odd : 

From rogues who ne'er believ'd a God ? 

For liberty a champion ftout, 

‘Though not fo gofpel-ward devout ; 

While others, hither fent to fave us, 

Came but to plunder aad enflave us; 

Nor ever own'd a power divine, 

But Mammon and the German line. 
Say, how did Rundle undermine*em ? 

Who thow’d a better jus divinum? . 

From ancient canons would not vary, 

But thric® refus'd epifcopari. 
Our bithop’s predeceffor, Magus- 

Would offer ali the funds of Tagus, 

Or fell his children, houfe, and Jands, 

For that one gift, to lay-on hands : 

But all his gold could not avail 

‘Yo have the fpirit fet to fale. 

Said furly Peter, « Magus, pr’ythee, 

« Be gone: thy money perith with thee.” 

Were Peter now alive, perha 

He might have found a feore of chaps, 





* Prom ted to that fecyin February 1734-3, m 


Jn rents three thoufand pounds a year. 


Could he but make his gift appear 


Some fancy thie promotion odd, 
As not the handy-work of God ; 
Though e’en the bithops dilappomted 
Mutt own it made by God's anointed, 
And, well we know, the cong? regal 
Is more fecurc as well as legal; 
Becaufe our lawyers all agree, 


» That bilkoptics are held in fee. 


Dear Baldwin chafte,and witty Crofle, 


* Plow forely I lament your lofs! 


That fuch.a pair of wealthy ninnies 
Shautd flip your time of dropping guineas; 
For, had you made the king your debtory 
Your title had been fo much better. 


EPICGRAM. 


Friend Rundle fell, with grievous bump, 

Upon his reverential rump. 

Poor rump! thow hadft been better fped, 
Hadft thou been join’d to Roulter’s head = 


Ahead, fo weighty and prpfound, ~_ 
Would needs have kept ee ne ground, 


A CHARACTER, PANEGYRIC, AND DE- 


SCRIPTION OF THE LUGION-CLUB. 
1736. 


As ftroll the city, oft I 

See a building large and lofty, 

Not a bow-fhot from the colleges 

Half the globe from fenfe and knowledge: 
By the prudent architect, 

Plac'd againft the church direct, 

Making good thy grand-dame’s jeft, 

« Near he church”-you know the reft. 

‘Tell us, what the pile contains? 

Many a head that holds no pene: 
‘Thefe demoniacs let me dul 

With the name of Legion-club. 
Such.affemblies, you might fwear, 
Meet when butchers bait 9 bear ; 
Such a noife, and fuch harranguing, 
‘When a brother thief is hanging : 
Such a rout and fuch a rabble 

Run to hear uddiemmm@abble ; 
Sucha crow ordure throws 
Ona far lefs villain’s nofe. 

Could I frém the bi r 
Hear the ragiling thunder drop, 
Wile the devil upon the roof 
(IE the devil be thunder-praof ) 
Should pulse pase? fiery red 
Cree The ftones, and melt the lead; 
Drive them down on every fkull, 
While the den of thieves is fuil; 
Quite deftroy the harpies’ neft ; 
How might then our ifle be bleft! 
For divines allow God 
Sometimes makes 









And the gofpel will inform us, 


ade can punith fins enormous. 
Yet fhonld Swift endow the fchools, 
For his lunatics and fools, 


r.oOB MB . 


With a rood or twool land, 
Tallow the pile may ftand. 

You perhaps will afk me, Why fo? 
But it is with his proviog 

Since the houfe is like tolaft, 

Let the royal grant be pafe’'d, 
That the club have right to dwell: - 
Each within his proper cell, c 
With a paffage left to creep im, y 
And a hole es for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in, 

Sell the nation for a pin; 

While they fit aspitking ftraws, 

Let them rave at making laws; 
While they never hold their tongue. 
Let them dabble in their dung: 

Let them form a grand tommittee, 
How to plague and ftarve the city. 3 - 
Let them ftare, and ftorm, ‘and frown, 
When they fee a clergy- gowns » |, 
Let them, ere they-ctack a loufe, -..- 
Call for th’ orders of the houfe 3. - 





| Let them, with their gofling quills, -.- 


Scribble fenfelefs heads of bills. 
We may, while they ftrain their throate, .. 
Wipe our a—s with their votes. 
Let Sir Tom *, that rampant afs, 
Stuff his guts with flax and grafs; 
But, before the pricft bé fleeces, 
‘Year the bible all to pieces: 
At the parfons, Tom, halloo, boy, 
Worthy offspring of a fhoe-boy, 
Footman, traitor, vile feducer, 
Perjur’d rebel, brib’d accufer, 
Lay thy palicp privitege afide, ~ 
Sprung fram a regicide ; 
Fall a-working hike's mele, oe . 
Raife the dirt about your hole, «..;- 

Come, affift me, mufe obedient} . 
Let us try fome new expedient 5 
Shift the TTeend for half an hour, 
‘Time and place are in thy power. 
Thither, gentle mufe, conduct me; 

1 fhall afk, and you inftruct me. 

See, the mufe unbars the gate! - 
Hark, the monkeys, how they prate! 

‘All ye gods whe rulo the foul ! 
Styx, through hell, whofe waters roll { 
Let me beallow’d to tell 
‘What I heard in yonder hell. 

Near the door an entrance gapes, 
Crowded round with antic thapes, 
Proverty, and grief, and care, 
felefs joy, and tric defpair 5 
ord periwigg’d with fhakes, F 











See the dreadfal ftrides fhe.takeest 
By this odious crew befet, 

1 began to rage and iret, 

And refolv’d to break their pates, 


ire we 


ter’d at the gates 5 
ia the nick 

a, © Lay.down your ftick.” 

is this the mad-baufe ? 

‘wer'd, are but fhadows, 

; hodilefs and vaia, 










‘ah 


Inthe perch Briarens fiands, 
Shows a bribe in all his wands; 


Berlireus the feeretary, faa 

Bee we mortals call hirt: Carty. 

When the rogues their country fleece, 

‘They may hope for-perice a-piece. “*" 
Clio, who had Been fo wife 


<To-put om a fools difgnife,  * 
To 


efpeak fome,approbation, 
And be thought @ near relation, 
‘When the faw three hundred brutes 
All inivolv'd in wild difputes, te 
‘Roaring till their lungs were fpent, 
Privilege of Parliament. 
Now 4 new misfortune feels, 
Dreading to be laid by th’ heels. 
Never durft the mufe before - 
Enter that infernal door 
Clio, ftified’with the fmell, 
Tato fpleen and vapours fell, 
By the Stygian fleains that few 
From the dire infectious crew.” 
Not the ftench of: Lake Averhus 


. Could have more offended:her hoft 5 


‘Had the fown but o'er the top, 


’ She had felt her pinions drop, . 


And by exhalations dire, 
‘Though a goddess, muft expire. 
Ina fright the crept away ; 
Bravely I refolv’d to fay: 


When I'faw the keeper frown, 
Tipping him with hall crowing, * 
Now, {aid 1, we are'ttone; 
Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that hell-featur’d brawler ? 
Isit Satan? No, ‘tis Waller. 

In what figure can a batd drefs 
fack the grandfon of Sir Hardrefs ? 
loneft keeper, drive him further, 
In his looks‘are hell and miurther ; 

Sec the fcowling vifage drop, 





; ee as when ho murder'd Tp. 


ceper, fhow me where vo fix |. - 
On the puppy pair of Dicks; 
By their lantert’ jaws arid leathern, 
You might fwear they beth are brethren: 
Dick Fitzbaker, Dick the player, at 
Old acquaihtance, are you there? 
Dear companions, hug and kifs, 
Toat Old Glorious in your pifs : 
ie ‘them, keeper, in a tether, 
Act them ftarve and ftink together; 
Both are apt to be unruly, ° 
death them daily, lafh them duly ; 
Though tis hopelefe to reclaim them, 
Scorpion rods perhaps ‘imay tame them. 
Keeper, yon old dotard {moke, 
Sweetly fhoring in his cloak ; 
Who is he? ’tis humdratn Wynne, 
Half encompafs’d by tis kin: 
‘There obferve the tribe of Bingham, 
For he never fails to bring *ems ‘ 
While he fleeps the whole debate, 
‘They {ubmiflive round hiny wait 5. 
Yet would gladly foe the hunks 
In his grave, and earch his trunks. 
See, they gently twitch his coat, 
Juft to yawn and give his vote, 







.| For the court, a: 


THE WORKS or swirT, © 


Always firm in his vocation, 

gaint the natien. 
Thofe are As Jack and Bob; 
Firft in every wicked job, 

Son and brother to a queer 
Brain-fick brate, they call a peer. 
We mutt give them ‘T quarter, 
For their anceftor trod mortar, 
And H—th, to boaft his fame, 


On a chimney cut his name. 


How they {wagger from their garrifon! 

Such a triplet could you tell 

, Where to find on this fide hell? 
Harrif.e, D—ks, and Clements, 
Keeper, fee they have their payments; 
Every mifchief’s in their hearts 3 
Uf they fail, ‘tis want of parts. 

Bicfs us, Morgan! art thou there, man! 
Blefs mine eyes! art thon the chairman! 
Chairman’ to your damn’d committee ! 

Yet I look on thee with pity." ‘ 
Dreadful fight! what! learned Morgaa. 
Metamorpkos'd to’a' Gorgon ? * 
For thy horrid looks, own, 

Half convert me to a tone.’ 
Haft thou been fo long at fchool, 
Now to turn a faGtious tool ? 

Alma Mater was thy spther, 

Every young divine’ thy brother, 

Thou, a difobedient varle! 

‘Treat thy mother like a harlot! 

‘Thow ungrateful to thy teachers, 
Who are all grown reverend preachers! 
Morgan, would it not furprife one! 

Turn thy nowrifhment to poifon! 

“When you walk among your books, 
They reproach you with their looks : 
Bind them faft, or from their fhelves 
‘They will come and right themfelves; 
Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, 

All im arms prepare to back us: 

Soon repent, or put to flaughter 
Every Greek and Roman author. 

Will you, in your fadtion’s phrafe, 

Send the clergy all to graze, 

And, to makg your proje@ pafs, 

Leave them not a blade of grafé? 

How I want thee, humorous Hogarth } 
Thou, I hear, a pleafingsogue art. 
Were but you and I acquainted, 

Every montter fhou!d be painted : 

You should try your graving-tools 5 
On this odious group of fools: “ 
Draw the beafts as I deferibe them 
From their features, while f gibe them; 
Draw them like; for I affure you—__ 
You will negd no cer’ catura; 

Draw them fo, that we may trace 
Alll the foul in’every face. 

Keeper, I muft not retire, 

You have done what { deffre: 

But I feel my fpirits fpent 
With the noife, the fiehe, the feeat. 
“ Pray be patient ; you fhall find , 
“ Half the beft are ftill hehind : 

“ Yon have hardly feen a feore ; 

“ Fan thow two hundred more.” 


There fit Clements, Dks, and Harrifon ; 


; POEMS: ig 


BKeeper, 1 have feen enough. 
Taking then.a pinch of fnuff, 
“Y concluded, looking round them, 
“ May their god, the devil, confound them!” 


AN APOLOGY, &c. 


A tapy, wife as well as fair, 
"Whofe confcience always was her care, 
| Thoughtful upon a point of moment, 
‘ould have the text as well as comment : 
$0 hearing of a grave divine, 
She fent to bid him conic and dine. 
But, you muft know, he was not quite 
So grave as to be unpolite ; 
‘Thought human learning would not leffen 
‘The dignity of his profeiiton ; 
And, Fyord heard the min difcourfe, 
Or Preach, you'd like him fearce the worfe: 
He long had bid the court farewell, 
Retreating filent to his cell ; 
Sufpeéted for the love he bore 
‘To one who {way'd fome time before; 
Which made it more furprifing how 
He fhould be fent for thither now. 
‘The meffage told, he gapes, and ftares, 
And fearce believes his eyes or ears: 
Could not conceive what it fhould mean, 
And fain would hear it told again, 
But then the’ ’{quire fo trim and nice, 
“Twere rade to make him tell it twice : 
- So bow’d, was thankful for the honour ; 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver bruth’d, his foes, and gown, 
Away he trudges into town 
Paffes the lower caftle-yard'; 
And now advancing td the guard, 
He trembles at the thoughts of ftate 
For, confcious of his theepifh gait, 
His fpirits of a fudden fad him; 
He ftopt, and could not tcli what ail’d him. 
What was the meffage I receiv’d ? 
‘Why certainly the captain rav'd! 
‘To dine with her! and come at three ! 
Jmpoffible ! it can’t be nie. 
Or may be I miftook the word ; 
My, Lady—it muft be my Lord: 
My Lords abroad ; my Lady too: 
‘What moft th’ unhappy ssoGtor do? 
* Is Captain Cracherode here, pray?" No,” 
“ Nay, then "tis time for me to go.” 
Am I awake? or do I dream? 
Tm fare he eall’d me by my name ; 
Nam'd me as plain as he could fpeak s 
and yet there muft be fome miftake, 
wi 'Y>_phetrajeft should I have been, 
Hed tow my Lady beer within! 
What could I 've faid? P’'m mighty glad 
She went abroad—fhe'd thought me zaad. 
‘The hour of dining now is pat 
‘Well then, Fit ¢’en go home and fat ; 
And, fince I “feap'd bein made a fcoff, 
T think I'm very fairly off, 
My Lady now returning home, 
‘alls. Cracherode, is the Doétor come ?” 
; FN had aot heard of him—« Pray fee, 
©*Tis now a quarter after three.” 


‘The captain walks about, arid fearches : 
‘Through all the rooms, and courts, and arches 3 
Examines all the fervants round, 
In vain—ng Dostor’s to be found. A 
'y Lady could not choofe but wonder: _ | 
Captain, I fear you’ve made fome blander: 
But pray, to-morrow go at ten, - 
Pll try his manners once again ; : 
If rudenefs be the effed of knowledge, 
My fon fhall never fee 2 college.” 
The. captain was a man of reading, 
And much good fenfe,.as well as breeding, 
Who, loath to blame, or to.incenie, 
Said little in his own defence. 
Next day another meffage brought : 
The Dottor, frighten‘d at his fault, : 
Ie drefs’d, and ftealing through the crowd, 
Now pale as death, then bluth’d and bow’d, 
Panting—and fanltering—humsn’d and ha’d, . 
“ Her Ladythip was gone abraad ; 
“ The captain too—he did not know 
“ Whether he ought to ftay or go ;” 
Begg’d the’d forgive him. - In conclufion,, 
My Lady, pitying his confufion, 
Call’d her good-nature to relieve him ; ail 
Told him, the thought the might believe him ; 
‘And would not only grant his fuit, ‘ 
But vifit him, and eat fome fruit ; 
Provided, at a proper time, . 
He told the real Suk in rhyme, 
“Twas to no purpofe to oppofe, 
She'd hear of ne exeule roe 
The Dogtor ftood not to debate, 
Glad to compound at any rate; 
So, bowing, feemingly camply’d; . 
‘Though, if he durft, he deny’d. 
But firf, refolv’d to thow his taite, 
Was too refin’d to give a feaft: _ 
He’d treat with nothing that was rare; 
But winding walks and purer air; 
Would entertain without expence, 
Or pride, or vain magnificence : 
For well he knew, to fuch.a gweit 
‘The plaineft meals muft be the beft. 
To ftomachs clogg’d with coftly fare 
Simplicity alone is rare ; 
Whilft high, and nice, and curious meats; 
Are really but vulgar treats. 
Inftead of § ifs of Perfian looms, 
The coftly 's of regal rooms, 
‘Thought it more cointy and difcreet 
Tar fcatter rofes at her feet ; 
Rofes of richeft dye, that fhone 
With native luitre, like her own: 
Beauty that needs no aid of art. 
Through every fenfe to reach the heart. 
‘The gracions danic; though well the knew 
All this was much her due, _ 
Lik’d every thing—at leaft thought ft 
To praife it par maniere P'acgiiit. 
Yet the, though feeming pleas’d, can’t bear 
The fcorching fun, or chi! ling air “~~ 
Difturb’d alike at both aie 
Whether he fhows or hides the beams: 
Though feeming pleas’d at all the fees, 
Starts at the ruffling of the trees, _ 
And fearce can fpeak for want of breath, 
Inhalf a walk fatigu’d te Sea a 
ts ij 
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The Doctor takes his hint from hence, 
‘T’ apologize his late offence : 
* Madam, the mighty power of nfe 
“ Now ftrangely pleads in my cxcufe : . 
© Tf you unus'd have fearcely ftrength 
« ‘fo pain this walk’s untoward length ; 
“Tf, frighten’d at a feene fo rude, 
“ ‘Through tong difufe of folitude ; 
* If, long confin’d te fires and tcreens, - 
“ You dread the waving of ihefe greens; 
“If you, who long have breath’d the fumes 
“ Of cityefogs and crowdedstooins, . 
“ Do now fol ‘itoufly fhun 
“<The cooler air and dazzling Fan ; 
* Tf his majeflic eye you flee; 
* Learn hence ¢’excufe and pity me. 
“. Confider what it is to bear . 
_« aie powder a courtier’s witty freer ; 
“ To eth’ important man of drefs 
* Scoffing my college aukwurdnefs ; 
“ To be the ftratting cornet’s fport, 
“ To run the gauntlet of the court, 
« Winning my way by flow-a cher, 
* ‘Through crowds ‘of coxcombs atid of coaches, 
“ From the ffi fierce céckaded centry, 
«© Quité through the tribe of waiting-gentry ; 
“ ‘Vo pats fo many crowded ftages, 
* And ftind the ftaring of your pages; 
And, atter all, to crown my fpleen, 
Be told You are not to be feen:” 
“ Or, if youare, be forc’d to bear 
“ The awe of. yout Ric air. 
« And can | then befanity fobnd, 
« In dreading this vexatious round ? © 
“ Can it be flrange, if I efchew 
« A fcene fo glorious and fo new ? 
« Or is he criminal that fies 
“ Lhe living hutre of your eyes ?”” 











THE DEAN’s MANNER OF LIVING. 


On raimy days alorte.1 dite 

Upon a chick and pint of wine. 

On rainy days dine‘alone, 

Alnd pick my chicken to the bone : 

But this my Servants much enrages, 

No {craps remain to fave board-wages, 
Jn weather fine I nothing fpend, 

But often fpunge upon a friend : 

Yet, where he’s net fo rich as 1, 

¥ pay my club, and fo good b’ye. 


VERSES MADE FOR FRUIT-WOMEN, &c. 


APPLES. 


Come buy my fine wares, 
Plumbs, apples, and pears, 
A hundred penny, 
Tn confcicnce too many : 
Come, will you have any? 
My children.are feven, 
I wifh them in heaven 3° 
My hutbund a fot, 

* With his pipe and his pot, 
Not a farthing will gain them, 
Acd Umufl meintsin them. 











THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


ASPARAGUS. 


Rive ‘fparagrafs, 
Fie for Jad or Lats, 

‘Yo make their water pafs: 
Oh, ’tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken! 





ONIONS. 


Here 





you well. 
‘Vhey make the blood warmer 5 
‘You'll feed like a farmer: 
For this is every cook’s opinion, 
No favoury difh without an enion; 
But, left your kiflng thould be {poil'd, 
Your onions mutt be thorougly boil’d : 
Or elfe you may fpare 
Your miftrefs a fhare, 
‘The fecret will never be known; ~ 
She cannot difcover 
The breath of her lover, 
But think it as {weet as her own. 


OYSTERS. 


CHarMINe oyfters I cry: 
My matfters, come buy. 
§o plump and fo freth, 
So fivect is their flefh, 
No Coichefter oyfter 
Is fweeter and moi: 
Your ftomach they fettle,. 
And roufe up your mettle; 

‘They’il make you a dad 
Of a lafs ora lad; 
And madam your wife 
They'll pleafe to the life ; 
Be fhe barren, be fhe oki, 
Be the flut, or he fhe fcold, 
Eat my oyfters, and-lie ncar her, 
She'll be fruitful, never fear her. 













HERRINGS, ~ 


Be net Sparing, o— 
Leave off fwearing. 
Buy my herring 
Frefh from Malahide *, 
Better never was try’d. - 
Come, eat them with pure frefh butter and muftard; 
‘Their bellies are foft, and as white asa cuftard, 


Come, fix-pencea dozen to get me aes 
Or, like my own herrings, I foon fhall be deat 
ORANGES. 


Come buy my fine oranges, fauce for your veal, 
And charming when fqueez’d in a pot of brown ale ; 
Well roatted, with fugar and wine in acup, 

They'll meke a {weet bifhop when gentle-folks fup, 





* Near Dublin. 
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You all agree, I make no doubt, , 
Elijah’s mantle is worn out. 
‘The dird of Fove fhall toil no more 
To teach the humble wren to foar. 
Your tragic heroes fhall not rant, 
Nor thepherds ule porti: cant. 
Simplicity alone can grace nF. 
‘The manners of the rural racee 
‘Theocritus and Philips be 
Your guides to érue fimpticity. 
When Damon’s foul fbui! tke its flight, : 





Though poets have the fecend fight, 
They ihall not fee a trail of Ji 
Nor fhall the vapours apeeard 2 
Nor a new flar adorn the thie 
For who can hope to place one there, 
As glorious as Belinda’s hair ? 
Yet, if his name you'd eternize, 
And muft exalt him to the fkies ; 
Without a fur, this may be done: 
So 'Tickell’mourn’d his Addifon. 

1€ Anna's happy reign you praife, 
Pray, not a word of Aaleyon=duys; 
Nor let my votaries fhow their fkilk 
In aping lines frona Cooper’s-Hill; 
For know, I catinot bear to hear 
‘The vimickry of deep, yet clear. 

Whene’er my viceroy is addrefs'd, 
Aguinft the Phornix I protett. 
When poets foar in youthful ftrains,. 
No Phacton to.hold the reins. 

When you deferihe a lovely girl, 
No lips of coral, tcech of pear?, 
Cupid fhall re’er miftzke another, 
Howey >> beautecus, for his mother: 
Nor fhati bis darts at random Ly 
From magazine in Celia’s eye. 
With women-compounds t im cloy’d, 
Which on'y pleas’t in Biddy Floyd. 
Por foreign: aid, what need they roam, 
Whom fate vas amply biefk at home ? 

Unetriag weaver, with hor ateous hand; + 
Has form’d a medei for your iand, 

x with every grace 5 

f the Geanard 
d byt 
TT effing of anvther line. 
Then, wouid you paint a matchlefe dame, 
‘Whom you'd confign to endkfs fame? 
Invoke not Cytherea’s aid, 
Nor borrow from the ‘~ey’d maid 5 
Nor need you on the Graces call j— 
‘Take qualities from Donegal. 




























EPIGRA M4, 


Benowp! a proof of Irith fenfe! 
Here Irith wit is feen! 

‘When nothing’s left, that’s worth defence, 
‘We build a magazine. 4 





* Ibe Dean, in bis lunacy, had fome intervals of 
Serf; at which time bis guardians, or phyficians, took 
tim out for the air, On one of thefe days, when they 
same to the Park, Swift remarked a new building, which 
be bad never ften,and fled what it was defigned for. Te 
which Dr: King fbury anfecered, “ That, Mr, Deangs 
S the sangasine for aracs and powder, for the feourity of 


’ 





THE WORKS OF SWIFT. 


EPIGRAM §,° 
Occafioned by Dr. Swift's intended Hofpital for Idests 
and Lunaties. 


Tut Dean muft dieour Ideots to maintain, 
Perith, ye Ideots ! and tong live the Dean! 


O genius of Hibernia’s fate, 
Sublimely good, fevercly great ! 
How doth this lateft a& excel . 
All yoa have done or wrote fo well! 
Satire may be the child of fpite, 
And fume might bid the Drapier write: 
But to relieve, and to endow, 
Creatures that know fot wiitnce ér howy 
-Arguesa foul both good and wife, 
Relembling Hin who rules the fies. 
He to the thoughtful mind difplays 
Immortal fkill ten thoufand ways ; 
And, to complete his glorious tak, 
Gives what we have not fenfe to afk ! 


Lo! Swift to Ideots bequeaths his ftore: 
Be wife, ye rich !—confider thus the poor! 


ON THE 
DEAN OF ST. PATRICK’s BIRTH-DAY te 
Nov. 30, St. Andrevo’s Day, 


Between the hours of twelve and one, 
When half the world to reft were gone, 
Entranc’d in fofteft fleep I lay, 
Forgetful of an anxious day ; 
From every care and labour free, 
My foul as calm as it could be, 

‘Lhe Queen of Dreams, well pleas'd to fin€ 
An undifturb’d and vacant mind, 
With magic pencil trac’d my brain, 
And there the drew St. Patrick’s Deam. 
I ftrait beheid on either hand 
‘Two faints, like guardian angels, ftand, 
And either claim’d him for their fon ; 
And thus the high difpute Begum. 

St. Andrew firft, with reafon ftrongy 
Maintain’d to him he did belong: 
“ Swift is my own, by right divine, 
“ All born opon thisday are mine.” 

St. Patrick faid, “ I own tq true, 
« o far he does belong to you! 
“ Bur in my church he’s born aga, 
“ My fon adopted, and my Dean. ’ 
“ When firft the Chriftiun truth | fpread, 
“ The poor within this ifle I fed, 
“ And darkeit errors banifh’d hence, 
“ Made knowledge in their place cont A 
* Nay more, at my divine command, 
“ All noxious creatures fled the land, 





“ thecity.” “Ob! ob!” fays the Dean, pulling out bie 


pocket-Look, Let me take an iters of thab. This ir worth 


* remarking: my tablets, as Hamlet Says, ay tabletpsee 
“ mamory, put down that!” -—W bich produced the aby 
lines, faid to he the laff be ever wrote. if 

t See, in Parnell": Poems, am elegant complio 5d on, 
the fame occafior, 


POEMS - . 


4 Umade both peace and plenty finile, 
“| Hibernia was my favourite ile 5 
« Now Ais—for he fucceeds to me, 
© "Two angels cannot more agree. 
« His joy is, to relieve the poor 5 
Behold them weekly at his door! . 
His knowledge too, in brighteft rays, 
He like the fun to all conveys; 
Shows 2wiftom in a {ingle page, 
And in one hour inftructs an age. 
« When ruin lately ftood around 
‘Th’ inclofures of my faered ground, : 
“ He glorioufly did interpofe, 
“ And fav'd it from invading foes; 
« For this I claim immortal Swift, 
« As my own fon, and heaven's belt gift.” 
The Caledonian faint, cneag’dy 
Now clofer in difpute engay’d, 
Fffays te prove, by tranimigration, 
The Dean is of the Scottifh nation; 
‘And, to confirm the truth, he chofe 
The loyal foul of great Montrofe. 
« Montrofe and he are both the fame, 
« They only differ in the names 
« Both, herocs in a righteous caufe, 
« Affert their libertics and laws: 
He's now the fume, Montrofe was then, 
« But that the word is turn’d a pen; 
« A pen of fo great power, each word 
« Defends beyond the hero’s fword.”" 
Now words grew high—we can’t fuppofe 
Immortals ever come to blows 3 
“But, lett unruly paflion fhould 
Degrade them into flefh and blood, 
An angel quick from Heaven defcends, 
‘And he at once the conte(t ends: 
« Ye reverend pair, from difcord ceafe, 
* Ye both miftake the prefent cafe; 
« One kingdom cannot have pretence 
« To fo much virtue! fo much fenfe : 
« Search Heaven's record ; and there you'll find, 
« That he was born for all mankind,”” 


; EPISTLE TO ROBERT NUGENT, ESQ. 
With a Pifture of Dean Swift. 


BY DR, DUNKIN®. 


"To gratify thy losertfiire = 


(So love and piety requiré), 
From Bindon’s-+ colours you may trace 
The patriot’s venerable face, 
‘The faft, O Nugent ! which his art 
Shall ever to the world impart ; 
For know, the prime of mortal men, 
That, matchlefs monarch of the pen 
(Wfofe labours, like the genial fun, 
Shall through revolving ages run, 

. Vet never, like the fun, decline, 
But in their full meridian thine), 





* This elegant tribute of gratitude, as it was writ 
Reqat @ period when all fufpicion of flattery mufl vanife, 
ref ts the bigheft honour on the ingenious writer, and 


panndt but be agreeable to the admirers of Swift. 
t Samuet Bindon, Efg. a celebrated painter, 
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That ever-honour’d, envied fage, 

So long the wonder of his age, 

Who chamyd us with his golden rain, 
le not the fhadow of the Dean: 

He only breathes Becotian air— 

Oh! what a falling-off was there! 

Hibernia’s Helicon is dry, 

Invention, wit, and humour die; 
And what remains againft the fterm ~ 
Of malice, but an empty form? 
The nodding ruins of a pile, 

"That ftood the bulwark of this ifle; 
In which the fifterhood was fix’d 

Of candid honour, truth unmix’d, 
Impartial reafon, thought profound, 
‘And charity, diffufing round, 

In cheerful rivulets, the flow 

Of fortune to the fons of woe? 

Such one, my Nugent, was thy Swift, 

Endued with each exalted gift. 

But, lo! the pure ethereal flame 

Is darken’d by a mifty fleam 

“fhe balm exhaufted breathes no finell, 
‘The rofe is wither'd ere it fell. 

‘That godlike fupplement of law, 
Which held the wicked world in awe, 
Ard could the tide of faction ftem, 

Is but a fhell without the gem. 

Ye fons of genius, who would aim 
To build an everlafting fame, 

And, in the ficld of Jetter’d arts, 
Difplay the trophies of your parts, ° 
"Lo yonder manfion turn afide, 

And mortify your growing pride. 
Behold the brightctt of the race, 
And Naturc’s honour, in difgrace + 
With humble refignation own, 
‘That ali your talents are a loan; 
By Providence advane’d for ufe, 
Which you fhould ftudy to produce, 
Refle&; the mental ftock, alas! 
However current now it pafs, 

May haply be recal’¢ from you 
Before the grave demands his due. 
Then, while your morning-ftar proceeds, 
Direct your courfe to worthy deeds, 

In fuller day difcharge your debts ; 

For, when your fun of reafon fets, 

The night fucceeds; and all your ichemes 
Of glory vanifh with your dreams, 

Ah! where is now the fupple train, 
‘That danc’d attendance on the Dean? 
ey where are thofe facetious folks, 

Who fhook with laughter at his jokes, 
And with attentive rapture hung 

On wifdom dropping from his tongue; 
Who look’d with high difdainful pride 
On all the bufy world befide, 

And rated his prodystions more 

‘Than treafures of Peruvian ore? 

Good Chriftians! they with bended knees 
Ingulph’d the wine, but loath the lees, 
Averting (fo the text commands), 
With ardent eyas end up-caft hands, 
The cup of forrow from their lips, 
And fiy, like rats from finking fhips. 
While fome, who by bis frigndthip rofe 
To wealth, in concert with his foes, 





THE WORK 


counter to their former track, 

Like old Actwon’s horrid pack 

Of yelling mungrels, in requitals 

‘Yo riot on their mafter’s vitals ; 

And, where they cannot blaft his laurels, 

Attcmpt to ftigmatize his morals ; 

"Through fcandal’s magnifying-etafe 

His foibles view, but virtues pals, 

And on the ryins of his fame 

Ereét an ignominious name. 

So vermin foul, of vile extraction, 

‘The {pawn of dirt und putrefaction, 

"The founder: members traverte o’er, 

But fix and fatten cn a fore, 

Hence! peace, ye wretches, who revile 

His wit, his humour, and his ftyle 5 

Since all the monflers which he drew 

Were only meant to copy you; 

And, if the colours be not fainter, 

Arraign yourfclves, and not the painter. 
But, oh! that He, who gave him breath, 

Dread arbiter of life and death; 

"That He, the moving fou! of all, 

The fleeping fpirit would recall, 

And crown him with triumphant meeda, 

For all his paft heroic deeds, 

Jn manfions of unbroken reft, 

‘The bright republic of the blefs’'d! 

Irradiate his benighted mind __ 

‘With living Hight of light refin’'d; + 

And thefe the blank of thought employ 

‘With objects of immortal joy 


tie 
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SWIFT. : 
Yet, while he drags the fad rensmins 
OF life, flow-crecping through his yeins, 

Above the views of private cuda, 
The tributary mufe ate: 
‘Yo prop his feeble Reps, or thed 
‘Yhe pious tear around his bed. 

So pilgrims, with devout complaints, 

he graves of martyr’d faints, 

Inferibe their worth in artleds lines, ‘ 
And, in their ftead, embrace their fhrines, 














INSCRIPTION INTENDED FOR A MONU- 
MENT, 1765... 


Say, to the Drapier’s vaft unbounded fame, 
What added honours can the feulptor give? 
None.—’Lis a fandtion from the Drapier’s name 
Mutt bid the fculptor and his marble live. 


EPIGRAM OCCASIONED BY THE ABOVE 
INSCRIPTION. 


Wnicn gave the Drapier rth two realms contend, 
And each afferts her peet, patriot, friend: 
Her mitre jealous Britain may deny; 
"Shat lols Ternia’s laurel fhall fupply: [bread 
‘Through life’s low vale, fhe, grateful, gave him 
Her voca! ftones fall vindicate him dead. 

1766, _B.N, 
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THE LIFE,OF THE AUTHOR. 


al 


Hiail Nature’s poet! whom fhe taught alone 
'To fing her works in numbers like her own 5 
Sweet as the thrush that warbles in the dale, 
, And foft as Philomela’s tender tale. 
: She lent her pencil too, of wond’rous powef, . 
"Fo catch the rainbow, and to paint the flower 
Of many mingling hues; then fmiling faid, 
(But firft with laurel crown’d her fav’rite’s head) 
« Thefe beauteous children, though fo fair they fhine, 
oie in my Seafons—let them live in tbine !”” 
‘And live they fhall, the charm of every eye,. 
Till Nature fickens, and the Seafons die. 
THOMPSON'S ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 
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THE LIFE OF THOMSON. 


———— 











For the life of Tuomson, the world is obliged to Dr. Murdoch, who was his intimate friend, an& 
wrote from perfonal knowledge. 

Some inaccuracies in the narrative of Dr. Murdoch have been corre@ed by Shiels, and fome dow 
feéts fupplied by the mafterly pen that has lately enriched our national ftock of criticiim and bios 
graphy. 

Mr. Bofwell has inferted in his life of our great poetical biographer, fome information which 
had obtained from Thomfon’s relations, for his ufe, but of which he had neglected fully to 
himéelf, 

The Ear! of Buchan, with a laudable enthufiafin to celebrate the memory of a poet who is juftly 
accounted an honour to his country, has collected feveral additional particulars of his life, and has 
intermingled his information with fome valuable letters, and poetical compofitions, which were nog 
previoufly communicated to the public, Thefe are the authorities upon which moft of the followe 
ing facts are flated. : 

James ‘Uhomfon was born at Ednam, near Kelfo, in Roxburghfhire, September tr. 1700, Hig 
father was minifter of Ednam, in the prefbytery of Kelfo, and afterwards of Southdean, in the pref= 
bytery of Jedburgh, in that county, and much refpedted for his piety and diligence in the difcharge 
of his paftoral duties. His mother, Beatrix Trotter, was daughter and coheirefs of Mr. Trotter, a 
{mull portioner of land ac Foggo, in Berwickfhire, and equally amiable by her piety, which was ens 
livened by fingular fervour of imagination, and by the focial and domettic duties. 

‘The difficulty with which his father fapported his family, having nine children, oceafjoned his re 
moval to Soutiidean, the falary of which, though not large, was more adequate to his expences tham 
that of Ednam. 

, After the fettlement of his father at Southdean, he was fent to the {choolof the neighbouring towm 
of Jedburgh, where he was taught the common rudiments of learning. In the progrefs of his educas 
tion, he was not diftinguifhed among his fchool-fellows by any remarkable fuperiority of parts. 

Although he was not confidered by his mafter as fuperior to common boys, he obtained notice by 
his genius, even in his boyifh years. Mr. Riccalton, minifter of the neighbouring parifh of Hob» 
kirk, a man of tafte and learning, difcovered his early propenfity to poetry, encouraged his firft poc- 
tical eflays, and cow7<iea mis performances. 

According topord Buchan, he was occafionally invited to fpend the vacation of the {chool at the 
country feat of Sir William Bennet of Chefters, the moft accomplifhed country gentleman in that 
part of Scotlmu, and was alfo favourably noticed by Sir Gilbert Elliot of Minto, afterwards 
Lord Juftice Clerk. The late Hon. Mrs Selby of Pafton, in Northumberland, informed the prefent 
writer, thut he was likewife a frequent vifitor at Crailing, the feat of her father Lord Cranftéh. 

Thus encouraged, he began, at an early age, to amufc himfelf and his friends with poetical com- 
pofitions ; with which, however, he fo little pleaftd himfelf, that on every new-year’s day he threw 
into the fire all the productions of the foregoing year. 

From the {chool, he was removed to the Univerfity of Edinburgh ; where he was not more dif 
tinguifhed among his fellow-ftudents than he had been among his {chool-fellows. By the time whee. 
he went to College, he had probably begun to confider him(felf as intended by nature for a poet. The 
corfcious dignity of genius, therefore, would teach him to difdain thofe ftudies in which he could not 
excc': And thus, the contempt of his clafs-fellows, and the encouragement of his poetical friends, 


would equally confpire to confirm his predilection for poetry, and to prompt him to renewed cfy 
forks in poetical compofition. 
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In the fecond feffion of his attendance at the Univerfity, hig ftudics were interrupted by the fud- 
den death of his father. He was fammoned home to receive his dying bencdi@tion ; but came too 
Yate. This circumftance contributed to increafc his forrow, and his filial piety was expreffed on this 
Hhourntut occafion in inftances of conduc which his furviving relations afterwards delighted to re~ 
colled. 

His mother, new raifing upon her little eftate what money a mortgage could afford, removed with 
her family to Edinburgh ; and he renewed the profecution of his itudies. 

As it was the wifh of his friends, that he fhould embrace the clerical profeffion, he entered upon 
the fludy of theology, which he profecuted without diftinion or expectation, till, at the ufual time, 
She performed probationary exercife, by explaining a pfalm. His di@tion was {0 poetically fplendid, 
‘hat Mr. Hamilton, the profeffor of divinity, reproved him for {peaking language unintelligible to 
a popular audience ; which fo difgufted him with his theological purfuits, that he feems to have 
foon after this incident, refolved to betake himfelf more entirely to the cultivation of poetry. 

_ About that time, clegant | to be cherifhed and cultivated in the Univerfity ; and 

‘a poetical club, called ‘The Aihenian Society,” had ventured to publith a collection of poems, 

Gntituled, « ‘The Edinburgh Mifcellany,” furnifhed chiefly by Callander, Symmers, and Mitchell, 
® young men of great promife, and of Thomfon’s acquaintance. 

What thare Ehomfon had in “ the Edinburgh Mifcellany,” cannot now be known; but it is 
Probable he was a contributor, as well as Mallet, who was then afpiting to poetical compofition 5 
zmd with whom he contracted an early intimacy, which improved with their years, undifturbed by 
any-cafual miftake, envy, or fy on either fide. 

A Similarity of tafte an:l of purfuits, connected him alfo in habits of early intimacy with Pater- 
fon, the tranflator of Patereulus, Malcolm, author of the Treatife on Mufic, and Murdoch, after- 
wards a clergyman of the church of England, a Fellow of the Reyal Society, and. the biographer 
of his youthful companion. 

About this time he is faid to have regoived particular attention from the family of Buillie of Jet- 
vifwood, to which he was introduced by the relations of his mother; and Mir. Bolwell informs us, 
that he lived for fome time in the family of Lord Binning, as tutor to the prefent Earl of Ha- 
ington. Some verfes of his, addreifed to one of that family, for the ufe of fome books, are, Lord 
Buchan believes, fHill preferved, “ as a {pecimen of his infantine genius.” + 

Having laid afide all thought of the clerical profeffion, and addicted himfelf to the ftudy of 
poetry, in which he reafonably hoped to attain high eminence, he eafily difeovercd that the only 
fage on which a poet could appear with advantage, was London ; where merit might foon be- | 
come confpicuous, and would find friends, as foon as it became reputable, to befrien: 

It may be fuppofed, therefore, that he cagerly received any Shadow of encouragement, however 
flight, which was held owt to him; whea Lady Grizzel Baillie, his mother's friend, advifed him to 
try his fortune asa poet in London, and promifed him feme countenance and affiftance. 

Accordingly, in the autumn of the ycar 1725, he embarked at Leith for London, bedewed with 
the tears of his affectionate mother, the recolle¢tion of which produ@s=s.her death, which hap- 
pencd not long after, the unpremeditated, but beautiful ver/es to ber memory in ti collection of Lord 
Buchan. * 

On his arrival in Londen, he found his way to Mallet, his fellow collegian, ‘hen tutor to the 
fons of the Duke of Montrofe ; to whom he fhowed his Winter, written at firft in detached pieces, 
‘or pecafional deferiptions, who advifed him to form them into one connedted piece, and get it print- 
ed immediately. 

He had recommendations to feveral perfons of diftindtion, particularly to Mr. Forbes, afterwards 
Prefident of the Court of Scffion, then attending his duty in parliament, who, having feen a {peci« 
men of his poctry in Scotland, received him kindly, and introduced him to feveral of his friends 5 
among whom was Aikman the painter, who was equally ready in aflifting him with the kind of- 
fices of friendship. He ¢btained likewife the notice of Hill, whom, being fricndicis and indigent, 
and glad of kindnefs, he courted with every expreflion of fervile adulation. ahs 

"The reception he met with, wherever he was intreduced, encouraged him to rifk the — 
of his Winter; which for fome time could find no purchaler, till at ka Mr. Millan was efuatleg 

tat a low price. ‘ 
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alt was publifhed in 1726, with a preface, dedication to Sir Spencer Compton, and recommenda~ 
tory verfes by Hill, Malict, and a Lady, whofe fi@itious name was Mira,* once,” fays Dr. John= 
fon, “ too well known.” 4 
It was not, immediately upon its appearance, eagerly received by the readers of poetry, and Mr. 
Millan had, for fome time, reafon to regret the expence of publication; till, by accident, Mr. Whateley, 
a man of tafte and learning, happening to caft his eye upon it, was fo delighted, that he ran from 
place to place celebrating its excellence: By degrees, it gained upon the public; and edition after 
editioh was printed and fold. 
- The dedication, however, attracted no regard from Sir Spencer Compton to the author, till Hill 
awakened his attention, by fome verfes addreffed to ‘Thomfon in one of the newfpapers, which cens ~ 
furcd the great for their negle@ of ingenious men. Thomfon then obtained his notice, and a pre- 
fent of twenty guineas. i 
As foon as Winter was publithed, he fent a copy of it to Mitchell, his brother poet, who, not 
liking many parts of it, returned him rhe following couplet : 
Beanties and faults fo thick lie fcatter’d here ; 
‘Thole { could read, if thefe were not fo near. 


To this Thomfon anfwered extempere. 





Why all not faults, injurious Mitchell, why 
Appears one beauty to thy biatting eye ; 
Danrnation worfe then thine, if worfe can be, 
Js all Fatk, and all 1 wane from thee. 

Finding other judges more favourable, he did not fuffer himfelf to fink into defpondence. Byery 
day brought him new friends, He had been introduced to Pope; and, among others, Dr. Rundle, 
afterwards Bithop of Derry, fought his acquaintance, and found his qualities fuch, that he recome 
mended him to the Lord Chancellor Talbot. ‘ 

In 1727, he publithed his Summer, which he would have dedicated to Lord Binning ; but the 
fame kindnefs which had at firft difpofed his Lordfhip to encourage him, determined him to refufe 
the dedication, which was, by his advice, addrcfled to Mr. Dodington, afterwards Lerd Me- 
combe, 4 man who had more power to advance the reputation and fortune of a poet. 

‘The fame year, he publithed his Porm, facred te the Memory of Sir Yaae Newton, whom he was 
enabled to praife with due intelligence, by the feientific information of his friend Mr. Gray. Ie 
was accompanied by Britennia, a poetical invective againft the minifiry, whom the nation then 
thought not forward enouzh in ref-nting the depredations of the Spaniards. 

In 1728, he publithed his Spring, with a dedication to the Countefs of Hertford, afterwards 
Duchefs of Somerfet, by whom he was invited to fpend a fummer at Lord Hertford’s country feat. 

Autumn, the feafon to which the Spring and Sumner are Preparatory, ftill remained unfung, and was 
delayed till he publithed his works, colleéted in 4t0,1730. Axtumn was addreffed to Mr. Onilow. 

‘The fame year, he brought on the ftage at Drury-Lane, the tragedy of Sophonijba, which 
raifed fuch expecta av d with a {plendid audience, collected to an 
ticipate the deliy/c that was preparing for the public. It was obferved, however, that nabody wag 
affected, and Wat the company rofe as froma moral le@ure. . 

It had upome ie ftage no unufual degrce of furecefs. There is a feeble line in the play: 












a. every rehearfal was digni 











Oh, Sophonitha ! Sophonifba, Gh! 
This gave qecafion to a wagpith parody: : 
Oh, Jemmy ‘bhom{on! Jeraniy Thomfon, Oh! 
which, ‘for a while, was echoed through the town. 
Dr. Johnfon was told by Savage, that, of the prologue to SopBenifia, the firlt part was written by 
- Pope, whe could not be perfunded to finith it, and that the concluding lines were added by 


Mallet. i 
Not long afterwards, he was, by the influcnce of Dr. Rundle, fert to travel with the Henourable 
Chiles Talbot, cldeft fon of the Chancellor, with whom he vifited moft of the courts in Europe, 
andr turned with his views greatly cularged, not of exterior nature only, and the works of art, 
but of human life and manners, and of the conftitution and policy of the feveral fates, 
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On his return to England, he was rewarded for his attendance, by the place of Secretary of the © 
Briefs, which required little attendance, and was equal to all his wants. 

While abroad, he had conceived the idea of a Poem upon Liderty, upon which he fpent 
two years. While he was bufy in this laborious work, Mr. Talbot died; and he opens the firft 
book with an affectionate tribute to his memory. 

The poem of Liberty, upon which he congratulated himfelf as his nobleft work, was lefs ea- 
getly received by the public than he had expected, and is ftill lefs generally read than feveral of his 
ether compofitions. It does not now appear in its original ftate, having been fhortened by Lord 
Lyttleton, alter his death, with a liberty which'cannot be juftified by any fuppofed propriety of the 
alteration, or kindnefs of the friend. 

Not long after the publication of his favourite work, the Chancellor died. His place then be- 
@ame vacant, and was, after fome delay, given by Lerd Hardwick, the new Chancellor, to ano- 
ther, becanfe he did not think proper to afk it. 

He was now obliged to rely on his literary exertions for fupport. Yet, even at this time, he ap- 
pears, by his letters to Mr. George Rofs, publifhed by the Earl of Buchan, to have been affec- 
Gonately anxious to affift the narrow circumftances of his fifters, Jean and Elizabeth, who then lived 
‘with Mr, Guithart, one of the minifters of Edinburgh. 

In 1738, he brought on the ftage at Drury-Lane, his tragedy of Agamemnon, which, Dy. Johnfon 
ebferves, was much fhortened in the reprefentation. It had the fate which moft commonly attends 
mythological ftories, and was only endured, but not favoured. Pope, who had favoured Thomfon, 
when in Italy, with a poetical epiftle, countenanced Agamemnon, by coming to it the firft night, and 
was welcomed to the theatre by a gencral clap. 

About this time, he was introduced by Mr. Lyctleton, afterwards Lord Lyttleton, to the Prince 
af Wales, then Struggling for populasity, and profefling himfelf the patron of wit; and being quef- 
tioned about the flate of his affairs, faid, « that they were in a more poetical pafture than formers 
ly,” and had a penfion allowed him of one hundred pounds a-year. : 

In 1731, he offered to the ftage another tragedy, Edward and Eleonora; but his connection with 
the oppofition having excited the jeeloufy of the miniftry, the rcprefentation of it was prohibit- 
ed by the Lord Chamberlain, on account of its political complexion. , 

In 1740, he was employed, in conjunction with Mallet, to write the mafque of Alfred, which 
‘was acted before the Prince, at Clieften-houfe, on the birth-day of the Princefs Augufta. 

Kt appears, by fome letters and verfes which have been lately publithed by Lord Buchan, that 
he rented a houfe, about this time, at the upper end of Kew-lane ; and that the Amanda, whom he 
has frequently celebrated in his verfes, was a Mifs Young, fifter of Mrs. Robertfon, wife of his 
scighbour Mr. James Robertfon of Richmond, furgeon to the Houfchold at Kew. 

In 1745, he brought on the flage at Drury-lane, the tragedy of Tuncred and Sigifmunda, the mot 


fuccefeful of all his dramatic pieces; for it {till keeps its turn upon the ftage. Vhe plot is taken from 


the novel of Gil Blas. The characters are well fupported; yet theyma t fufficiently new and 
fiziking. The loves of Tancred and Sigifmunda are tender, pathetic, wen there is too 
Vitele variety of incident to preferve the attention of an audience. ‘The language many places, 
poctical and flowery; yet in general too declamatory and fentimental. 

Dr. Johnfon ‘has communicated to the public a letter, which occurs about this period, from Thom-, 
fon to his fifter Mrs. Jean Thomfon, wife of Mr. Robert Thomfon, matter of the grammar {chook 
at Lanark, which exhibits a pleafing proof of tender folicitude and fraternal affe@ien. ‘The kind- 
nefs of Thomfon to his relations, however removed from them by place or condition, is recorded by 
the prefent writer with much pleafurc, as it affords him an opportunity of refle@ting on the worth 
and learning of his brother-in-law, uuder whom he was initiated in claffical learning, and of com= 
memorating the amiable benevolence of his fifter, from whom he received many perfonal civilities, 

‘The laft piece that he lived to publifh, was the Caftle of Indolance, which was many years under 


his hand, but was at lait finithed with great accuracy, and is perhaps the moft perfect and Pleafing 
ef all his compofitions, It appeared in 1746, 
6 
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His friend Mr. Lyttleton was now in power, and procured him the place of Surveyor General of 
the L.ceward lands, from which, when his deputy avas paid, he received about three hundred pounds 
ayebr. The deputy whom he appointed was his friend Paterfon, whofe tragedy of “ Arminius”. 
had been-prohibited by the Lord Chamberlain, foon after the publication of Edevard apd Eleonora. 
Paterfon lived to fucceed him in the office. 

He was now in a fituation of eafe and affluence, but was not long to enjoy it; for, by taking cold 
.on the river, in returning in the evening from London to Kew Lane, he caught a diforder, which, 
with fome carelefs exafperation, by again expofing himfelf incautioufly to the dews of the evening, 
ended in a fever that put an end to his life, 27th dugui 1748, in the 48th year of his age. He wag 
buried in the church of Richmond, under a plain ftone, without any infcription; but decent mox 
nument was ereéted to his memory in Weftminfter Abbey in 1762, the charge of which was dep. 
frayed by the profits arifing from a {plendid edition of his works, given by Mr, Millar, the bookfel- 
Jer, A tablet, with a memorial infcription, was placed on the wall in Richmond church, by che 
Earl of Buchan, in 1792, i 

“ Only one gentleman, (Collins)” fays Dr. Murdoch, “ wrote an ‘ode to‘his memory.” These 
is, however, another performance on his death, intituled, * Mufidorus, an Elegy, &&c.” by. Robert 
Shiels, a young North Briton, bred a mechanic, and deftitute of education, but not deftitute of gez 
nius. He adored 'Thomfon, and ftudicd his manuer. He wrote a poem on “ Beauty,” and wag 
the real aiithar of the “ Lives of the Poets,” publithed under the name of Theo. Cibber. . He 
died of a confumption, Thompfon, Langhorne, and various other pocts, have fince lamented big 
death, and commemorated his merits. . ‘ oo St 

‘The Earl of Buchan, defirous of promoting 2 fubfcription for erecting a. monument to bis: 
on Ednam Hill, perfuaded a confiderable number of gentlemen: to .celebrate the anniverfary ofhis 
birth-day at Ednam, in 1790 and 1791, with an eager and officious enthufiafm, which has perhaps 
defeated its own purpose, z 

He left behind him the tragedy of Cos iolanus, which was hrought upon the ftage at Covent Gar= 
den in 1749, by his executors, Sir George Lyttleton and Mr. (afterwards Sir Andrew) Mitchell, 
for the benefit of his family. Sir George Lyttleton wrote thé prologue, which Quin, who had 
long lived with Thomfon in fond intimacy, Spoke in fuch a manner as thewed him “ to be,” on that 
occafion, “ no aétor.”” , 

‘The commencement of this intimacy is highly honourable to Quin, who is reported to have de~ 
livered Thomfon, then known to him only for his genius, from an arreft, by a prefent of a hundred 
pounds: and its continuance is honourable to both; for friendhhip is not always the fequel of ob= 
ligation. 

By this tragedy, which is far from being the beft of his dramatic pieces, a confiderable fum was 
vaifed of which part difcharged his debts, and the reft_ was remitted to his two furviving filters, 
Mrs. Jean Thomfon and Mrs. Mary Craig. . : 

He had a brother ywho followed him into England, and lived with him for fome time as his ama= 
vuenfis; but bey. teized with a confumption, he returned to Scotland, to try the benefit of his na 
Jve air, and fon after died. ¢ 2 

Fis fitter : lizabeth, married to Mr. Bell minifter of Strathaven, in Lanarkfhire, died beforer747, 
‘eaving a fon, the prefent Dr. James Bell, minifter of Coldftrcam in Berwickfhire, and a daughter, 
Beatrix, married to Mr. ‘Thomas Prentice of Jervifwood, near Lanark. Dr. Bell poffeffes a large 
portion of the worth and genius of his uncle. He publifhed a volume of fermots in 8vo, 3790, and 
‘s preparing a collated edition of his uncle’s works, from the edition 1730, the additions and altera+ 
sions to be printed in Italics, with a correét account of his life. Mrs, Thomfon died in 1782, leaving 
uo iffue. Mrs. Craig died in 1792, leaving a fon, Mr. James Craig, the ingenjous archite@ whe drevs 
she plan of the New Town of Edinburgh. ba 

“His poems and plays were colledted and publifhed by Mr. Millar the bookfeller, in two volumies gta, 
+762, to which was prefixed an account of his life by Dr. Murdoch. The fubfequen: eaitions, pas 
Weularly of the Sva/ins, are too numerous to be Specified. The edition in 8vo, 1768, is Mlasrated 
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by an eflay on the Seafons by Dr. Aikins that in 4to, Perth 1793, by a critical effay on the poem 
By Mr. Heron; and that ia 8vo, 1794, with notes by Mr. Stockdale. The two lait editions arg 
embellithed with beautiful engravings. ' 

‘Thomfon was of {tature above the middle fize, and “ more fat,” fays Armft-ong, “ than bard he- 
-feems,” of a dull countenance, and a grofs, unanimated, uninviting appearance; filent in mingled com+ 
pany, but cheerful among fele@ friends, and by his friends very tenderly and warmly beloved. His be- 
nevoleince: was fervent, but not active: he would give, on all occafions, what his purfe could fupply s 
but offices of intervention and folicitation, he could not conquer his natural fleggifhnefs fufficiently 
to perform. The affairs of others, however, wexy not more neglected than his own. He had often 
felt the inconveniences of idlenefs; but he never cured it; and was fo confcious of his own character, 

= that he talked of writing an eaftern tale, Of the man who loved to be in diftrefi. 

* Pr, Johnfon has related, on the authority of Savage, that Thomfon difcovered, in his habits of 
Bf, little of ‘that delicacy’ of fentiment which breathes throuzh his writings. Savage's veracity wes 
not in high repute among his acquaintance ; he might therefore have mifreprefented Thomfon’s has 
bite, and aggravated the groffnefs of his mauners. ‘That in love he was faiceptible of fomething 
more refined than the mere paffion for the fex, is evident from his tender attachment to Mifs 
Young. Other proofs appear of the purity and delicacy of his fentiments, in his fongs and fmaller 
pieces of poetry, in the defcription of the effects of the tender paffion in his Spring, and in the fond 
impaffioned commemoration of Mifs Stanley, in his Summer. Even Savage, according to.Dr. Johnfon, 
always fpoke with the moft eager praife of his focial qualities, his warmth and conitancy of friendfhip, 
and his adherence to his firft acquaintance, when the advancement of his reputation had left them 
behind him. 

Among’ his peculiarities, was a very unfkilful and inar.iculate manner of pronouncing any 
lofty or falemn compofition. He was once reading to Dodington, who, being himfelf a reader 
eminently elegant, was fo much provoked by his odd utterance, that he fnatched the paper from 
pis hand, and told him that he did not underftand his own verfes. 

By what {have learned,” fays Mr. Heron, whofe ingenuity and kindnefs m:ke it a pleafure to 
“the compiler of this collection to reflect upon his friendihip, “ of the circumftances of Thomfon’s life, 
and by the complexion of his writings, ] fhould fuppofe him to have been a man of mild virtue, and of 
gentle, carelefs manners, with a found judgment, an extentfive i imagination, and a fecling heart; lefs 
aepte in his obfervation of human fife, than of external nature ; extenfively informed in all the more 
popular parts of knowledge, and well acquainted with the general principles of the fine arts.”” 

" Asa dramatift, the compofitions of Thomfon have been judged by the critics to be elahorate, decla- 
matory, and uninterefting ; and that’ judgment muff be generally allowed. 

Confidered in his principal character of a deferiptive poet, he is well entitled to the exclufive 
denomination of ‘the Poet of Nature.” The pidures of other poets, comparatively with his, 
often ‘want precifion, colour, and expreffion, becaufe they are rathor fecondary defcriptions, than 
tranicripts made immediately from the living volume of nature. In his Autumn, he has defcribed, 
With the ftridteft truth, the tenor and habit of his poetical life. 





I folitary court 
‘Th’ infpiring breege, and meditate the book” 
Of Nature, ewer open; aiming thence 
‘Warm from the heart to pour the moral fong. 


As the * Poet of Liberty,’’ his merits have not been fo fairly eftimated, or generally allowed. “1 
nev: + fav,” fays Hill, in a'letter to Thomifon, “ mote energy in poetry, never iinagery more glowing, 
never fentiments rhore elevated. It is all over foul: it infpires, and muft therefore have been infpirs 
ed. "The images live in it, (as you fay fculpture does in the neighbourhood of Rome). They ftand 
out and prefent themfelves to the touch, as if not defcribed bit embadied. Yet one is led by the 
turn of your fentiments to fufpe@ you of robbiery, as if you had ftolen from unhappy Italy, what, in 
the poverty of her prefent candition, the can, of all things, leaft fpare ; fo. while you are writing of 
OW Beme's libgrty, you feem to haye fucked in with the Roman air the foul of an old Roman.” © ra 
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* The plan of Liderty, which unfortunately is minutely and circumftantially hiftorical, fpreads a 

damp and langour through feveral parts of the poem. Its beauties, however, are numeroys. The. 
defcription of the feenery of Switzerland, in particular, is a piece of powerful and exquifite painting. 
‘The Genius of the deep is perhaps one of the moft awful beings ever yet imagined by poetic fancy, and 
ftrongly reminds us of the “ fpirit of the Cape” in the * Lufiad.” ‘ 

The fubjed of the poem is noble, and dear to Britons; yet it has heen treated by Dr. Johnfon 
with a fattidioufnefs ugworthy of a liberal mind, “ ‘The poem of Juilerty,” fays he, © when it frie 
appeared, E tried to read, and foon defifted. I have never tried again, and therefore will not 
hazard either praife or cenfure.” _ 

‘The opinion of Mr. Heron is more favourable. * This poem is written in a more correé ftylg 
than perhaps any of his larger works; it abounds with fublime gensine imagery, and has many exe 
quifite particular images fcattered through it. It contains much animated eloquence, which may 
ferve as a model to the orator. It prefynts a pleufing view of the progrefs of civilization and re- 
finement, and offers many exhortations to virtuons exertions, which app.ar to have been poured 
warm from the heart. Its difadvantages fecm to be, that the bufinefs of the poem is affigned to an 
embodied abftract idea, a metappyfical perfonage ; that fo much of it is employed in relating gene> 
rally known fads, in the Grecian, the Roman, and the Englith hiftory ; and that it is diverfified . 
no little epifodes, which might relieve the tedioufnels of uninterefting hiftoric narrative and politi 
cal declaniation.”* ee 

Hie Cafile of Indolence, is embellifhed with all the decorations which poetical imagination could con~ 
fer, The plan is artfully laid, and naturally conducted, and the defcriptions rife in a beautiful fucceflion, 
The charms of indolence, while it ouly moderates and ives a particular direction to our activity, 
without unfitting us entirely for focial converfe and enjoyment, are, in the firft part of the poem: 
moft exquilitely painted ; anc its foathforac fqualid mifery, when it declines into the languid help 
lefsnefs of grofs floth, is afterwards moft fkilfully deicribed. ‘Vhe ftyle and ftanza of Spenfer, ap~ 
propriated by cuftom to all allegoriyal poems in our langnage, have been adopted with the happieft 
dkill, tn the Cafile of Indolence, he has charatterifed Dr. Murdoch, “ the ily man of God,” Mr. Quin, 
and other intimate friends, ‘The character of himfelf, in flanza LXVIII, was written by Arm- 
ftronz. The Englifh language poffefles nothing more exquifitely delicate than his fongs und odes x 
and his clegies, and fmaller pieces bave no inconfiderable fhare of merit. 

‘The Seafins, his greateft work, have been fo often the Subject of critigal examination, that general 
criticifm can fay little of them that has not been {aid already. Scott, Dr. Aikin, Mr. Hercn, and 
Mr. Stockdale, have ‘explained their plan and chara@er, and pointed out their beauties and defeéts with 
the minutenefs and regularity of particular criticifm. As there is no great reafon to objec to Dr. John- 
fon’s opinion of them, it would be prefumptuous to try the fame tak, which has already exercifed 
Ais powers, in hopes of doing more than he has done. ~ : 

“ Asa writer, Thomfon fs entitled to one praife of the higheft kind—-hismode of thinking, and of 
expreflin, his thoughts, is orizinah His blank verfy is no more the blankeverfe of Milton, or of any. 
ether poct, than the rhymes of Prior are the rhymes of Cowley... His numbers, his pauigs, his digs 
tion, are of his own proyth, without tranfcription, without imitation. He thinks ina peculiar 
train, and he th always as a man of genins: he looks round on 232 ure, and on life, with the eye 
which nature faly beftows on a poet, the efe that diftinguithes in every thing prefented to its view, | 
whatever the ve is on which imagination can delight to be detained, and with a mind that at once 
comprehends the vatt, and atzends to the minute. ‘The reader of the Scafons wonders that he never. 

aw before what Thomfon fhows him, and that he never yet felt what Thomfon impreffes. 

“ His is one of the works n which b ank verfe feem#properly ufed. ‘Thomfon's wide expanfion of 
general views, and his enumeration of circumftantial varieties, would have been obftruéted and em= ~ 
barraffed by the frequent interfedtion of the fenfe, which are the neceffary effects of rhyme. 

«His defeription of extended fcencs, and general effeéis, bring before vs the whole may nificence, 
of nature, whether pleafing or dreadful. ‘The gaiety of Spring, the {plendor of Summer, the tranquil. - 
Hity of Autumn, and the horrors of Wiater, take in their turns poffeflion of the mind. The poet leads 

~ us through «the appearances of thin,-s as they are fuecefively varied by the viciflitudes of the year, 
aed impart to us {o much of his own enthufiafin, that oar thovghts expand with his imagery, aad, 

; -M ij 
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Kindte with his fentiments. Nor is the naturalift without his thare in the entertainment; for he is 
affifted to recolie@ and to combine, to arrange his difcoverics, and to amplify the fphere of his con= 
témpiation. , 

“© The great-defed of the Seafens is want of method; but for this } know not that there was any 

remedy. Of many appearances fubfifting all at once, no rule can be given why one should be men- 
tioned before another ; yet the memory wants the help of order, aud the curiofity is not exerted by 
fufpenfe ot expectation. 
* & His didtion is in the higheft degree fluid and luxuriant; fech as may be faid to be to his images 
and thoughts, ‘ both their luftre and their fhade ;’ fuch as inveft them with fplendor through 
which perhaps they are not always cafily difcerned. It is too exuberant, and fometimes may be 
charged with filling the ear more than the mind. 

« "Thefe poems, with which I was acquainted on their firft appearance, I have fince found altered 
and enlarged by fub{equent revifals, as the author fuppofed his judgment to grow more exact, and 
tas books or converfation extended his knowledge and opened his profpedts. They are, { think, im- 
proved in general ; yet I know not whether they have not loft part of what Temple calls their 
® race,” a word which, when applied to wine, in its primitive Yenfe, means the flavour of the 
foil. 

« The higheft praife which he has received, ought not to be fuppreffed ; it is faid by Lord Lyttle. 
ton, in the prologue to his pofthumous play, that his works contained 


No line which dying he could with to blot.” 


"This account of the « Poct of the Seafons” cannot conclude more properly than with the follow- 
ing “ Addrefs to the Shade of Thomfon,” written by Mr. Burns, whofe poems in the Scottith diale& 
are well known among his countrymen, and univerfally admired, 


Z ‘While virgin Spring, by Eden’s flood, 
3 Unfolds her tender mantle greens 
Or pranks the fod in frolic mood, 
Or tunes Eolian ftrains between : 


While Summer, with a matron grace, 
Retreats to Dryburgh’s cooling thade ; 
Yet, oft delighted, flops to trace 
The progrefs of the fpiky blade: 


While Autumn, benefaGor kind, 
By Tweed eredts her aged head ; 
And fees, with felf-approving mind, 
Each creature on her bounty fed: 


While maniac Winter rages o'er 
~ ‘The hills where claflic Yarrow flows, 
Roufing the turbid torrent’s roar, 
Or fweeping wild a walte of {hows : 


: So long, fweet poet of the year, 
Shall bloom thet wreath thou well haft won, 
‘While Scotia, with.exulting tear, 
Proclaims that Tuomsow was her fen. 
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%¢ Et nunc omnis, ager nunc omnis parturit arbos, 
* Nunc frondent fylvz, nunc formofiffimus annus.” 


Virg. 


The Argument. 


The fubject proppfed. Infer’bed to the Countefs of Hertford. The feafon is deferibed as it affects 
the various parts of Nature, afcending from the lower to the higher; with digreffions arifing from * 

. the fubjedt. Its influence on inanimate matter, on vegetabics, on brute animals, and, laft, on 
man ; concluding with a diffuafive from the wild and irregular paffion of love, oppofed to that of 


a pure and happy kind. 


Come, gentle Spring, ethereal smildnefs, come, 
And from the bofom of yon dropping cloud, 
‘While mulic wakes around, yeild in a fhower 
Of thadowing rofes, on our plains defcend. 
O Hertford, fitted or to thine in courts 
With unaffected grace, or walk the plain 
‘With innocence and meditation join’d 
In foft affemblage, liften to my fong, . 
‘Which thy own feafon paints; when nature all 
Is blooming and benevolent, like thee. 
And fee where furly Winter paffes off, 
Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blatts: 
His blafls obcy, and quit the howling hill, 
‘The fhatter’d foreft, and the ravag’d vale 5 
While fofter gales fucce:d, at whofe kind touch, 
Diffolving fuows in livid torrents loft, 
‘The mountains | gfeen heads to the fky. 
As yet the trgnbling ycar is unconfirm’d, 
And Winter fat eve refumes the breeze, 
‘Chills the palymorn, and bids his driving fleets 
Deform the uty delighticfs: fo that fearce 
‘The bittern knows‘his time, with bill inguipht 
‘To fhake the founding marth ; or from the shore 
The plovers when to fcatter o’er the heath, 
And fing thair wild notes to the liftening wafte. 
At ied from Arics rolls the bounteous fun, 
And the bright bull receives him. -'Th. 1 no more 
Th’ expanfive atmofphere is cramm’d with cold ; 
But full of life and vivifying foul, {thin, 
Lifts the light clouds {ublime, and fpreads them 
Fleecy and white, o'er all-furrounding heaven. 
Forth fly the tepid airs; and unconfin’d, 
Unbinding carth, the moving fofinefs ftrays. 


J SRRU, th’ impatient bufbandinan perceives 











Relenting nature, and his lufty fteers Yplough, 
Drives from their ftalls, to where the well-us'd 
Lies in the furrow, loofen’d from the froft. 
There, unrefufing, to the harnefs’d yoke 
They lend their fhoulder, and begin their toil, 
Cheer’d by the fimple fong and foaring lark. 
Meanwhile, incumbent o’er the fhining fhare 
‘The matter leans, removes the obftructing clay, 
Winds the whole work,and fidelong lays the gl-be. 
White through the neyhbouring field the iower 
ftaiks, Bi ‘ 
With meafur'd ftep, and liberal throWs the grain 
Into the faithful bofom of the ground: 
The harrow follows harih, and fhuts the fcenes 
Be gracious, Heaven! for now laborious man 
Has done his part. Ye foftering breezes, blow! 
Ye foftening dews ye tender showers, defcend! 
And temper all, thou world-reviving fun, 
Into the perfect year! Nor ye who live 
In luxury and eafe, in pomp and pride, ~ 
Think thefe loft themes unworthy of your ear: 
Sugh themes as thefe the rura/ Maro fung. 
Tewide imperial Rome, in the full height ; 
Of elegance and taflc, by Greece refin’d. 
In gncient times, the facred plough employ’d 
‘The kings, and awful fathers of mankind: 
Anifome, with whom compar’d your infed-trib © 
‘Ary but the beings of a fummer’s day, 
Hate held the fcale of empire, rul'd the ftorm 
Of .nighty war, then, with unwearied hand, 
Difqaining little delicacies, feiz'd- 
The plough, and greatly independent liv’d. 
¥ + generous Britons, yenerate the plough 5 
Anip'er your hills, and long withdrawing vales, 
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Let Autumn fpread his treafuresto the fun, 
Luxurient and unboundedw asthe fea, - 
Far through his azure turbulent domain, 
Your empire owns, and from a thoufand fhorts . - 
‘Wafts all the pomp of life into your ports; 
So with fuperior boon may your rich foil, 
Exuberant, Nature’s better bleflings pour 
O’er every land; the naked nations clothe, 
And be th’ exhauftlefs granary of a world! 
Nor only through the lenient air, this change, 
Delicions, breathes; the perietrative fun 
His force deep-darting to the dark retreat 
Of vegetation, fets the fteaming power 
At large, to wander o’er the verdant earth, 
In various hues; but chiefly thee, gay green! 
Thou fmiling nature’s univerfal robe ! 
United light and fhade! where the fight dwells 
With growing ftrength, and ever-new delight. 
From the moift meadow to the wither'd hill, 
Led by the breeze, the vivid verdure runs, 
“And {wells and deepens, to the cherith'd eye. 
‘The hawthorn whitens; and the juicy groves 
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees, 
"ill the whole leafy forett Gands dilplay’a 
In full luxuriance to the fighing gales; 
Where the deer ruftie through the twining, brake, 
cod the birds fing conceal’d. At once array'd 
Tn all the colour: of the flathing year, 
By nature’s (wiit and fecret-working hand, 
. he garden glows, and fills the liberal air 
With lavifh fraztance ; while the promis’d fruit 
Lies yet a little embryo, upercciv'd, 
‘Within its crimfon folds. Now from the town 
Buricd in finoke, and fleep, and noifome camps, 
Olt Iot me wander o'er the dewy fields, [drops 
Where frethnc(s breathes, and dafh the trembling 
From the bent bufh, as through the verdant maze 
OF fweet-briar hedges I purfue my walk ; 
Or tafte the tmell of daitys or afcend 
Some eminence, Auguita, in thy plains, 
And fee che country, far diffus’d around, 
Onc bourdiefs blush, one white empurpled fhower 
©f mingled blofioms; wi.ere the raptur'd eye 
Hurri-s from joy to joy, and, hid beneath 
"The fair protiiion, yellow Autanin {pies. 
i, brush’d from’ Ruffian wilds, a cutting gale 
Rife not, and featter from his humid wings 
"Che clammy mild: w; or, drv-blowing, breathe 
UDatimely frofl ; before whote baleful bla 
‘The full-blown Spring through ali her foliage 
. fhrinks, 
Joylefs and dead, 4 wide-dejected watte. 
For, oft engender’d by the'hazy north, 
Myriads on myriads, infe@ armies walt i 
Keen in thy poifon'd breeze ; and watteful eat,~ 
‘Through bnds and bark, into the blacken’d core, 
‘Their eager way. A fceble race! yet oft 3 
‘The facred fons of vengeance: on whofe courfe 
Corrofive famine waits, and kills the year. : 
‘To check this plague the fkilful farmer chaff, § 
And blazing ftraw before his orchard burns ; 
‘Till, all involv’d in fmoke, the latent fee 
From every cranny fuffocated falls : - 
- Or fcatters o’er the blooms the pungent duit /.. 
Of pepper, fatal to the frofty tribe: 
Or, when th’ envenom’d leaf begins to curl, 
With fprinkled water drowns them in their nef ; 
Wer, while they pick them up with bufy bill, — 
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The little trooping birds unwifely feares. 7 
Be patient, {wains, thefe cruel feeming winds . 
Blow not in vain, For hence they keep reprets'd 
Thofe deepening clouds on clouds, furcharg’d with’ 
‘That, o’er the vaft Atlantic hither borne, [rain, 
Jn endlefs train, would quench the fummer-blaze, 
And, cheerlefs, drown the crude unripened year, 
"The north-catt fpends his rage ; he now fhut up 
in his fron cave, th’ effufive fouth . 
Warns the wide air, and o’er the void of heaven 
Breathes the big clouds with vernal thowers dif | 
At firit a duiky wreati: they feem to rife, [tent. 
Scarce ftaining ether ; tnt by fwift degrees, 
in heaps on heaps, the doubling vapour fails 
Along the loaded fy, and mingled deep 
Sits on th’ horizon round a fettled gloom ¢ 
Not fuch as wintvy ftorms, on mortals fhed, 
Oppreffing life: but lovely, gentle, kind, 
And full of every hope and every joy, 
‘The wih of nature. Gradual finks the breeze’ 
Into a perfc& calm, that not a breath 
Is heard to quiver through the clofing woods; 
Or roftling turn the many twinkling leaves 
OF afpin tall. ‘Th’ uncurling floods, diffus’d 
In glaffy breadth, feem through delufive lapfe 
Forgetful of their courfe. *Tis filence all, 
And pleafing expe@tation. Herds and flocks 
Drop the dry fprig, and mute-imploring eye 
The falling verdare. Tauth’d in thort {ufpenfe, 
The plumy people ftreak their wings with off, 
To throw the lucid moifture trickling offs = 
And wait th’ approachitig fign to ftrike, at oncey: 
Into the genceal. choir, Ev’n mountains, vales, . 
And foreits feem, inpatient, to demand 
‘The promis'd fiveetnefs. Man fuperior walks 
Amid the glad creation, mufing praife, 
And looking lively gratitude. At laft, 
The clouds confign their treafures to the fields; 
And, foftly fhaking on the dimpled pool 
Prelafive drops, let all their moifture flow, 
In large effufion, o'er the frefhen’d world. - 
‘The ftealing shower is fearce to patter heard, 
By fuch as wander through the foreft walks, 
Beneath th’ umbrageous multitude of leaves. 
But who can hold the fhade, while Heaven de» 
In univerfal bounty thedding herbs, [fcends 
And fruits and flowers, on nature’s ample lap? 
Swift fancy fir’d anticipates their growth 5 
And, while the milky autriment diftils, 
Beholds the kindling counemmcglour round. . 
‘Thus all day long the full-dit Agded clouds 
Indulge their genial ftores, anc \well-fhower'd 
Is deep-enrich'd with vegetable life} [earth 
Till, in the weftern fky, the downy axd fun 
Looks out, effulgent, from an‘fd the flufh oy 
Of broken clouds, gay-fhiftin- tohis beam. © - 
‘The rapid radiance inftantaneous ftrikes 
“L'b’ illumin’d mountain, through the forest ftreamay 
Shakes on the floods, and in a yellow mift, 
Far finoking o’er the interminable plain, 
In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems. 
Moift, bright, and grecn, the landfcape laughs 
around, 2 
Full fwell the woods; their very mufic wakes, 
Mist in wild concert with the warbling brook 
Increas’d, the diftant bleatings of the hil's, 
And hollow lows refponiive from the vales, 
Whence blending all the fweeten’d zephyr fprfigt, 








SPRING. - es) 





“Meantime refra@ed from yon eaftern cloud, fn confonance. Such were thofe pritne of days. 
Beltriding earth, the grand ethereal bow But now thofe white unblemifh’d muaanerdy 
Shoots up immenie; and every hue unfolds, : whence We WS y : 

In fair proportion running from the red, The fabling poets took their golden age, 

"To where the violet fades into the fky. Are found no more amid thefe iron times, 

Here, awful Newton, the dilfolving clouds ‘Thefe dregs of life! Now the diftemper’d mind 
, Form, fronting on the fun, thy fhowery prifm; Has loft chat concord of Harmonious powers, ~ 

nd to the fare inftructed eye unfold ‘Which forms the foul of happinelz, and ali 
‘The various twine of light, by that difelos’d Is off the poife wichin: the pa‘lions all 


From the white mingling maze. Not fo the boy; | Have burtt their bounds; and reafon, half extinétj: 
He wondering views the bright enchantmenrbend, | Cr impotent, or elfe approving. fees 


Delivhtful, o’er the radiant ficlds, and runs ‘The foul diforder. Senfelefs, and deform’d, 
To zatch the falling glory ; but amaz’d Convulfive anger ftorms at large ; or pale, 
Beholds th’ amufive arch beiore him fly, And filent, feztles into full revenge. 

Then vanifh quite away. Still night fucceeds, Bafe envy withers at anozher’s joy, iss 
And foften’d fhade, and faturated earth ~ And hates that excellence it cannot reach. 
‘Awaits the morning-beam, to give to light, Defponding fear, of feeble fancies full, 
Rais'd through ten thoufand different platic tubes, | Weak and unmunly, loofens every power, 
‘The balmy teeafures of the former day. Ev’n love itfelf is bitternefs of foul, : 


"Then foring the living herbs, profutely wild, | A penfive anguifh pining at the heart ; 
Q'er alt the deep-green earth, beyond the power | Or, funk to fordid iutereft, feels no more 





OF botanifts to number up their eribes : . ‘That noble wifh, that never-cloy’d defire, 

‘Whether he fteals along the lonely dale, ft Which, felfith joy difdaining, feeks alone 

In filent fearch ; or through the foreft, rank To blefs the dearer object of its fame. 

With what the dull incurious weeds account, Hope fickens withNextravagance ; and grief, 

Burtts his blind way, or climbs the mountain rock, } Of life impatient, into madnefs fweils; 

Fir'd by the nodding verdure of its brow. Dr in dead filence waftes the weeping hours. 

With fuch a liberal Gand has nature flung Thefe, and a thoufand mixt emotions more, 

"Their feeds abroad, blown them about in winds, | From ever-changing views of good and ill, 

Annumerous mixt them with the nurfing mold, _Form’d infinitely various, vex the mind Fen 

The moifteniny current, and prolific rain. With endiefs ftorm: whence, deeply ranklings 
Bur who their virtues can declare? who pierce, | The partial thou, ht, a liftifs unconcern, [grows 

Wich vifion pure, into thefe fecret ftores, Cold, and averting from our neighbour's good ; 

Of health, and life, and joy? The food of man, Then dark difguft, and hatred, winding wiles, 

‘While yet he liv'd in innocence, and told Coward deceit, and rufiian violence ; 

A length of golden years; unflefh’d in blood, - At left, extiné each focial feeling, fell 

A ftranger to the favage arts of life, And joylefs inhumanity pervades 

Death, rapine, carnage, furfeit, and difeafe 5 And petrifies the heart... Nature difturb’h . 

"The lord, and not the tyrant, of the world... 1s deem'd vindittive to have chang’d her coutfe. 
The firtt frefh dawn then wak’d the gladden’d Hence, in old dufky time, a deluge came: 

Of uncorrupted man, nor bluth’d to fee {race | When the deep-cleft difparting orb, that arch’d 

‘The fluggard fleep beneath its facred beam: ‘The central waters round, impetuous rufh’d, 

For theif light flumbers gently fum'd away 5 With univérfal burft, into the culf, 3 . 

And up they rofe as vigorous as the fun, And o’er the high-pil'd hills of fraétur’d earch? 


Or to the culture of the willing glebe, ns Wide dafh'd the waves, in undulation vaft 5 
Or to the cheerful tendance of the flock. [fport, } ‘1'ilJ, from the centre to the itreamig clouds, 
‘Meantime the fong went. round; and dance and | A fhorelefs ocean tumbled round the globe. 
Wifdom and friendly talk, fucceflive, Role The Seafons fince have, with feyercr fway, 
‘Their hours away; while in the rofy vale Opprefs'd a broken world: the Winter keen. - 
“dove breath’d his iafant fiyhs, from angaith frée, | Shook forth bis wafte of fhows; and Summer fhot 
‘And full repletew blife 5 fave the fweet pain, | His peftilential heats, Great Spring, before, 





‘That, inly thr, , but exalts it mare. Green’d all the year; and fruits and bloffoms’ 
Nor yet injuus a&, nor furly deed, blufh’d, aah oe : 
_"Was known Among thofe happy fons of heaven’; | In fociat fweetnefs, on the felf-fame bough. 
For reafon and benevolence were law. Puré was the temperate air; and even calm 
‘sHarmonious nature too look’d imiling of. Perpetual reign’d, faye what the zephyrs bland 
Clear fhone the fkies, cool’d with eternal gales, Breath’d o’er the blue expanfe; for then nof 
And baliny fpirit all’ The youthful fun ftoms : = 
Shot his beft rays, and ftill the gracious clouds | Were taught to blow, nor hurricanes to rage; 


‘Dropp'd fatnefs down; as o’er the fwelling mead, | Sound flept the.waters; no fulphureous glooms, \ 
‘The herds and flocks, commixing, play’d fecure, Swell’d in the fky, and fent the lightning forth ;' 


‘This when, emergent from the gloomy wooed, While fickly damps, and cold autumnal fogs, . 
“Phe glaring lion faw, hie horrid heart . _ | Hang not, relaxing, on the fprings of life. 
‘Was mecken’d, and he join’d hie fallen joy. |. But iow, of turbid elements the port, . ~ 

» For mufic held the whole in perfect peace = Froin clear to cloudy toft, from hot to cold,', 
Sigh’d the flute; the tender voice was heard, And dry to moift, with inward-eating change, . » , 


‘Warbling the varied heart ; the wood!ands round | Our drooping days are dwindled down to nonght 
Apply’d their quire j and winds agd waters dow'd ' Their perioe fgith’d ee well begun.’ 
> i; : 








id : 
+ And yet the wholefome herb neglected dies; 
‘Though with the pure exhilarating foul 
Of nutriment and health, and vital powers, 
Beyond the fearch of art, ’tis copious bleit. 
For, with hot ravine fir'd, enfanguin'’d man « 
Is now become the lion of the plain, 
‘And worfe. ‘The wolf, who from the nightly fold 
Fierce drags the bleating prey, ne’er drank her 
milk, 
Nor wore her warming fleece : nor has the fteer, 
‘At whofe ftrony, cheit the deadly tiger hangs, 


E’er plouzh’d for him. ‘They too aretemper'd high, 


‘With hunger tung and wild necefiity, 

Nor lod.es pity in th ir thagey breaft. 

But man, whom Nature form’d of milder clay, 
With every kind emotion in his heart, 

And taught alone to weep ; while from her lap 
She pours ten thoufund delicacies, herbs, 

And fruits, us numerous as the drops of rain 

Or beams that gave them birth: fhall he, fair form ! 
“Who wears fweet fmiles, and looks creét on hea~ 
F’er ftoop to mingle with the prowling herd, [ven, 
‘And dip his tongue in gore? ‘The beail of prey, 
Blood-{iain’d, deferves to bleed: but you, ye flocks, 
What have ye done; ye peaceful people, what, 
‘To merit death? you, who have given us milk 

‘In lafcious ftreams, and Jent us your own coat 
Againft the Winter's cold? And the plain ox, 
‘That harmlefs, honeft, guilelefs animal, 

In what has he offended? he, whofe toil, 

Patient and ever ready, clothes the land 

‘With all the pomp of harveft: fhall he bleed, 
And ftruggling groan bencath the cruel hands, 
Ev'n of the clown he feeds? and that, perhaps, 
‘To fwell the riot of ‘th’ autumnal feat, . 
‘Won by his labour? Thus the fecling heart 
‘Would tenderly fuggeft : but ’tis enough, , 

An this late age, adventurous to have touch’d 
Light on the numbers of the Samian fage. 

High Heaven forbids the bold prefumptuous ftrain, 
Whote wifeft will hie fix’d us in a flate 

‘That muft not yet to pure perfection rife. 

Now when the firft foul torrent of the brooks, 
Swell’d with the vernal rains, is ebb’d away, 
And, whitening, down their mofly tinctur’d ftream 
Defcends the billowy foam : now is the time, 
‘While yet the dark brown water aids the guile, 
‘To tempt the trout. The well-diffembled fly, 
‘The rod fine-tapering with elaftic {pring, 
Snatch’d from the hoary {teed the floating line, 
And ail thy fender wat’ry ftores prepare. 

But let not on thy hook the tortur’d worm, 
Covvulfive, twit in agonizing folds ; 
‘Which, by rapacious hunger fwallow'd deep. 
Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breait 
Of the weak helplefs ancomplaining wretch, 
Harish pain, and horror to the tender hand, 

When with his lively ray the potent fun 
Has pierc'd the ftreams, and rous’d the finny race, 
"Then illaing cheerful, to thy {port repair; 

Chief ould the weftern breezes curling play, 
And light o’er ether bear the thadowy clouds, 
High to their fount, this day, amid the hills 

“And woodlands warbling round, trace up the 

brooks ; 

‘The next, purfue their rocky-channel’d maze, 
Down to the river, in whofe ample wave 

‘Their little Naiads love to fport at large. 
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Jit in the dubious point, where with the pool 

Ts mix’d the trembling ftream, or where it boils 
Around the ftone, or from the hollow'd bank, ‘ 
Reverted plays in undulating flow, 

‘There throw, nice-judging, the delufive Ay ¢ 
And as you fead it round in artful curve, 

With eye attentive mark the fpringing game. 
Strait as above the furface of the food af 
‘They wanton rife, or urg’d by hunger leap, 
‘Then fix, with gentle twitch, the barbed hook: 
Some lightly tofling to the grafly bank, 7 
Andto the thelving fhore, flow dragzing fame, ” 
With various hand proportion’d to their force. 

If yet too young, and eafily deceiv'd, : 

A worthleis prey fcarce bends your pliant rod, 
Him, pitious of his youth and the fhort {pace 
He has enjoy’d the vital light of heaven, 

Soft difengage, and back itito the ftream 

The fpeckled captive throw. But fhould you lure’, 
From his dark haunt, beneath the tangled roots 
OF pendent trees, the monarch of the bréok, 
Behoves you then to ply your fineft art. cS 
Long time he, following cautious, feans the fly 5 
And oft attempts to feize it, but as oft 

The dimpled water {peaks his jealous fear. 

At laft, while haply o’er the fhaded fun 

Pafles a cloud, he defperate takes the death, 
With fullen plunge. At once he darts along, * 
Deep-ftruck, and runs eut all the lengthen’d line: 
‘Then feeks the fartheft ooze, the theltering weed, 
‘The cavern’d bank, his old fecure abode ; 2 
And flies aloft, and flounces round the pool; 
Indignant of the guile. With yiclding hand, 
‘That feels him ftill, yet to his furious courfe, 
Gives way, you, now retiring, following now, 
Acrofs the flream, exhautt his idle ra; 


cf 
“Till floating broad upon his breathlefe fide, 


And to his fate abandon’d, to the {hore 

You gaily drag your unrefifting prize. : 

‘Thus pafs the temperate hours: but when the fun 

Shakes from his noon-day throne the fcattering 

clouds, i 

Ev'n fhooting lifttefs langourthrough the deeps: 

‘Then feek the bank where flowering elders crowd, 

Where fcatter’d wild the lily of the vale 

Its balmy effence breathes, where cowflips hang 

‘The dewy head, where purple violets lurk, 

With all the lowly children of the fhade ; 

Or lie reclin’d beneath yon fpreading ath, 

Hang o’er the fteep; whence, borne on liquid wing 

"Vhe founding culver thodtses= where the hawk, 

High, in the beetling cliff, his acy builds. 

There let the clafiic page thy fancy lead 

‘Through rural fcencs; fuch as the Mantuan fwain 

Paints in the matchleis harmony of fong. 

Or catch thyfelf the landtkip, gliding fwift 

Athwart imagination’s vivid eye: 

Or by the vocal woods and waters lull’dy 

And loft in lonely mufing, in the dream, 

Confus’d, of carelefs folitude, where mix 

‘Ten thoufand wandering images of things, 

Soothe every gutt of paffion into peace; 

All bur the fvellings of the foften’d heart, 

‘That waken, not ditturb, the tranquil mind, 
Behold yon breathing ‘profpeé bids the Mufe, 

Throw all her beauty forth. But who can paing 

Like Nature? Can imagination boait. : 

Amid its gay creation, hues like here? - 
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yOr can it mix them with that matchlefs kill, 
Na lofe them in each other, as appears 

'n every bud that blows? ff fancy then 

Unequal fails beneath the pleafing tafk, 

Ah, what fhall language do? ah, where find words 

‘Ying’d with fo many colours; and whofe power, 
“Sa life approaching, may perfume my lays 

With that fine oil, thofe aromatic gales 

‘That inevhauftive flow continual round ? 

Yet, though fuccefslefs, will the to delight. 
Come then, GS virgins and ye youths, whole hearts 
‘dave felt the raptures of refining love ; 

And thou, Amanda, come, pride of my fong ! 
Form’d by the Graces, loveliness itfelf | 

Come with thofe downcak eyes, fedate and fweet, 
‘Thofe looks demure, that deeply pierce the foul, 
Where, with the light of thoughtful reafon mix'd, 
Shines lively fancy and the feeling heart : 

O come! and while the rofy-footed May 

Steals blufhing on, together let us tread 

‘The morning dewas, and gather in their prise 
¥Frefh-blooming flowers, to grace thy braided hair, 
And thy lov’ Sofom that improves their fweets. 

See where the winding vale its lavifh ftores, 
Trriguous, fpreads. See, how the lily drinks 
"Phe latent rill, fearce oozing through the graf, 
OF growth Insuriant 5 or the humid bank, 

In fair profufion, decks, Long let us walk, 
Where the breeze blows from yon extended field 
Of bloffom’d beans. Arabia cannot hoatt 
A fuller gale of joy, than, liberal, thence foul. 
Breathes through the fente, and takes the ravilh’d 
Nor is the mead unworthy of tiry foot, 
Full of freth verdure, and unnumber’d flowers, 
‘The negligence of Nature, wide, and wild ; 
‘Where, undifguis’d by mimic art, fhe fpreads 
Unbounded beauty to the rpving eye. 
ery their delicious tafk the fervent bees, 
In {warming millions, tend; around, athwart, 
Through the tefr air, the bufy nations fly, 
Cling to the bud, and, with inferted tube, 
Sack its pure cflence, its ethereal foul ; 
And oft, with bolder wing, they f dare 
‘The purple heath, or where the wild thyme vrows, 
And yellow load them with the luf fpoil, 
At length the finifh’d garden to the view 
its viftas opens, and its alleys green,, 
Snatch’d through the verdant maze, the hurried 
Diftracted wanders; now the bowery walk [eye 
Of covert clofe, where fearce a {peck of day 
Falls on the lengthenG gloom, protracted fweeps: 
‘Now meets the byfaing tky; the river now 
Dimpled along, Abe breezy ruflled izke, 
‘The forett darkyning round, the glittering fpire, 
‘Th’ ethereal mountain, and the diftant main. 
But why fo far excurfive? when at hand, 
Along thefe blufhing borders, bright with dew, 
And in yon mingled wildernefs of fowe 
Fair-handed Spring unbofoms every gra 
‘Throws out the fnowedrop. and the crocus firft ; 
The daity, primrote, violet darkly blue, 
And polyanthes of unnumbér’d dyes 5 
The yellow wail-flower, faie’d with iron: 
And lavifh flock that feents the pu 
From the foft wing of vernal bre: 
A\ncmonies; auriculas, enrich'd 
‘With fhinning meal o’er all t velvet leaves; 
And “ulJ ranunculas of glowing red, 
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Then comes the tulip-race, where ‘beauty plays 
Her idle freaks; from family diffus’d 
‘To family, as flies the father-duft, 
‘The varied colours run ; and, while they éreat 
On the charm’d eye th’ exulting florift marks, 
With fecret pride, the wonders of his hand. 
No gradual bloom is wanting; from the bud, 
Firft-born of Spring, to Summer’s mufky tribéss 
Nor hyacinths, of pureft virgin white, 
Low bent, and blufhing inward ; nor jonquils 
Of potent fragrance ; nor narcifius fair,; 
4s o’er the fabled fountain hanging fill; 
Nor broad carnations, nor gay-{potted pinks 5 
Nor, shower’d from every bath, the damatk-rofey 
Infinite numbers, delicacies, fells, ° 
‘With hues on hues expreffion cannot paint, 
‘The breath of nature, and her egdlefs bloom. 
Hail, Source of Being ! Univerfal foul 
Of heaven and earth! Effential Prefence, hail! 
‘Yo'lhee 1 bend the knee; to Thee my thoughts, ° 
Continual, climb; who, with a mafter-hand, ~ . 
Hatt the great whole into perfection touch’d. 
By ‘Thee the various vegetative tribes, 
Wrapt ina filmy net, and clad with leaves, 
Draw the live ether, and imbibe the dew: 
By ‘Ihee.difpos’d into congenial foils, 
Stands cach attra@ive plant, and fucks, and fwell¢ 
The juicy tide ; a twining mafs of tubes. - 
At Thy command the vernal fun awakes 
‘The torpid fap, detraded to the root 
By wintery winds; that now in fluent dance, 
ively fermentation, mounting, {preads 
mnumecreus-colour’d feene of things. 
As rifling from the vegetable world 
My theme afcends, with equal wing afcend, 
My panting mufe; and hark, how the woods 
Invite you forth in all your gayeft trim. 
Lend me your fong, ye nightingoles! oh! pour 
‘The mazy-running foul of melody 
Into my varied verfe! while I deduce, 
From the firft note the hollow cuckoo fings, 
‘The fymphony of Spring, and touch a theme 
Unknown to fame, the paffion of the groves. 
When firft the foul of love is fent abroad, 
Warm through the vital air, and on the heart 
Harmonious feizes, the gay troops begin, 
In gallant thought to plume the painted wing ; 
And try again the long-forgotten ftrain, 
At firft faint-warbled. But no fooner grows 
"lhe foft infufion prevalent and wide, 
‘Than, all alive, at once their joy o’crflows 
In mafic unconfin’d. Up-fprings the lark, 
Shrill-voic'd, and loud, the Ineflenper of morns 
Ere yet the thadows fly, he mounted fings 
Amid the dawning clouds, and from their haunts 
Calls up the tuneful vations, Every copfe 
Deep-tangled, tree irregular, and bufh 
Bending with dewy moifture, o'er the heads 
Of the coy quirifters that lodge within, 
Are predigal ef harmony. The thruth 
And weod-iark, o'er the kind-contending throng 
Superior heard, run through th> fweeteft length 
when hitening Philomela deigns ~ 
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Pour’d out profufely, filent. Join’d to thefe 
Innumerous fonptters, in the frethening thade 
Of new-fprung ‘eaves, their modulations mix 
MMellifiuous... ‘The jay, the rook, the daw, 
And each harfh pipe, difcordant heard alone, 
Aid thefull concert: while the ftock-dove breathes 
A melancholy murmur through the whole. 
«Tis loyg creates their melody, and all 
‘This wafte of mufic is the voice of love ; 
“‘Thap év’n to birds, and. beafts, the tender arts 
‘Of pleating teaches. Hence the glofly kind 
‘Try every winning way inventive love 
Can dictate, and in courtfhip to their mates 
Pour forth their litde fouls. Firft, wide around, 
“With diftant awe, in airy rings they rove, 
Endeavouring by a thoufand tricks to catch 
‘The cunning, concious, half-averted glance 
Of their regardlefs charmer. Should fhe feem 
Softening the leaft approvance to beftow, 
"Their calours burnithe and, by hope infpir'd 
"They brifk advance ; then, on a fudden ftruck, 
Retire diforder’d; then again approach; 
In fond rotation {pread the fpotted wing, 
And shiver every feather with defire, 
Connubjal leagues agreed, to the deep woods 
‘They hafte away, all as their fahey leas, 
Pleafure, or food, or fecret fafety prompts; 
"That nature’s great command may be obey’d: 
Nor ail the fweet fcnfations they perceive 
Thdulg’d in vain. Some to the holly-hedge 
Neftling repair, and to the thicket fome ; 
Some to the rude protedtion of the thorn 
Commit their feeble offspring: the cleft tree 
Offers its kind concealment to a few, 
"Their food its infects, and its mofs their nefts. 
Others apart far in the grafly dale, 
Or roughening wafte, their humble texture weave. 
But moft in woodland folitudes delight, 
In unfrequented gicoms, or fhuggy banks, 
Steep, and divided by a*babbiing brook, 
Whofe murmurs foothe then: all the live-long day, 
‘When by kind duty fix’d. Among the roots 
Of hazel, pendent o’er the plaintive ftream, 
‘They frame the firft foundation of their domes: 
Dry fprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid, 
And bound with clay together. Now ‘tis nought 
But reftlefs hurry through the bufy air, 
Beat by unnumber’d wings. The fwallow fweeps 
The flimy pool, to build his hanging houfe 
Intent. And often, from the carelefs back 
Of herds and flocks a thoufand tugging bills 
Pluck hair and wool; and oft, when unobferv’d, 
Steal from the barn a ftraw:: till foft and warm, 
Clean, and complete, their habitation grows. 
As thus the patient dam afduons fits, 
Not to be tempted from her tender tafk, 
Or by fharp hunger, or by fmooth delight, 
Though the whole loolen'd Spring around her blows. 
‘Her {ympathizing lover takes his ftand 
High on th’ opponent bank, and ceafelefs fings 
‘The tedious time away : or elfe fupplies 
‘Her place a moment, while fhe fudden fits 
"Fo pick the {canty meal. Th’ appointed time 
‘With pious toil fulfi’'d, the callow young, 
‘Warm’'d and expanded into perfec life, 
Their brittle bondage break, and come to light, 
A helplefs family, demanding food 
‘With conftant clamour: O what paffions then, 
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What melting fentiments of kindly care, 

On the new parents feize! Away they fly 
Affcionate, and undefiring bear 

The mott delicious morfel to their young ; 

Which equally diftributed, again 

The fearch begins. Ev’n fo a gentle pair, 

By fortune funk, but form’d of gencrous mould 
And charm’d with cares beyond the vulgar batt, 
In fome Jone cot amid the ditant woods, * " 
Suftain’d alone by providential heaven - 

Oft, as they weeping eye their infast train, 
Check their own appetites, and give them alle 

Nor toil alone they fcorn: exalting love, 

By the great Father of the Spring infpir’d, 

Gives inftant courage to the fearful race, 

And to the imple art. With ftealthy wing, 
Should fome rude foot their woody haunts moleft, 
Amid a neighbouring buth they filent drop, 

And whirring thence, as if alarm’d, deceive 

Th’ unfeeling {chool-boy. Hence, around the head 
Of wandering fwain, the white wing’d plover wheels 
Her founding flight, and then direétly on 

In long excurfion fkims the level lawn, _ [hence, 
‘Yo tempt him from her neft. The wild-duck, 
O’er the rough mofs, and o’er the tracklefs wafte 
‘The heath-hen flutters, pious fraud! to lead 

The hot purfuing {panicl far aftray. 

Be not the mafe afham’d, here to bemoam 
Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant man 
Inhuman caught, and in the narrow cage 
From liberty sont 4 a a eer day 
Dull are the pretty ves, their plumage ; 
Ragged, and all ite brightning luftré-oft ; 

Nor is that fprightly wildnefs in their notes. 
Which, clear and vigorous, warbles from the beech. 
O then, ye friends of love and love-taughe fong, 
Spare the foft tribes, this barbarous art forbear; 

If on your bofom innocence can win, 

Mufic engage, or piety perfuade. 

But let not chil the nightingale lament 
Her ruin’d care, too delicately fram’d 
To brook the harfh confinement of the cage. 

Oft when, returning with her loaded bill, 
‘Th’ aftonith’d mother fings a vacant neft, 

By the hard hand of unrefenting clowns 
Robb'd, to the ground the vain provifion falls; 
Her pinions rillls, and, low-drecping, fearce 
Can Iscar the mourner to the poplar ‘hade 5 
Where, all abandon’d to defpair, the fin, 

ex forrows through the night; and, on the bough, 
Sole-fitting, ftill at every @ying fall 
Takes up again her lamentable ftrain 
Of winding woe; till, wide around, the woods 
Sigh to her fong, and with her wail refound. 

‘But now the feather’d youth thzif former bounds, 
Ardent, difdain; and, weighing oft their wings, 
Demand the free poffeffion of the fky: 

"This one glad office more, and then diffolves 

Parental Jove at once, now acediels grown. 

Unlavifh’d wifdom never works in vain. 

"Tis on fome evening, funay, grateful, mild, . 

When nought but balm is breathing through the 
woods, 

‘With yellow luftre bright, that the new tribes 

Vifit the {pacious heavens, and look abroad 

On nature's common far as they can fee, 

Or wing, their range and paiture. O’er the boughs’ 

Dancing about, ftill at the giddy verge: 
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Race relottion faits; their piniiosis ftill, 

a} Safe libration ftrétch'd, to truft the void ~ 
Trimbfing refufe: till down before them fly 
The parent-guides, and chid:, exhort, command, 
Or puth them off.” ‘The furgicg air receives - 


its plumy burden; and their flf-taught wings 
Pp be zs ig 


Wo-ngw the waving element. On ground 

Alight, bolder up~gain they lead, 

Farther 

‘Till, vanit ry fear, ard every power 

Rous’d into life‘and a@tion, light in air 

‘Vn’ acquitted parents fee their foaring race; 

And once rejoicing never know them more. 
High from the fammit of a cragwty cliff, 

Hung o’er the deep, fuch as ai g frowns - 

On utmoft * Kilda’s hore, whoie lonely race 

Refign the fetting fun to Indian worlds, 

‘The royal eagle draws his vigorous young, 

Strong-pounc’d, and ardent with paternal fire. 

Now fic to raife a kingdom of their own, 

He drives them from his fort, the towering feat, 

For ages of his empire; which, in peace, 

Unftain’d he holds, while many a league to fea 

He wings his courfe, and preys in diftant ies, 
Shouid J my fteps turn to the rural feat, 

Whofe lofty elms, and venerable oaks, 

Invite tht rook, wlio high amid the boughs, - 

In early Spring, bis airy city builds, 

And ceafelefs caws anvufive; there, well-pleas'd, 

J might the various policy farvey 

Of the mixt houichold kind. "The careful hen 

Cuils all her chirping family around, 

Fed and defended by the feartefs cock; 



















‘Whofe breaft with ardour flames, as on he walks, 


Graceful and crows defiance. In the pond, 
‘The finely-chequer’d duck, before her train, 
Rows garrulous, ‘The ftately-lailing fwan 
Gives out his fhowy plumage to the gale ; 
And, arching proud his neck, with oary feet 
Bears forward fierce, and guards his ofier-ifle, 
Protective of his young. The turkey nigh, 
Loud threatering reddens; while the 
His every-colour'd glory to the fun, 
And fwims in radiant majefty along. 
O’er the whole homely fecne, the cooing dove 
Flies thick in amorous chafe, aud wanton rolls 
The glancing eye, and turfs the changeful neck. 
While thus the gentle tenants of the fhade 

Thdulge their purer loves, the rougher world 

Of brutes, below, ruth furiots into flame, 

And fierce dofire. THrough all his lufty veins 
‘The bull, deep-fcarch’d, the raging paflion feels, 
Of pafture fick, and siegligent of food, 

Scarce feen, he wades among the yellow broom, 
‘While o’er his ample fide the rambling {prays 
Luxuriant fhoot j or through the mazy wodd 
"Dejected wanders, nor th’ enticing bud 

Crops, though it preffes on his carelefs fenfe. 
And oft, in jealous maddening fancy wrapt, 

He fecks the fight ; and, idly-butting, feigns 
His rival gor'd in every knotty trunk. 

Him fhould he meet, the bellowing war begins: 
‘Their eyes flafh fury; to the hollow’d earth: 
‘Whence the fand flies, they mutter bloody deeds, 
7d, groaning deep, th’ impetuous battle mix = 
“While the fair heifer, balmy breathing, near, 

: ’ 
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Stands kindling up theit ragé. The trembling fteed, 
With this hot impulfe feiz’d in every nerve, 

Nor heeds the rein, nor hears the founding thong ¢° 
Blows are not felt; but, tofling high his head, 
‘And by the well-known joy to di@ant plains 
Attraded ftrong, ail wild he burits away; 

O’er rocks, aud woods, and craggy mountains fliest 
And, neighing, on th’ aérial farumit takes 

‘Th’ exciting gale; then, Recp-defcending, cleaves 
The headlong terrents foaming down the hills, 
Ev'n where the madnefs of the ftraiten d fiream 
‘Turns in black eddies round; {uch is the force 
With which his frantic heart and finews fwell. 

. Nor undelighted by the boundlefs Spring 

Are the broad monfters of tlc foaming deep : 
From the deep ooze and gelid cavern rous’d, 

They flounce and tumble in unwieldly joy. 

Dire were the ftrain, and diffonant, to tox : 

‘The cruel rapturgs of the favage kind : : 
How by this flame their native wrath fublim’d, 
"They roam, amid the fury of their heart, 

‘The far-refsunding watte in fiercer bands, . 
And growl their horrid loves. But this the themet. 
T fing, enraptur’d, to the Britifh Fair, 

Forbids, and leads me to the mountain-brow, 
Where fits the fhepherd on the grafly turf, 
Inhaling, healthful, the defcending fan, 

Around him feeds his many-bleating flock, 

Of various cadence ; and his fportive lambs, 

‘his way and that convolv’d, in frifkful glee, 
Their frolicks play. And now the fprightly race 
Tuvites them forth; when fwift, the fignal given, _ 
They ftart away, and fweep tle mafiy mound 
"Chat runs around the hill; th. rampart once 

Of iron war, in ancient barbarous times, ~ 

When difunited Britain ever bled, 

Loft in eternal broil: ere ye the grew 

‘lo this deep-laid indiffoluble ftate, , 
Where wealth and commerce lift their goldenheadas 
And o'er our labours, liberty and law, 

Impartial, watch; the onder of a world! 

What is this wighty breath, ye fages, fay, 

That in a powerful language, felt, not heard, 

Inftructs the fowls of heaven; and through their 
reaft 

Thefe arts of love diffufes? What, but God? 

Infpirng God! who, boundlefs {pirit all, 

And unremitting energy, pervades, 

Adjufts, fuftains, and agitutes the whole. 

fie ceafelefs works alone; and yet alone : 

Seems not te work: with fuch perfection fram’d 

Is this complex {tupendous fcheme of things. 

But, though conceal’d, to every purer eye 

Th’ informing Avthor in his works appears: 

Chief, lovely Spring, in thee, and thy {oft icenes, 

‘The fmiling God is feen ; while water, earth, 

And air, atteft his bounty ; which exalts 

‘The brute creation to this finer thought, 

And annual melts their undefigning hearts: 

Profufcly thus in tendernefs and joy. 

Still let my fong 2 nobler note affume, 
And fing th’ infufive force of Spring on man ;- 
When heaven and earth, as if contending, vie 
To raife his being, and ferene his foul. 

Can he forbear te join the general fmile 

Of nature? Can fierce paffions vex his breaft, 
While every gale is peace, and every grove 

1s melody? Hence! frem the bounteons walke: 
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OF flowing Spring; ye fordid fonsof earth, J ~ 
Hard, and unfeeling of another's wo :! 
Or only lavith to yourfelves; away! 
But come, ye generous minds, in whole wide 
Of all his works, creative bount Burns [thought, 
With warmeft beam ; and on your open front 
And liberal eye, fits, from his dark retreat 
Inviting modeft want. Nor, till invok’d 
Can reftlefs guodnefs wait: your active fearch 
Leaves no cold wintery cornce unexplor’d; 
Like fitent-working heaven, furprifing oft 
"The lonely heart with unexpeéted good. 
For you the roving {pirit of the wind 
Blows Spring abroad; for you the teeming clouds 
Defcend in gladfome plenty o’er the world ; 
‘And the fun theds his kindeft rays for you, 
‘Ye flower of human race! In thefe green days; 
Reviving ficknefs lifts her languid head: 
Tife flows afreth; and young-cy’d health exalts 
“Phe whole creation round, « Contentment walks 
The funny glade, and feels an inward bliss 
Spring o’cr his mind, beyond the power of kings 
‘To purchafe.. Pure ferenity apace 
Tnduces thought, and contemplation fill. 
By fwift degrees the love of nature works, 
And warms the bofom; till at la& fublim’d 
‘To rapture, and enthufiaftic heat, 
‘We feel the prefent Deity, and taite 
‘The joy of God to fee a happy world! 

Thole are the facred feelings of thy heart, 
‘Thy heart inform’d by reafon’s purer ray, 
O Lyttleton the friend! thy paffions thus 
And meditations vary, as at large, [Mray’ft ; 
Courting the mufe, through Hagley Park thou 
‘Thy Britifh temple! There along the dale, if 
‘With woods o’er-hung, and fhagg’d with mofly 

rocks, 

‘Whence on each hand the guihing waters play, 
And down the rough cafcade white-dafhing fall, 
Or gleam in Jengthen’d vila through the trees, 
‘You filent fteat: or fit bencath the fhade 
Of folemn oaks, that tuft the fwelling mounts 
"Yhrown graceful round by Nature’s carelefs hand, 
And penfive liften to the various voice 
Of rural peace: the herds; the flocks, the birds, 
‘The hollow-whifpering breeze, the plaint of rills, 
"That, purling down amid the twifted roots 
Which creep around, their dewy murmurs fhake. 
On the fuoth’d ear, From thefe abftradted oft, 
You wander through the philofophic world ; 
Where in bright train’ continnal wonders rife, 
Or to the curious or the pious eye. 
And oft; conducted by hiftoric truth, 
You tread the long extent of backward time: 
Planning, with warm benevolence of mind, 
4\nd honeft zeal unwarp’d by party-rage, 
Britannia’s weal ; how from the venal gulf 
‘To raife her virtue, and her arts revive. 
Or, turning thence thy view, thefe graver thoughts 
‘The mufes charm: while, with fure tafte refin’d, 
You draw th’ infpiring breath of ancient fong ; 
"Till nobly rifes, emulous, thy own. 
Perhaps thy lov'd Lucinda fhares thy walk, 
With foul to thine, attun’d. - ‘hem nature all 
‘Wears to the lover's eye a look of love; A 
And all the tumult of a guilty world, 
‘Tolt by ungenerous paflions, finks away, 
‘The tender heart is animated peace; 
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And as it pours its copious treafures forth, 

In varied converfe, foftening every theme, 

You, frequent pauling, turn, and from heméFes;' 

Where mecken’d fenfe, arid amiable grace, 

And lively fweetnefs dwell, enraptur'd, drink 

"That namelefs fpirit of ethereal joy, 

Unutterable happinefs! which love, 

Alone, beftows, and on a. fevner'd ew. 

Beantune, you gain the height, from whofe fair 
row 

‘The burfting profpe@ {preads imp“nfe around : 

And fnatch’d o’er hill and dale, and wood and lawa, 

And verdant field, and darkening heath between, 

And villages embofom’d foft in trees, . 

And fpiry towns by furging columns mark’d 

Of houfchold fmoke, your eye excurfive roams: © 

Wide-ftretching front the hall, inwhofekind haunt 

The hofpitable genius lingers fill, : 

To where the broken landfcape, by degrees, 

Afcending, roughens into rigid hills ; 

O’er which the Cambrian mountains, likefar clouds 

‘That fkirt the blue horizon, difky rife, 

Fluth’d by the fpirit of the genial year, 

Now from the virgin’s cheek a frefher bloom 
Shoots, lef and lefs, the Jive carnation round; 
Merl bluth deeper fweets; fhe breathes of youths . 
‘The fhining inoiflare fwells into her eyes, ~~ 

In brighter How ; her withing bofom heaves, 

With palpitations wild; kind tumults feize 

Her veins, and all her yielding foul is love. 

From the keen gaze her lover turns away, 

Full of the dear ecftatic power, and fick : 
With fighing languifhment. Ah then, ye fair! 
Be greatly cautious of your fliding hearts: 

Dare not th’ infettious figh; the pleading look, 
Downcatt, and low, in meek fubmiffion dreft, 

But full of guile. Let not the fervent tongue, 
Prompt to deceive, with adulation fmooth, : 
Gain on your purpos’d will. Nor in the bower, 
Where woodbines flaunt, and rofes fhed 2 couch, 
While evening draws her crimfon curtains round, 
Truft your foh minutes with betraying man. 

And let th’ afpiring youth beware of love, 

Of the Smooth glance beware; for ’tis too late, 
When on his heart the torrent-foftnefs pours. 
Then wifdom proftrate lies, and fading fame ~ 
Diffolves in air away; while the fond foul, > 
Wrapt in gay vifions of unreal blifs, 

Still paints th’ iMufive form; the kindling grace; 
Tiv’ enticing fiile; the modeft-feeming eye, 
Beneath whofe beauteous Beams, belying heaven, 
Lurk fearchlefs cunning, cruelty, and death: ~ 
And {till falfe-warbling in his cheated ear, © 
Her fyren voice, enchanting, draws him on 

"To guiicful thores, and meads of fatal joy. 

Ew’n prefent, in the very lap of love . 
Inglorious laid; while mufic flows around, 7 
Perfumes and oils, and wine, and wanton hourss 
Amid the rofes fierce repentance rears 
Her fhaky cret: a quick returning pang __[ftill, 
Shoots through the confcious heart; where honour 
‘And great defign, againft the opprelfive load 
OF luxury, by fits, impatient heave. ~ 

But abfent, what fantaftic woes arous’d, | 
Rage in each thought, by reftlefs mufing fed, 5 

















] Chill the warm check, and blaft the bloom of life? 


Negleéted fortune flies; and Siding fwift, 


| Prone into ruin, fall his feorn’d ; airs, 


4 “sPRIN GG” 
°TiS nonght but gloom around: the darken’d fun’ | “Tis then delightful mifery no midre, " 





*hafes his light. Ihe rofy-bofom’d Spring 

"do Wreping fancy pines; and yon bright arch, 
Contracted, bends into a dutky vault. 

All nature fades extinéts and fhe atone 
Heard, felt, and feen, poflefles every. thought, 
Fills every fenfe, and pants in every vein. 


Booksare but formal dulnefs, tedious friends 5 
And fac\amid the focial band he fits, 
Lonely, unattentive. From his tongue 


‘Th’ unfinifh Cyeriod fatls: while, borne away 
Qa fwelling thought, his wafted {pirit fies 
To the vain bofom of his diftant fair 5 . 
And leaves the femblance of a lover, fix’d 
In melancholy fite, with head declin’d, 
And jove-dejedted eyes. Sudden he ftarts, 
Shook from his tender trance, and reftlefs runs 
To glimmering fhades, and fympathetic gloomss 
Where the dun umbrage o’er the falling Fveam, 
Romantic, hangs; there through the penfive dufk 
Strays, in heart-thrilling meditation lof, 
Indulging all to love: or on the bank 
"Thrown, amid drooping lilics, {wells the hreeze 
‘With fighs unceafing, and the brook with tears, 
"Thus in foft anguifh he confumes the day, 
Nor quits his deep retirement, till the moon 
Peeps through the ghambers of the fleecy.eaft, 
Falighten'd by degrees, and in her train 
Leads on the gentle hours; then forth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling Janguith of her beam, 
With foften’d foul, and woocs the bird of eve 
To mingle woes with his: or while the world 
And all the fone of care lie hufh’d in ileep, 
Affociates with the midnight thadows drear; 
And, fighing to the lonely taper, pours 
His idly-tortur’d heart into the page, 
Meant for the moving meffenger of love ; 
‘Where rapture burns on rapture, every line 
With rifing frenzy fir’d. But if on bed 
Delirious flung, fleep from his pillow flies, , 
All night he toffes, nor the balmy power 
In any pofture finds ; till the gray morn 
Lifts her pale Iuftre on the paler wretch, 
Exanimate by love: and then perhaps 
Exhaufted nature finks a while to reft,.~ 
Still interrupted by diftraéted dreams, 
‘That o’er the fick imagination rife, 
And in black colours paint the mimic fcene, 
Oft with th’ enchantrefs of his foul he talks 5 
Sometimes in crowds diftrefs'd 5 or if retir’d 
‘To fecret winding flower-enwoven bowers, 
Far from the dull impertinence of man, - 
ye as he, credulous, his endlefs cares 
cgins to lofe in blind oblivious love, 
Snatch’ from Ker yielding hand, he knowsnot how, 
‘Through forefts huge, and long untravel’d heaths 
. With defolation brown, he wanders watte, 
In night and tempeft wrapt; or fhrinks aghaft, 
Back, from the bending precipice; or wades 
‘The turbid Qt'ream below, and ftrives to reach 
‘The farther fhore ; where fuccourlefs, and fad, 
She with extended arms his aid implores ; 
But ftrives in vain: borne by th’ outrageous flood | 
"To diftance down, he rides the ridgy wave, 
Or whelm’d beneath the boiling eddy finks. 
; ‘Thefe are the charming agonies of love, 
| Whofe mifery delights. “But through the heart 
Should jealoufy its venom once diffule, F 
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Bot agony unmix’d, inceflant ga'l, 
Corroding every thought, and platting all 
Love's paradife. Ye fairy profpedts, then, 
Ye beds of rofes, and ye bowers of joy, 


| Fareweil! Ye gleamings of departed peace, 


Shine out your laft! The yellow-tinging piague - 
Internal vifion taints, and in anight =~ 

Of livid. gloom imagination wraps. 

Ah, then ! inftead of love-enfiven’d cheeks, 

Of funny features. and of ardent eyes 

With flowing rapture bright, dark looks fucceed, 
Suffus'd and glaring with untendcr fires 

A clouded aip.&, and a burning check, 

Where the whole poifon’d foul, malignant, fits, 
And frightens love away. Ten thovfand fears 
Invented wild, ten thoufaad frantic views 

Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charms 

For which he melts in fondncfs, eathimup 
With fervent anguifh, and confuming rage. 

In vain reproaches lend their idle aid, 

Deceitful pride, and refolution frail, 

Giving falfe peace 2 moment. Fancy pours, 
Afrefh, her beauties on his bufy thought, 

Her firft endearments twining round the foul, 
With all the witchcraft of enfnaring love. a 
Straight the ficrce ftorm involves his mind anew,” 
Flamesthrough the nerves, and boilsulong the veins} 
While anxious doubre diftracts the tortur’d heart: 
For ev’n the fad affurance of his fears 

Were eafe to what he feels. Thus the warm youth, 
Whom love deludes into his thorny wilds, 
Through flowery-tempting paths, or leadsa life _ 
Of fever’d rapture, or of crucl care; 

His brightcft fames extinguith’d all, and all 

His lively moments running down to wafte. 

But happy they! the happicft of their kind! 
Whom gentler ftarts unite, and in one fate —« 
Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend, 
“Tis not the coarfer tie of human laws, 
Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind, 

‘That binds their peace, but karmony, itfelf, 
Attuning all their pafftons into love ; 

Where fricndfhip full-exerts her fofteft power, 
Perfect efteem enliven’d by defire ~>- 

Ineffable, and fympathy of fouls 

Thought mecting thought, and will preventing will, 
With boundlefs confidence: for nought but love 
Can anfwer love, and render blifs fecure. 

Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent 

‘To blifs himielf, from fordid parents buys 

The loathing virgin, in et-rnal care, 
Well-merited, confume his nights and days: 

Let harbarous nations, whofe inhuman love 
Is.wild dcfire, fierce as the funs they fecl; 

Let eeftern tyrants, from the light of heaven 
Seclude their bofom-flaves, meanly poffefs'd 

Of a mere, lifelefs, violated form: 

While thofe whom love cements in holy faith, 
And equal tranfport, free as nature live, 
Difdaining fear, What is the world to them, 
Its pomp, its pleafure, and its nonfenfe all! 

Who in each other clafp whatever fair 7 
High fancy forms, and lavith hearts can with ~ 
Something than beauty dearer, fhould they look. 
Or on the mind, or mind-illumtin’d face ; 

Truth, goodness, honour, harmoay, and love, 





1 ‘The richeft bounty of indulgent heaven, * 


re 


Meantime a fniling offspring rifes réund, 

And mingles hoth their graces. By degrees, 

‘The human bloffom blows; and every day,” 

Soft ast rolls along, thows fome new charm, 

‘The father’s luftre, and the mother’s bloom. 

‘Then infant reafon grows apace, and calls 

For the kind hand of an affiduous cure. 

Delightful tatk ! to rear the tender thought, 

‘To teach the young idea how to fhoot, 

'To pour the freth inftrudtica o’er the mind, 

‘To breathe th’ enlivening fpirit, and to fix 

"The generous purpofe in the glowing hreat. ~ 

Oh, fpeak the joy ! ye, whom the fudden tear 

Surprifes often, while you look around, ‘i 

And nothing ftrikes your eye but fights of blifs, 

All various nature prefling on the heart fi 
: . : 
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An elegant fufficiency, content, - a 
Retirement, rural guiet, frien: 
Eafe and alternate labour, ufeful life, 
Progreffive virtue, and approving heaven, ~ 
‘Thefe are the matchlefs joys of virtuous love 3 
And thus their moments fly. The Seafons thus, ~ 
As cealelefe round jarring world they rail, 

Still find them happy ; and confenting Spring 
Sheds her own rofy garland on their he 

‘Till evening comes at laft, ferene and m: 
When, after the long vernal day of ; 
Enamour’d more, as more rememb/ance fwells 
With many a proof of recollegted love, 
‘Together down they fink in focial fleep ; 
‘Together freed, their gentle fpirits fy 

‘To tcengs where love and blifs immortal reign. 

















SUMMER, 1727 


The Argument. 
‘The fubje& propofed. Invocation. Addrefs to Mr. Doddington. An introdu@ory reflection on the 


mation of the heavenly bodies ; whence the fucceffion of the Seafons. As the face of nature in this 
Seafon is almoft uniform, the Progrefs of the poem is a defcription of a Summer’s day. ‘The dawn. 


’ Sun-rifing. Hymn to the fun. 'Forenoon, 
Noon-day. A woodland retreat. 


on Great Britain, Sun-fet. Evening. 
ing with the praife of philofophy. 


From bei htening ficlds of ether fair difclos’d, 
Child of the fun, refulgent Summer comes, 
in pride of youth, and felt through nature’s depth: 
He comes attended by the fultry ovrs, : 
And ever-fanning dreeses, on his way ; 

‘While, from his ardent look, the turnin Spring 
Avorts her blufhful face ; and earth, and tkies, 
All-fmiling, to his hot dominion leaves. 
Hence, Tee me hufte into the mid-wood fhade, 
"Where fcarce a fun-beam wanders through the 
gloom; 

‘ And on the dark-green grafs, befide the brink 
Of haunted fiream, that by the roots of oak 
Rolls o'er the rocky channel, lic at large, 

And fing the glories of the circling year. 
Come, infp:ration! from thy hermit-feat, 
By mortal feldom found: may fancy dure, 
From thy fix'd ferious eye, and raptur’d glance 
Shot on furrounding heaven, to fteal one look 
Creative of the poet, every power 
Exalting to an ccitafy of foul. 
And thou, my youthful mufe'’s early friend, 
Jn whom the human grre-s all unite: 
Pure light of mind, ard tendernels of heart 3 
Genius, and witdom ; the gay focial fenfe, 
By decency chaftis’d; gacdnefs and wit, 

“In feldom-mecting harmony combin'd; * 
Unblemith’d honour, ard an -<tive zeal . 
For Britaia’s glory, liberty, and man: * 

R Doddington ! attend my rural fong, 





Summer infects defcribed. Hay-making, 
ing. Groupe of herds and flocks. 
feds a contemplative mind. “A cutaraG, and rude feene. 

Storm of thunder and lightning. A tale. The florm over, a ferene afternoon. 
walking. ‘Tranfition to the profpeét of a rich well-cultivated country ; which i 
Night, Summer metcors. A come 


The wild deer trip, and often turning gaze _ 


Sheep-fhear- 
A folemn grove : how it af 
View of Summer in‘ the torrid zone: 
Bathing. Hour of 
ducesa panegyrid 


he whole conciud 








Stoop to my theme, infpirit every line, 
And teach ae to dleferve thy jaft applaufe. 
With what an aweful world-revolving power. 

Were firft th’ unwieldy planets launch’d along, 
Th’ illimitable void! ‘Thus to remain, 

Amid thé flux of many thoufand years, 

‘That oft has fwept the toiling race of. men, 

And all their fabour’d monuments away. 

Firm, unremitting, matchlefs, in their courfez 
To the kind-temper’d change of night and day, 
And of the feafons ever ftealing round, 


4 Minutely faithful: Such th’ all-perfect hand! 


‘That pois'd, impels, and rales the fteady whole. 
When now no more th’ alternate twins are fir’d, 





And Cancer reddens with the folar blaze, 

Short isthe doubtful empire of the night 5 

And foon, obfervant of approaching day, 

‘The meek-cy’d morn appears, mother of dews, °, 

A: firft faint-gleaming in the dappled caft : : 

‘Till far oer ether fpreads the widening glow $ 

And, from before the luftre of her face, : j 
White break the clouds away. With quicken’ditep, 
Brown night retires: Young day pours in apace, ~ 
‘And opens all the lawny profpe@ wide. : 

‘The dripping rock, the mountain's mifty top 

Swell on the fight, and brighten with the dawn, , 
Blue, through the dufk, the fmoking currents shine, 
And from the blad:d field the fearful hare ew 
Limps, awkward; while along the foreft-glade « 
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At Carly paffenger. Mulic awaken Shower every beauty, every fragrance fhower, 
native voice of undiffembled joys --+_ | Herbs, fowers,and fruits; till, kindling at thy touch, 
Aa kick around the woodland hymns arife. From land to land is fluth’d the vernal year. 
Rous’d by the cock, the foon clad fhepherd leaves Nor to the furface of enliven’d earth, x 
His moffy cottage, where with peace he dwells; Graceful with hiils and dales, and leafy woods; 
‘And from the crowded fold, in order, drives Her liberal treffes, is thy force confin’d : : 
His flock, to talte the verdure of the morn. But to the bowel’d cavern darting deep, 
Fatdly luxurious, will not man awake; The mineral kinds confefs thy mighty power. 
‘And, fpNnging from the bed of floth, enjoy. Effulgent, hence the veiny marble fhines; ee 
‘The cool, «he fragrant, and the filent hour, Hence labour draws his tools; hence burnifh’d war 
‘To meditation “ue and facred fong ? Gleams on the day; the nobler works of peace 
Ra is there aught in fleep can charm the wife? Hence bleis mankind, and generous commerce binds 
To lie in dead eblivion, lofing half ‘The round of nations in a golden chain. 
The Heeting moments of too thort a life ; ‘Th’ unfruitful rock itfelf, impregn’d by thee, 
‘fotal extinétion of th’ enlighten’d foul! In dark retirement forms the lucid ftone. 
Or elfe to feverifh vanity alive, The lively diamond drinks thy pureft rays, . 
Wilder’d, and toffing through diftemper’d dreams? Collected light, compact; that, polith’d bright, 
Who would in fuch a gloomy ftate remain And all its native luitre let abroad, . 
Longer than nature craves; when every mufe Dares, as it fparkles on the fair-one’s breaft, «~ 
And every blooming pleafure wait without, With vain ambition emulate her eyes. 


39% 


To blefs the wildly devious morning walk ? 
But yonder comes the powerful king of day, 
Rejoicing in the eaft. The leffening cloud, 


At thee the ruby lights its deepening glow, 
And with a waving radiance inward flames. 
From thee the fapphire, folid cther, takes 


Its hue cerulean ; and, of evening tin@, 
The purple-freaming amethyft is thine. 
With thy own fmile the yellow topaz burns, 
Nor decper verdure dycs the robe of Spring, 
When firft the gives it to the fouthern gale, * 
Than the grecn emerald fhows. But, all combin" 
Thick through the whitening opal play thy beamsz 
Or, flying feveral from its furface, form 
A trembling variance of revolving hues, 
As the fite varies in the gazer’s hand. 

‘The very dead creation, from thy touch, 
Affumes a mimic iife. By thee refin’d, 
In brighter mazes the relucent ftream 
Plays o'er the mead. The precipice abrupt, + 
Projeding horror on the blacken’d flood, 
Softens at thy return. The defart joys 
Wildly, shiough all his melancholy bounds, 


‘The kinaling azure, and the mountain’s brow 

Hlum’d with fluid gold, his near approach 

Betoken glad. Lo; now, apparent all, 

Affant the dew-bright earth, and colour’d air, 

He looks in boundlets majefty abroad ; 

And fheds the fhining day, that burnith’d plays: 

On rocks, and hills, and towers, and wandering 

ftreams, 

High-gleaming from afar. Prime cheerer light ! 

Of all materia! beings firft, and beft! 

Efflux divine! nature's re(ptendent robe! 

Without whofe vefling beauty all were wrapt 

In uneffential gloom ; and thou, O fun! 

Soul of furroun :ing worlds! in whom beft feen 

Shines out thy Maker! may I fing of thee? 
’Tis by thy fecret, ftrong, attractive force, 

As with a chain indiffoluble bound, 


E 


‘Thy fyftem rolls entire; from the far bourne 

Of utmoft Saturn, wheeling wide his round 

Of thirty years; to Mercury, whofe difk 

Can fearce be canght by philofophic eye, 

Loft in the near effulgence of thy blaze. 
Informer of the plunetary train ! 


‘Were brute unlovely mafs, inert and dead, 
And not, as now, the green abodes of life! 


[orbs 
‘Without whofe quickering glance their eumbrous 


Rude ruins glitters and the briny deep, 

Seen from fome pointed promontory’s top, 

Far to the blue horizon's utmoft verge, 

Reftlefs, refleés a floating gicam. But this, 

And all the much-tranfported mufe can fing, 

Are to thy beauty, dignity, and ufe, - 

Unequal far; great delegated fource 

Of light, and ite, and grace, and joy below! 
How fhallt then attempt to fing of him! 


How many forms of being wait on thee! 
Inhaling fpirit; from th’ unfetter’d mind, 
By thee fublim'a, down to the daily race, 
‘The mixing myriads of thy fetting beam. 
The vegetable world is alfo thine, 
Parent of Seafons! who the pomp precede 
‘That waits thy tl:rone, as through thy vait domain, 
Annual, along the bright ecliptic road, 
In world-rejoicing ftate. it moves fublime. 

. Meantime th’ expecting nations, circled gay 
With all the various tribes of foodful earth, 
Implore thy Bounty, or fend grateful up 
A common hymn’ while, round thy beaming car, 
High-feen, the Seafons lead, in iprightly dance 
Harmonious knit, the rofy-finger’d hours, 

"The zephyrs floating loofe, the timely rains, 
OP oloom ethereal the light-footed dews, 

“And foften’d into joy the furly ftorms. 

Thefe, in fucceffive turn, with layifh hand, 


Pian eae 


Who, light himfelf, in uncreated ight 
Invefted decp, dwells awefully retir'd 
From mortal eye, or angel’s purer ken 
Whofe fingle fmile has, from the firft of time, - 
Filt’d, o’erflowing, all thofe lamps of heaven, 
That beam for ever through the Boundlefe iky: 
But, thould he hide his face, th’ aftonifh’d fun,’ 
And all th’ extinguifh’d ftars, would loofening reel 
Wide from their fpheres, and Chaos come again, 
And yer was every faultering tongue of man, 
Almighty Father! filent in thy praife, 
‘Thy works themfelves would raife a general voice, 
Ey'n in the depth of folitary woods 
By human foot untrod; proclaim thy power, 
And to the quire celeftial thee refound, 
‘Th’ eternal caufe, fupport, and end of all! 
To me be nature’s volume broad-difplay’ds 
And to perufe its all-infleuding page, 


{ Or, haply casching infpiration thence, 


catea } 


aga 


Some eafy paffage, raptur’d, to tranflate, - 


. My fole delight; as throngh the falling glooms 


Penfive I ftray, or with the rifing dawn 
On fancy’s eagle-wing excurfive oar. : 
Now, flaming up the heavens, the potent fun 
Melts into Himpid air the high-rais’d clouds, 
And morning fogs, that hover’d round the hills 
Yn party-colour’d bands; till wide unveil’d 
‘The face of nature ihines, from where earth feems, 
Far ftretch'd aronnd, to meet the bending {phere. 
Half in a bluth of cluftering rofes lof, 
Dew-drooping coolnefs to the thade retires 5 
‘There, on the verdant turf, or flowery bed, 
By gelid founts and carelefs rills to mufe 5 
While tyrant heat, difpreading through the fy, 
‘With rapid fway, his hurning influence darts 
Oa man, and beaft, and herb, and tepid ftream, 
Who can unpitying fee the Aowery race, 
Shed by the morn, their new-flufh’d bloom refign, 
Before the parching beam? So fade the fair, 
‘When fevers revel through their azure veins. 
But one, the lofty follower of the fun, 
Rad when he fits, fhuts up her ycliow leaves, 
Drooping all night ; and, when he warm returns, 
Points her enamour’d bofom to his ray. 
Home, from his morning tafk, the fwain retreats; 
His flock before him ftcpping to the fold: 
While the full-udder’d mother lows around 
‘The cheerful cottage, then expecting food, 
The food of innocence and health! The daw, 
"The rook and magpie, to the grey-grown oaks, 
‘That the calm village in their verdant arms, 
Sheltering, embrace, dire& their lazy flight 5 
Where.on the mingling boughs they fit cmbower’d, 
All the hot noon, till cooler hours arife. 
Faint, underneath, the houfchold fowls convene; 
And, in’a corner of the buzzing fhade, 


‘The houfe-dog, with the vacant greyhound, lies, ; 


Ont-firgtch'd, and flecpy. In his flumbers, one 
Attacks the nightly thief, and one exults 

O’er hill and dale ; till, waken'd by the wafp, 
‘They ftarting fnap. Nor fhalt the mufe difdain 
‘To let the little noify fummer-race 


, Live in her Jay, and flutter throuch her fong : 


Not mean, though fimple; to the fun ally’d, 


. ¥rom im they draw their animatins fire, 


Wak'd by his warmer ray, the reptile young 
Conte wing’d abroad ; by the light air upborn, 
Lighter, and full of foul. From every chink, - 
And fecret corner, where they flept away 
"The wintery ftorms;_or rifing from their tombs, 
"To higher life; by myriads, forth at once, 
Swarming they pour; of all the vary'd hugs 
Their beauty-beaming parent can difclofe. 

‘Ten thoufand forms! ten thoufand different tribes! 
‘People the blaze. To funny waters fome 

By fatal inftin@ fly; where on the pool 

"They, {portive, wheel; or, failing down the ftream, 
Are fnatch’d immediate by the quick-ey’d trout, 
Or darting falmon. ‘Through the green-wood glade 
Some love to ftray ; there fodg’d, amus’d and fed, 
In the freth leaf. Luxurious, others make 

"The meads their choice, and vilit every flower, 
And eyery latent herb: for the fweet tafk, ; 

'To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap, 

In what foft beds, their young yet undifclos’d, 
Employs their tender care, Some to the houfe, 


‘The fold, and dairy, hungry, bend their fights 
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Sip round the pail, or tafte the eurdling cheefé :. 
Oh; inadvertent, from the milky fiream f 
‘They meet their fate or, weltering in the 47, 
With powerlefs wings around them wrapt, expire. 
But chief to heedlefs flies the window proves 
A conftant death ; where, gloomily retir’d, 
‘The villain fpider lives, cunning, and fierce, 
Mixture abhorr’d! Amid a mangled heap >= 
OF carcafes,-in eager watch he fits, 
O’erlgoking all his waving {nares aroup 
Near the dire cell the dreadlefs w: 
Pafles, as oft the ruffian fhows hiS front; 
‘fhe prey at laft enfnar’d, he dreadful darts, 
With rapid glide, along the leaning linc ; 
And, fixing in the wretch his cruel fangs, [wing 
Strikes hackward, grimly pleas’d: the fluttering 
And thriller found declare extreme diftrefs, 
And af the helping hofpitable hand. 
Refounds the living furface of the ground: 
Nor undelightful is the ceafelefs hum, 
To him who mufes through the woods at noon; 
Or drowsy thepherd, as he lies reclin'd, 
With half-thut eyes, bencath the floating fhade 
Of willows gray, clofe-crowding o'er the book. 
Gradual, from thefe what numerous kinds de- 
Evading ev’n the microfcopic cye! [feend, 
Full Nature fwarms with life ; one wondrous mafg 
Of animals, or atoms organiz’d, 
Waiting the vital Breath, when Parent-Heaven 
Shall bid his fpirit blow. The hoary fen, 
In putrid fteams, emits the living cloud 
Of peftilence. ‘Through fubterranean cells, ~~ 
Where fearching fun-beamss fearce can find.a way, 
Farth animated heaves. ‘The flowery leaf : 
Wants not its foft inhabitants. Secure, 
Within its winding citadel, the ftone ., 
Holds multitudes. But chief the foreft-boughs, 
That dance unsumber’d to the playful breeze, 
The downy orchard, and the melting pul; 
Of mellow fruit, the namelefs nations fee 
Of eyanefcent infeGs. Where the pool 
Stands mantled o’er with green, invifible, 
Amid the floating verdure millions ftray. 
Each liquid too, whether it pierces, foothes, 
Infilames, refrcthes, or exalts the taite, 
With various forms abounds. Nor is the ftreamy 
OF pureft cryftal, nor the lucid air, 
‘Though one tranfparent vacancy it feems, 
Void of their unfcen people. Thefe, conceal’d 
By the kind art of forming Heaven, efcape 
The groffer eye of man: for, if the worlds 
In worlds enclos‘d fhould on his fenfes burft, 
From cates ambrofial, and the nectar’d bowl, 
He would abhorrent turn; and in dead night, | 
When filence fleeps v’er all, be ftenn’d with noife 
Let no prefuming impious railer tax 
Creative Wifdom, as if aught was form’d 
In vain, or not for admirable ends. 
Shall little haughty ignorance pronounce 2 
His works unwife, of which the fmalleft part 
Exceeds the narrow vifion of her mind? 
As if upon 2 full-proportion’d dome, 
On {welling columns heav’d, the pride of art ! 
A criticefly, whofe feeble ray fearce fpreads * 
An inch around, with blind prefumption bold, 
Should dare to tax the firuéture of the whole: 
And lives the man whofe univerfal eye : 
Has fwept at once th’ unbounded icheme of things; 
4 . 





SUMMER 


Malka thelr ‘dependance fo, and firm accord, 
saath unfauitcring accent to conciude % 
iNéat tis availeth nought? Has any feen 
The shighty chain of beings, leffening down 
From Infinite Yerfe@ion to the brink 
OF dreary nothing, defolate abyfs! 
From which aftonifh'd thought, recoiling, turns ? 
‘Till then alone let zealous praife afcend, 
f holy wo: » to that Power 
fhines 2s levely on our minds, 
ing eyes his forvant fun, 
ck in yon ftream of light, a thoufand ways, 
Upward, aud downward, thwarting, and convolv’d, 
‘The quivering nations {port ; till, tempelt-wing'd, 
Fierce Winter fweeps them from the face of day. 
Ev’n fo luxurious men, unheeding, pale 
An idle iummer life in forcune’s fhine, 
A feafon's glitter! 'Phus they flutter on 
From toy to toy, from vanity to vice § 
Till, blown away by death, oblivion comes 
Behind, and {trikes them from the book of life. 
Now {warnts the village o’er the jovial mead : 
Theruftic youth, brown with meridian toil, 
Healthful and ftrong ; full as the fummer rofe 
Blown by prevailing funs, the ruddy maid, 
Half naked, {welling on the fight, and all’ 
Her kindled graces, burning on her cheek. 
Fv’n ftooping age is here; and infant hands 
‘Trail the long rake, or, with the fragrant load 
Oercharg’d, amid the kind opprefitca roll. 
Wide flies the tedded grains Ai in a row 
Advancing broad, or wheeling round the field, 
They {pread their breathing harveit to the fun, 
‘That throws refreshful round a rural fmell : 
‘Or, as they rake the grecn-appearing ground, 
, ‘And drive the dufky wave along the mvad, 
‘The ruffet hay-cock rifes thick chind, 
In order gay.” While, heard from dale to dalé, 
‘Waking the breeze, refounds the blended voice 
‘Of happy labour, love, and focial glee. 
Or cuthing thence, in one diffufive band, 
‘They drive the troubled flocks, by many 2 dog 
Compell’d, to where the mazy-running brook 
Forms a deep pool; this bank’ abrupt and high, 
And that fair {preading in a pebbled fhore. 
Urg’d to the giddy brink, much is the toil 
‘The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs, 
Ere the foft fearful people to the flood 
Commit their woolly fides. And aft the fwain, 
‘On fome impatient feizing, hurls them in: 
Embolden’d then, nar hefitating more, 
Fait, fall, they plunge amid the faihing wave, 
‘And panting labour to the fartheft fhore. 
Repeated this, till the deep well-waih’d fleece 
Has druik thé flood, and from his lively haunt 
Whe trout is banith’d by the fordid ftream 
Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy brow 
Slow move the harmlefs race; where, as they fpread 
‘Their fwetling treafures to the funny ray, 
Inly diflurh’d; and wond'ring whut this wild 
Wutragcous tumult means, their loud complaints 
‘The country fill; and, tofs’d from rock to rock, 
Inceffiint bleatings rnu around the hills. 
As lait; of fnowy white, the gather’d flocks 
Agc.in the wattled pen innumerous preis'd, 
Fiead above head : and, rang’d in Jufty rows, 
. dhe thepherds fit, and whet the founding fhears. 


‘Fue houfewife waite to roll her fleecy ftores; 
"Vou IX, 
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With all her gay-dreft maids attending round, 
One, chief in gtacious dignity enthron'd, 
Shines o’er the reft, the paftoral queen, and rays 
Her {miles, fweet-beaming, on her thepherd-king ¢ 
While the glad circle round them yield their fouls 
To feftive mirth, and wit that knows no gall. 
Meantime, their joyous tafk gocs on apace? 
Som mingling ftir the melted tar, and fome, ~* 
Deep on the new-fhorn vagrant’s heaviny-fide, 
To ftamp his mafter’s cypher ready ftand; 
Others th’ unwilling wether drag along ; 
And, glorying in his might, the fturdy boy 
Holds by the twifted horns th’ indignant ram. 
Behold where bound, and of its robe bereft, 
By needy man, that all-depending lord, 
How meek, how patient, the mild creature lies! 
What foftnefs in its melancholy face, 
What dumb: complaining innocence appears! 
Fear not, ye gentle tribes, ’tis not the knife 
Of horrid flaughter that is o’er you wav’d3 
No, ’tis the tender fwain’s well-guided ihears, 
Who having now, to pay his annual care, 
Borrow’d your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 
Will fend you bounding to your hills again, 
A fimple fcene! yet hence Britannia fees » 
Her folid grandcur rife: hence the commands 
Th’ exalted ftores of every brighter clime, 
‘The treafures of the fun without his rage: 
Hence, fervent all, with culture, toil, and arts, 
Wide glows her land: her dreadful thunder hence 
Rides o’er the waves fublime, and now, ev’nnow, 
Impending hangs o’er Gallia’s humbled coait; 
Hence rules the citcling deep, and awes the world. 
*Tis raging noon; atid, vertical, the jun 
Darts on the head dircet his forceful rays. 
O’er heaven and earth, far as the ranging eye | 
Can fweep, @ dazzling deluge reigns; and ail 
From pole to pole is undiftinguiih’d blaze, 
In vain the fight, dejected to the ground, 
Stoops for relief; thence hot-afcending fteams, 
Aad keen reflection pain, Deep to the roat 
Of vegetation parch’d, the cleaving fields 
And flippery lawn an arid hue difctofe, 
Blatt fancy’s bloom, and wither ev’n the foul. 
Echo no more returns the cheerful found 
OF tharpening fcythe : the mower finking heaps 
O’er him the humid hay, with flowers perfum’d ; 
And fearce a chirping grafs-hopper is heard 
Through thedamb mead. Diftrefsfulnature pants. 
‘The very ftreams look languid from afar; 
Or, through the unfhelter’d glade, impatient Teem 
To hurl into the covert of the rove. 
Ail-cohquering heat, oh, intermit thy wrath! 
And on my throbbing temples potent thus 
Beam not fo fierce! Inceffant Rill you flow, 
And itill enother fervent flood fucceeds, 
Pour'd on the head profufe. In vain { fish, 
And reftlef& turn, and look around for night; 
Night is far off, and hotter hours approach. 
‘Thrice happy he! who, on the funlefs fide 
OF a romaritic-menntain, foreft-crown’d, 
Beneath the whole colleéted thade reclines: 
Or in the gelid caverns, wondbine-wro: 2] 
And freth bedew'd with ever-fpouting Azcame, i! 
Sits coolly calm ; while all the world without, 
Unfatisfied and fick, tofles in noon: 
Emblem inftrudive of the viztvous man, 
Who keeps his temper’d Meee ferene and pure, 
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And every paffion aptly harmoniz’d, 
‘Amid a jarring world with vice inBam’d. 
Welcome, ye fhades | ye bowery thickets, hail ! 
‘Ye lofty pines! ye venerable oaks! 
Ye athes wild, refounding o’er the fteep! 
Delicious ‘is your thelter to the foul, 
As to the hunted hart the fallying fpring, 
Or ftream full-flowing, that his {welling fides 
Laves, as he floats along the herbay’d brink, 
Cool, through the nerves, your pleafing comfort 
glides; 
The heart beats glad; the frefh-expanded eye 
‘And ear refume their watch; the finews knit; 
- And. lis fhoots fwift through all the lighten’d 
imbs. ‘ 
Around th’ adjoining brook, that puris along 
‘The vocal grove, now fretting o’er a rock, 
Now fearcely moving through a reedy pool, 
_ Now ftarting to a fudden ftream, and now 
Gently diffus’d into a limpid plain ; 
A various group the herds and flocks compofe, 
Rural confufion! on the grafly bank 
Sonie ruminating lie; while others ftand 
‘Half in the flood, and, often bending, fip 
‘The circling furface. In the middle droops 
“Fhe ftrong laborious ox, of honeft front, 
Which incompos’d he fhakes; and from his fides 
"The troubious infeéts lathes with his tail, 
Returning till, Amid his fubjects fafe, 
Siwabers the monarch-fwain ; his carelefs arm 
"Thrown round his head, on downy mofsfuftain’d; 
tere laid his ferip, with wholefome viands fil'd; 
"There, liftening every nuife, his watchful dog. 
LRght fly his flumbers, if perchance a flight 
Of angry gad-flies, faften on the berd ; 
"That flartling featters froma the fhallow brook, 
In fearch of Javith ftream. T'ofling the foam, 
"They fcorn the keeper’s voice, and {cour the plain, 
‘Vhrough all the bright feverity of noon; 
While, from their labouving breafts, a hollow moan 
Procceding, runs low-bellowing round the hills. 
Oft in this feafon too the horfe, provok’d, 
While his big finews full of {pirits fwell, 
<Trembling-with vigour, in the heat of blood, 
Springs the high fence > and, o'er the field effus’d, 
Darts om the gloomy flood, with ftedfait eye, 
‘And heart eftrang’d to fear: his nervous chelk 
Luxuriant, and ercét! the feat of ftrength ! 





Bears down th’ oppofing ftream: quenchlefs his 


He takes the river at redoubled draughts; [thirft 5 

And with wide noftrils, frosting, fkims the wave. 
Still let me pierce into the midaight depth 

Of yonder grove, of wildelt largeft growth + 

That, forming high in air a woodland quire, 

Nods o’er the mount beneath. At every ftep, 

Solemn, ard flow, the fhadows blacker fall, 

And all is aweful liftening gloom around. , 

_ Thefe are the haunts of Meditation, thefe 

Ecétatic, felt ; and, from this vrorld retir’d, 

Convers'd with angels and immortal forms, 

On gracious errands bent: to fare the fall 

Of virtue struggling on the brink of vives 

Yn waking whilpers, and repeated dreams, 

"To hint pure thought, end warn the favour’d foul 

Yor future trials fated to prepare 5 

‘To prompt the poet, who devoted gives 

His mvfe-to better themes; to foothe the pangs 






‘Phe feencs where ancient bards th’ infpiring breath, 
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Of dying worth, and from the patriot’s breaft °- 
(Beekcward to mingle in detefted war, ‘ 
But foremoft when engag’d).to tura the death? 
And namberlefs fuch offices of love 
Daily, and nightly, zcalous to perform. 
Shook fudden from the bofom of the fky, 
A thoufand fhapes or glide athwart the dufk, 
Or ftalk majeitic on. Deep-rous’d, I feel 
A facred terror, a fevere delight, thinks, 
Creep throagh my mortal frame; and tMus, me- 
A voiec, than human more, th’ abftrefied ear 
Of fancy ftrikes. “ Be not of us afraid, 
“ Poor kindred man! thy fellow-creatures, we 
“ From the fame Parent-Power our beings drew, 
“ "The fame our Lord, and laws, and great purfuit. 
© Once fome of us, like thee, through ftormy life, 
« Toil’d, tempeft-beaten, ere we could attain 
« This holy calm, this harmony of mind, 
“ Where purity and peace immingle charms. 
Then fear not us; but with refponfive fong, © 
* Amid thefe dim receffes, undiftucb’d 
« By noify folly end difeordant vice, 
« Of Nature fing with us, and Nature’s God. 
« Here frequent, at the vifionary hour, 
When mufing midnight reigns or filent noon, 
“ Angelic harps are in full concert heard, {hill 
and voices chavating from the wood-crown’d 
« The decpeniag dale, or inmoft fylvan glade: 
« A privilege beftow’d by us, alone, 
“'On Contemplation, or the hallow'd ear 
« Of poet, fwelling to feraphic flrain.” 
‘And art thou, * Stanley, of that facred band? . - 
Alas, for us too foon! ‘Though rais’d above 
The reach of human pain, ebove the flight 
Of human joy; yet, wich a mingled ray 
Of fadly-pleas’d remembrance, muft thou feel 
A mother's love, 2 mother’s tender woe: 
Who feeks thee ftill, in many a former feene 5 
Seeks thy fair forma, thy lovely beaming eyes, 
Thy pleafing converfe, by gay live fenfe ' 
Intpir’d: where moral wifdom y fhone, 
‘Without the toil of art ; and virtue glow’d, 
In aller fimiles, without forbidding pride, 
But, & thou beft of parents! wipe thy tears; 
Or rather to parental nature pay 
‘The tears of grateful joy, who for a while 
Lent thee this younger iclf, this opening bloom 
Of thy enlighten’d mind and gen worth, 
Believe the mufe: the wintery blaft of death 
Kills not the buds of virtue; no, they fpread 
Beneath the heavenly beanvof brighter funs, 
‘Through endicfs ages, into higher powers. 
"Thus up the mount, in ary vifion rapt, 
I Mray, regardless whither ; till the found 
Of a near fail of water every fnfe* ing back, 
Wrakes from the charm of thought: fwift-flhrink- 
I check my fteps, and view the broken feene. 
Smooth to the fhslving brink a cepicus flood 
Rolls fair, and placid ;. where colle&ed all, - 
In one impetuous torrent, dows the fteep 
It thundering fhoots, and fhalies the country round. 
At firft, an azure fheet, it rufhes broad 5 
‘Shen whitening by degrecs, as prone it falls, 
And from the loud-refounding rocks below 
Dafh’d in a cloud of foam, it fends aloft 
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# hoary mift, and formas ceafelefs fhower. 
Nor can the tortur’d wave here find repofe :* 
foraging {till amid the thaggy rocks, 
Now flathes o'er the featter’d fragments, now 
Aflant the hollow channel rapid darts ; 
And, falling faft from gradual flope to flope, 
With wild infracted courfe, and leffen'd roar, 
It gains a fafer bed, and fteals, at laft, 
Along the mazes of the quiet vale. 
Inviced from the cliff, to whofe dirk brow 
He clings, the fteep-afcending eagle foars, 
-With upward pinions, through the flood of day ; 
And, giving full his bofom to the blaze, 
Gains on the fun; while all the tuneful race, 
Smit by afflictive noon, diforder'd droop, 
Deep in the thicket; or, froin bower to bower 
Refponfive, force an interrupted flrain. 
ock-deve only through the foreft cooes, 
Mourniully huarfe; oft ceafing from his plaint, 
Short interwal.of weary woe! again 
‘The fad idea of his murder’d mate, 
Struck from his fide by favage fowler’s guile, 
Acvofs his fancy comes; and then refuunds 
A louder fong of forrow through the grove. 
Befide the dewy border let me fit, 
Allin the frethnefs of the hamid air 5 
‘Phere in that hollow'd rock, grotefque and wild, 
sAn ample chair mofs-lin’d, aid over head 
-By Nowering umbrage thaded: where the bee 
Strays diligent, and with th’ extragted balm 
‘agrant woodbine Idads his little thigh. 
Now, while I tafte the fweetnets of the fhade, 
‘While Nature lies around deep-huli’d in noon, 
" Now come bold fancy, fpread a daring fli,he, 
-And view the wonders of the torrid zone: 
Climes unrelenting ! with whefe rage compar’d, 
Yon blaze is feeble, and yon ficies are coq]. 
. See, how at once the bri ulgent fun, 
Rifiny dive, fwift chafes from the fky 
“Nhe thort-liv’d twilight ; and with ardent biaze 
Looks gaily fierce through all the dazzling air : 
He mounts his throne ; but kind before him fends, 
iluing from out the portals of the morn, 
‘The * general breeze, to mitigate his fire, 
And breathe refrefhment on a fainting world. 
Great are the {cenes, with dreadful beauty crown’d 
And barbarous wealth, that fee each circling year, 
Returning funs + and double feafons pass : 
Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with mines, 
‘Yhat on the high equator tidgy rife, 
Whence many a buriting fiream aurifetous plays: 
Majeltic woods, of every vigorous green, 
Staye above ftage, high waving o'er the bills; 
Or to the far horizon wide diffus’d, 
A boundlefs deep immenfity. of thade. 
Here lofty trees, to ancient fong uriknown, 
‘Fhe noble fons of potent heat and floods 
Prone rufhing from the clouds, rear high to heaven 












* Which blows conflantly between the tropics from 
the eaft, or the collateral points, the nartheeaft and fauth~ 
aufed by the prefure of the rarefied air on that 
it, according bo the diurnal motion of the fun from 
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Their thorny ftetis, and broad around them throw 
Meridian gloom. Here, in eternal prime, 
Unnumber'd fruits of keen delicious tafte 
And vital fpirit, drink.amid the cliffs, - : 
And burning fands that bank the fhrubby vales, 
Redoubied day, yet in their rugged coats 
A friendly juice to cool its rage contain. 
Beer me, Pomona, to-thy citron groves; 
To where the lemon and the piercing lime, 
With the deep orange, glowi. hrough the greeng * 
‘Their lighter glories blend. Lay ime recha'd 
Beneath the {preading tamarind that fhakes, 
farin'd by the breeze, its fever-cooling fruit. 
Deep in the night the maily locuft theds — (magey 
Quench my hot limbs: or lead me through the © 
Embowerlag endlefs, of the Indian fig ; 
Oz, thrown at gayer cafe, on fonie fair brow, 
Juet me behold, by breezy murmurs coo!’d, 
Broud o'er my head the verdant cedar wave, 
And high palmetoé lift their graceful thade, 
Or ftretch’d amid thefe orchards of the fun, 
Give me to drain the cocoa’s milky bowl, 
And from the palm to draw its frethening wisi 
More bountcous far than all the frantic juice 
Which Bacchus paurs. Nor, on its Jender twi; 
Low-bending, be the fall pomegranate {corn’d 3 
Nor, creeping through the » the gelid racd 
Of berries. Oft in > Ration dwetls 
Unboaftful worth, above fattidious pomp. 
Witnefs, thou beft Andina, thou the pride 
Of vegetable life, heyond whate’er t 
The posts imag’d in the golden age: 
Quick let me ftrip thee of thy tufty coat, 
Spread thy ambrofial flores, and feaft with Jove! 
From thefe the profpe@ varies. “Plains immenfe 
Lic firetch’d below, interminable meads * 
And vaft favannahs, where the wandering eye, 
Unfixt, is in a verdant ocean loft. 
Another Flora there, of bolder hues, 
And richer fweets, beyond our gardens pride, 
Plays o'er the fields, and fhowers with fudden hand 
Exuberant Spring ; for oft thefe vallies fhift 
Their green-embroider’d robe to fiery brown, 
And fwift to yreen again, as fcorching funs, ” 
Or ftreaming dews and totrent rains, prevail. 
Alors theie lonely regions, where retir’d, _ 
From little fcenes of art, great Nature dwells 
in awful folitade, and nought is feen 
But the wild herds that own no mafter’s ftall, 
Prodigious rivers roll their fattening feas : 
On whofe luxuriant herbage, half conceal'd, 
Like a fall’n cedar, far diffus’d his train, 
Cas’d in green feales, the crocodile extends. 
The flood « difparts: behold! in plaited mail, . . 
* Behemoth rears his head. Glane’d from hie fide; 
‘The darted fteel in idle thivers fies : 
He fearlefs walks the plain, or feeks the hills; ~ 
Where, as he crops his varied fare, the herds, 
In widening circle round, forget their food, 
And at the hartnlefs ranger wondering gaze, 
Peaceful, beneath primeval trees, that caft 
‘Their ample fhade o'er Niger’s yellow ftream, 
And where the Ganges rolls his facred wave’ 
Or mid the central depth of blackening wood; 
High-rais'd in folemn theatre around, 


























+ The Hippapeeeiisy or river-bonfe, 
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elephant; wifeft of brutes! 

O truly wife! with gentle might endow’d, 
Though powerful, not defiructive! Here he fees 
Revolving ages.fweep the changeful earth, 

And empires rife and fall; regardlefs he 

Of what the never-refting race of men 

Proje@ : thrice happy! could he ’fcape their guile, 
‘Who mine, from cruel avarice, his fleps ; x 
Or with his towery grandeur {well their ftate, 
Whe pride of kin:s! or elfe his ftrength pervert, 
And bid him rage amid the mortal fray, 
Aftonith’d at the madnefs of mankind. 

Wide o’er the winding umbraze of the floods, 
Like vivid blofioms glowing from afar, (hand, 
Thick fwarm the brighter birds. For Nature’s 
‘That with a fportive vanity has deck’d 
‘The phumy nations, there her gaycft hues 
Profufely pours. * But, if fhe bids them fhine, 
Array’d in all the beauteous beams of day, 

Yet, frugal fill, the humbles them in fong. 
‘Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent 
Proud, Montezuma’s realm, whote legions caft 
JA boundieis radiance waviny on the fun, 
While Philomel is ours; while in our fhades, 





Through the foft filence of the liftening night, 


“The fober-fuited fongitrefs trills her lay. 
But come, my mufe, the defart barrier burit, 
vA wild expanfe of lifelcfs farid and ficy : 
And, fwifter than the toiling caravan, 
Bhoot o’er the vale of Sennar; ardent climb 


» "The Nubian mountains, and the fecret bounds 


‘Of jealous Abyflinia boldly pierce. 

‘Thou art no ruffian, who beneath the maik 
°F focial commerce com'ft to rob their wealth ; 
No oly fury thou, blafpheming Heaven, 


_ With confecrated fteel to fab their peace, 


And through the land, yet red from civil wounds, 
‘To fpread the purple tyranny of Rome. 
"Thou, like the harmle{s bee, may’ft frecly range, 
From mead to mead bright with exalted flowers, 
‘From jafmine grove to grove, may’ft wander gay, 
*‘Yhrough palmy fhades and aromatic woods, 
"That grace the plains, inveft the peopled hills, 
And up the more than Alpine mountains wave. 
‘There on the breezy fumnmit, {preading fair, 
For many a league; or on ftupendous rocks, 
*#hat from the fun-redoubling valley lift, 
Cool to the middie air, their lawny tops; 
‘Where palaces, and fanes, and villas rife; 
And gardens fmile around, and culter’d fields ; 
And fountains guth; and carelefs herds and flocks 
Securely {tray ; a world within itfelf, 
Piktaining all affault: there let me draw 

thereal foul, there drink reviving gales, 


. Byofafely breathing from the fpicy sroves, 


And vales of fragrance ; there at diftance hear 
"The roaring floods, and cataracts, that fweep 
From difembowell’d earth the virgin gold ; 
‘And o’er the varied lundikip, reftlefs, reve, 
Fervent with life of every tairer kind : 

A land of wonders! which the fun ftill eyes 
‘With ray dire&t, as of the lovely realm 
Enamour d, and delighting there to dwell. 





* In all the regions of the torrid zone, the birds, 
though more beautiful in their plumage, are cbferved to 
be lefs meclodions than curse 
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How chang’d the feene! In blazing height of , 


neon, 2 
The fun, opprefs’d, is plunz’d in thickeft rlo-ai. 
Stitl horror reigns, a dreary twilight round, 

Of ftrugglin, night and day malignant mix’d. 

For to the hot equator crowding faft, 

Where, highly rarefy’d, the yielding air Ks 
Admits their ftream, inceffant vapours roll, 

Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap’d! 

Or whirl’d tempeftuous by the gufty wind, 

Or filent borne along, heavy, and flow, é 
With the big ftores of fteaming oceans charg’d- 
Meantime, amid thefe upper feas, condens’d 
Around the cold aérjal mountain’s brow, 

‘And by conflictiny winds together dath’d, 

‘The thunder holds his black tremendous throne: 
From cloud to cloud the rending lightnings rages 
‘Till, in the furions elemental war 

Diffoiv’d; the whole precipitated mafs 

Unbroken floeds and fotid torrents pours, 

‘The treafures thefe, hid from the bounded fearch 
Of ancient knowledge; whence, with annval pomp, 
Rich king of floods! o’erflows the {welling Nile. 
From his two tprings, in Gojam’s funny realms 
Pure-welling ouc, he through the lucid lake 
Of fair Dambea rolis his iniznt ftream, - 
There, by the Naiads nurs’d, he fports away ~ > 
His p'aylul youth, amid the fragrant ifles, 

That with unfadiny verdure fmile around. 
Ambitious, thence the manly river breaks; 
And, gathering many a flood, and copious fed 
With all the mellow’d treafures of the tky, 
Winds in progreflive majefty along: 
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‘Through fplendidkingdomsnow devolves his maze, 
N wild o'er folitary rads 
OF Life~ ed fand; till, glad to quit 


‘The joylefs defart, down the Nubian rocks 
From thundering fteep to fteep, he pours his urn, 
And Egypt joys beneath the {preading wave. * 
His Foote Niger, too, and ali the floods 
In which the full-form’d maids of Afric lave 
‘Uheir jetty limbs; and all that from the tra@ 
Of woody mountains ftretch’d through gorgeous 
Fall on Coromandel’s coaft, or Malabar ; {tad 
From * Menam’s orient ftream, that nightly fhines 
With infe@-lamps, to where Aurora fheds 
On Indus’ fmiling banks the rofy fhower : 
All, at this bountcous feafon, ope their urns, 
And pour untoiling harveft o’er the land. 
Nor lef thy world, Columbus, drinks, refreth’d, 
The lavifh moifture of themelting years 
Wide o’er his ifles, the branching Orenoque 
Rolls a brown deluge ; and the native drives 
To dwell aloft on lie-faficing trees, 
At once his dome, his robe, his food, and arms. 
Swell'd by a thoufurd ftreams, impctuous harl’d 
From all the roaring Andes, huge defcends 
‘The mighty + Orellana, Scarce the mufe 
Dates ftretch her wing o’er this enormous mafs 
Of rufhing water; fcarce fhe dares attempt 
The fealike Plata ; to whofe dread expanfe, 
Continuous depth, and wondrous lenzth of courfe, 
Our floods are rills. With unabated force, 





* The river that ruas through Siam; on ewbofe 
banks a vaf? multitude of thofe infe&s called frre-fliesy , 
make @ beautiful appearance in the night. 

+ The river of the Amuzans, 
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¥n filent dignity they fweep along, 
“And traverte realms unknown, and blooming wilds, 
And truitlefs defarts, worlds of folitude, 
Where the fun fmiles and feafons teem in vain, 
Unfeen, and unenjoy’d. Forfaking thefe, 
O’er peopled plains they fair-diffufive flow, 
And many a nation feed, and circle fafe, 
In their foft bofom, many a happy ifle ; 
"The feat of blamelefs Pan, yet undifturb’d 
By Chriftian crimes and Europe’s cruel fons. 
‘Thus pouring on they proudly feek the deep, 
Whole vanquith’d tide, recoiling from the fhock, 
Yields to the liquid weight of half the globe ; 
And Ocean trembles for his green domain. 
But what avails this wondrous wate of wealth? 
This gay profufion of luxurious blifs? 
This pomp of nature? what their balmy meads, 
‘Their powerful herbs, and Ceres void of pain? 
By vagrant birds difpers'd, and wafting winds, 
What their unplanted fruits? what the cool 
draughts, 
TH anbrofial food, rich gums, and fpicy health, 
Their forelts yield? their toiling infe@s what, 
Their filky pride, and vegetable robes? 
Ah! what avail their fatal treafures, hid 
Deep in the bowels of the pitying carth, 
Golconda's gems, and fad Potoli’s mines; 
Where dweic the gentleft children of the fun? 
‘What all that Afric’s golden rivers roll, 
Her odorous woods, and fhining ivory ftores ? 
Ill-fated race! the foftening of peace, 
Whate’er the humanizing mutes teach ; 
“The godlike wifdom of the temper’d breaft ; 
Progreflive truth, the patient force of thought ; 
Invettization calm, whofe filent powers [Heaven; 
Command the world; the light that leads to 
Kind equel rue, the government of laws, 
And ali-protecting freedom, which alone 
Suftains the name and dignity of ni 
‘Thefe are not theirs, The parent-fun himfelf 
Seems o’er this world of flaves to tyrannize; 
And, with oppreflive ray, the rofeate bloom 
OF beauty blaiting, gives the gloomy hue, 
And feature grofs: or worfe, to ruthlefs deeds, 
Mad jealoufy, blind rage, end fell revenge, 
‘Their fervid fpirit fires. Love dwells not there, 
‘The foft regards, the tendernefs of Site, 
The heart-fhed tear, th’ ineffable delight 
Of {weet humanity: thefe court the beam 
Of milder climes ; imfelfith fierce defire, 
And the wild fury of-voluptuous fenfe, 
There loft, ‘The very brute creation there . 
‘This rage partakes, and burns with horrid fire. 
Lo! the green ferpent, from his dark abode, 
Which ev'n Imagination fears to tiead, 
At noon forth-iffuing, gathers up his train 
Ic orbs immenfe, then, darting out anew, 
Secks the refreflying fount ; by which diffus’d, 
He throws his folds: and while, with threatening 
tongue, 
And deathful jaws ercét, the monfter cnris 
His flaming crett, all other thirlt appald, 
Or thivering flies, or check'd at diftance ftands, 
Nor dares approach, But ftill more direful he, 
‘The {mall clofe-lurking minifter of fate, 
Whofe high-conco@ed venom through the veins 
A rapid lightning darts, arrefting fwift 
‘The vital current, Form’d to humble man, 
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This child of vengeful nature! There, fublin’d 
To feariefs lu of blood, the favage race é 
Roam, licens'd by the thading hour of guilt, 
And foul mifdeed, when the pure day has fhut 
His facred eye. ‘The tiger darting fierce 
Impetuous on the prey his glance has doom’d: 
The lively thining leopard, tpeckled o’er 
With many a fpot, the beauty of the wafte: 
And, fcorning all the tamin2 arts of man, 
The keen hyena, felteft of the fell. 
Thefz, rufhing from th’ inhofpitable woods, 
Of Mauritania, or the tufted ifles, 
‘That verdant rife amid the Libyan wild, 
Tnnumerous glare around their fhaggy king, 
Majettic, ftalking o’er che printetl fand 
And, with imperious and repeated roars, 
Demand their fated food. ‘he fearful-flocks 
Crowd near the guardian fwain ; the nobler herds, 
Where round their lordly bull, in rural eafe, 7 
‘They ruminating lie, with horror hear 
The coming rage, ‘Th’ awaken’d village ftarts $ 
And to her fluttering breaf the mother ftrains 
Her thoughtlefs infant. From the pirate’s deny 
Or ftern Morocco’s tyrant fang efeap'd, 
‘The wretch half-withes for his bonds again: 
While, uproar all, the wildernels refounds, 
From “Atlas eaftward to the frighted Nile. 
Unhappy he! who from the firft of joys, 
Society, cut off, is left alone 
Amid this world of death. Day after day, 
Sad on the jutting eminence he fits, 
And views the main that ever toils below 5 
Sill fondly forming in the fartheit verge, 
Where the round cther mixes with the wave, 
Ships, dim difcover'd, dropping from the clouds g 
At evening, to the fetting fun he turns : 
A mournful eye, and down his dying heart 
Sinks helplefs; while the wonted roar is up, 
And hifs continual through the tedious night. 
Yet here, ev'n here, into thefe black abe 
Of monfters mnappaill’d, from ftooping Rome, 
And guilty Cafar, liberty cetir’d, 
Her Cato following through Namidian wilds: 
Difdainful of Campania’s gentte plains, 
And all the gree ights Aufonia pours ; 
When for them the mutt bend the fervile knee, 
And fawning take the fplendid robber’s boon. 
Nor ftop the terrors of thefe regions here. 
Commiffion’d demons oft, anges of wrath, 
Let loofe the raging elements. - Erexth'd hot, 
From afl the boundlefs furnace of th: thy, 
And the wide glittering waite of burning fand, 
A {uflocating wind the pilgrim finites 
With inftant death, Patient of thirit and toil, 
Son of the defert ! ev’n the cumei feels, 
Shot through his wither’d heart, the fiery blaft. 
Or from the black-red ether, burfting broad, 
Sallies the fudden whirlwind. © Strait the fands, 
Commov'd around, in gathering eddies play : 
Nearer and nearer Mill they darkening come ; 
Till, with the general all-involving ftorm 
Swept up, the whole continuous wilds arife 5 
And by their noon-day fount dejected thrown, 
Or funk at night in fad difaftrous ilcep, 
Beneath defcending hills, the caravan 
Is buried deep. In Cairo’s crowded ftreets 
‘Th’ impatient merchant, wondering, waits in, Vainy 
and Mecca faddens at the long delay, 
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fpiring cities from their folid bafe, 
‘nd_burics mountains in the flaming gulf. 
But ‘ts cnough; return, my vagrant ninfe 
A nearer fcene of horror calls thee hon 
Behold, Dow-fettling o'er the lurid grove 
Unutual darknefs broods; and gro gains 
‘Che full poffeflron of the fky 
‘Wich wrathful vapour, from the fee: 
Where Seep the mineral generations, drawn. 
‘Thence nitre, fulphur, and the fiery {pume 
OF fat bitumen, fteaming on the day, 
With various-tin@ur'd trains of latent fame, 
Pollute the fy, and in yon baleful cloud, 
A redderting gloom, a magazine of fate, 
Ferment; till, by the touch ethereal rous’d, 
"The dath of clouds, or irr 
Of fighting winds, while al 
They furious fpring. A boding filence reigns, 
Dread through the dun expanfe; fave the dull found 
"That from the mountain, previous te the florm, 
Rolls o'er the muttering earth, difturhs the flood, 
And fhakes the forefteleaf without a breath, 
Pronc, to the loweft vale, th’ atrial tribes 
Delcend : the tempett-loving raven fearce 
ares wing the dubious dulk. In rucful gaze 
‘The cattle land, and on the fcowling heavens 
Caft a deploring eye; by man forfook, 
Who to the crowded cottage hies him faft, 
Or fecks the thelter of the downward cave. 
"Lis liftening fear and damb amazement all: 
When to the flartled eye the fudden glance 
Appears far fouth, eruptive through che cloud ; 
And following flower, in explofion vait, 
‘The thunder raifes his tremendous voice. 
. At firft, heurd folcmn o’er the verge of heaven, 
” "The tempeft growls; but as it nearer comes, 
And rolls its aweful burden on the wind, 
‘The lightnings flafh a larger curve, and more 
The noife aftounds: till over head a fheet 
Of livid flame difclofes wide; then thats, 
And opens wider; shuts and opens ftill 
Expanfive, wrapping cther in a blaze. 
Follows the loofen’d aggravated roar, 
Enlarging, deepening, mingling; peal on peal 
Crufh’d horrible, convulfing heaven and carth, 
Down comes a deluge of fonorous hail, 
Or prone-defcending ruin, Wide-rent, the clouds 
Pour a whole flaods and yet, its flame unquench’d, 
‘th’ unconquerable lightning ftruzeles through, 
Ragged and fierce, or ia red whirling balls, 
And fires the mountains with redoubled rage. 
Black from the fireke, above, the fmoullering pine 
Stands a fud fhatter’d trunk; and, ftretch’d beiow, 
A lifelefs grou? the blafted cattle lie: 
Here the foft flocks, with that fame harmilefs lovk 
‘Vhey wore alive, and ruminating fill 
In fancy’s eye; and there the frowning bull, 
And ox half-rais’d. Struck on the cattied ¢ 
"The venerable tower and fpiry fane 
Refign their aged pride, Phe gloomy woods 
Start at’ the flath, and from their decp recefs, 
Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates fhake. 
Amid Carnarvon’s mount: rages loud 
The reperenflive roar: with mi 
Into the flathing deep, from i} 
Of Penmanmaur heap'd hideous to th 
‘Tumble the finitten clifts 
Diflotving, inftant yicldst 
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Far-feen, the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze, 

And ‘Chulé bellows through her utmoft ifles. 
Guilchcarsappaii'd, withdeeply troubled thought, 

And yet not always on the guilty head 

Defcends the fated flafh. Young Celadon 





| And his Amelia were a matchlefs pair; 


With equal virte form’d, and equal grace, 
The fame, diflinguifh’d,by their fex alone + 
Hers the mild tulire of the blocming mora, 
And his the rediance of the rifen day, 
They lov'd: but fuch their guilelefs paffion wag, 
Aa in the dawn of time inform’d the heart : 
Of innocence, and undiffembling truth. 
“fwas friendthip heighten’d by the mutual wifh,. 
“Th’ enchanting hope, and fympathetic glow, 
Beam’d from the mutual eye. Devoting all 
To love, each was to cach a dearer felf; 
Y Supremely happy in th’ awaken’d pores 
OF giving joy. Alone, amid the des, 
Still in harmonious intercourfe they liv’d 
‘The rura! day, and talk’d the flowing heart, 
j Or fizh'd and look’d unutterable things. 
So pafe’d their life, a clear united ftream, 
By care unrofiied ; till, in evil hour, 
‘The tempeft caught them on the tender walk, 
Heedlefs how far, and where its mazes ftray’d, 
While, with each other bleft, creative love * 
Scill bade eternal Eden finile around. 
Prefaging inftant fate, her bofom heav’d 
Unwonted fighs, and ftealing oft a look 
Of the big gloom on Celadon her eye 
Feil tearful, wetting her diforder’d cheek. 
In vain affuring love, and confidence 
In heaven, reprefs’d her fear; it grew, and fhook: « 
Her frame near diffolution, He perceiv’d 
‘Th’ unequal conflict ; and as angels look 
On dying faints, his eyes compatfion theds 
With love illumin’d high. “ Fear not, he faid, 
“ Sweet innocence! thou ftranger to offence, 
“ And inward ftorm! he, who yon fkies involves 
« Yn frowns of darknefs, ever {miles on thee 
“ With kind regard. O’er thee the fecret fhaft 
« "Phat waftes at midnight, or th’ undreaded hour 
and that very voice 
* Which thunders terror through the guilty heart, 
« With tongues of feraphs whifpers peace to thine. 
« "Tis fafety to be near thee fure, and thus 
« ‘To clafp perfe@ion!” From his void embrace, 
Myfterious heaven! that moment, to the ground, 
A blacken’d Corfe, was ftruck the beauteous maidy 
But who can paint the lover, as he flood, ‘ 
Piere’d by fevere amazement, hating life, 
Specehlefs, ind fix’d in all the death of woe! 
So, faint refemblance! on the marbie tomb, 
"The well-dite -d mourner ftooping ftands, 
Yor ever filent, and for ever fad. . 
strom the face of heaven the fhatter’d cloudg 
‘Cumultuos rove, th’ interminable tky . 
Sublimer fwells, and o’er the world expands 
A azure. ‘Through the lighten’d air ~ 
4 er juftye aud a clearer calm, 
, tremble; while, as if in fien 
er patt, a glittering robe of joys 
Set off abundant by the yellow ray, : 
the fields; and nature fmiles reviv’d. _ 
1, and grateful fong around, 
e, and numerous bleat 
hrough the clover'd vals. 
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dnd fhall.the hymn be marr’d hy thankle(s man, 
‘oft'favour’d ; who with voice articulate 

* Should lead the chorus of this lower world? 

Stall: he, fo foon forgetful of the hand 

‘That hufh’d the churider, and ferenes the tky, 
xtinguith’d feel chat fpark’the tempeft wak'd, 

That Tife of powers exceeding far his own, 

Ere yet his feeble heart has lott its fears? 
~ Cheer’d by the milder Beam, the fprightly youth 
Speeds to the well-known pool, whofe cryftat depth 
A fandy, bottom fhows. A while he ftands 
Gazing thi inverted landhkip, half afraid 
‘To meditate the blue profound below ; 
‘Then plunges headlong down the ‘circling flood. 
His ebon treffes and his rofy check f 
Inflant merge ; and through th’ obedient wave, 
At each fhort breathing by his lip repell’d, 
With arms and legs according well, he makes, 
As humour leads, un eaty-winding peth: 
‘While, from his polith’d fides, a dewy light 
Effufes on the pleas’d {pectators round. 

This is the pureft exercife of haalth, 

“The kind refyéther of the Summer heats ; 

. ‘Nor, whet cold Winter keens the brightening flood, 
+ "Would I weak-thivering linger on the brink. 
"Thiya life retoubles, and is oft preferv'd, 
, By the bold fwimmer, in the fwitt illapfe 
: ‘OF accident difaftrous. Hence the limbs 
Knit into force; and the fame Roman arm, 
‘That rofé victorious o'er the conguer’d carth, 
Firft learn’d, while.tender, to fubdue the wave. 
Ev’n from the hody’s purity, the mind 
Receives a fecret fymipathetic aid. 
Clofe in the covert of an hazel copfe, 
‘ Where winded into pleafing folitudes 
Rune out the ranibling dale, young Damon fat 
Penfiv:, and pierc’d with love's deli; htful pangs. 
‘There to'the ftream that down the diftant rocks 
Hoarfe-murmuring fell, and plaintive breeze that 

-Among the bending willows, fallely he [play’d 
Of Mufidora’s cruclty complain'd. 
She felt his flame ; but deep within her breaft, 
Jn bathful coynefs, or in maiden-pride, 
‘The foft return conceal’d; fave when it flole 
In fidelong glances from her dovincatt eye; - 

Or from her fwelling foul in ftifted fighs. 
‘Touch’d by the'fcene, no ftranger to his vows, 
He fram’d a melting lay, to try her heart ; 
And, if an infant paffion ftruggled there, 

‘To call that paflion forth. ‘Thrice happy fwain ! 
A lucky chance, that eft decides the fate 2 
Of mighty monarchs, ‘then decided thine. 

For, lo! conduéted by the laughing loves, 
‘This cool retreat his Mufidora fought : 

‘Warm in her checkithe fultry feafon glow’d ; 
And, rob’d-in Joofe array, fhe came to bathe! 
Her fervent limbs in:the refrefhing ftream. ~ 
What fhiall he do? In {weet confifion loft, 

And dubious flutterings, he a while remain’d: 
A pure ingenuous elégance of foul, 

_ A delicate refinement, known to few, 
Perplex’d his breaft, and urg’d him to retire : 

_ But love forbade. ° "Ye prudes in virtue; fay, 
Say, ye fevereft, what would you have done? 
Meuntime, this fairer nymph than ever bleit 
Arcadian ftréam, with timid eye around 
‘The banks furveying, ftrip’d her beauteous limbs, 
‘Lo tafte the lucid coolnels of the flood. 
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Ah, then! not Paris on the piny, tap 

OF Ida paared ftronger, when afide 

The rival-goddeffes the veil divine - 
Caft unconiin’d, and gave him all their charma, 
Than, Damon, thou ;”as from the fiiowy leg, 
And Gender foot, th’ inverted filk the drew 5 


’ 


-As the foft touch diffolv’d the virgin zone ; 


And, through the 
breaft, 
wild-throbbing, on thy lawlefs gaze 
re But, defperate youth, 
How dur't chou rif the foul ting view 5 ** 
As from her nak: ng white, 
TLrmonious ’ 3 fineit hand, 
ting fell the fainter lawn 
And fri sd the food, fhrunk from herfelf, 
; at the doubtful breeze 
‘¢ like the fearfal fawn ? 
wh’d ; the parted flood, 
ofing waves receiv’d; * 
And every heauty fefiening, every grace’ 
Fluthing anew, a me tuitre thed: 
As thines the lily through the erya) mild; 
Or as the rofe amid the morning dew 
Frefh from Aurora’s hand, more fweetly glows. 
While thus she wanton’d, now beneath the wave 
But ill-conceal’d ; and now with ftreaming locks, 
‘Vhat half-embrac'd her in a humid veil, 
Rifing again, the latent Damon drew 
Such maddening draughts of beauty to the foul, 
As for a while o’erwhelm’d his raptu ought, 
With luxury too daring. Check*d, at I 7 
By love's reipectful modefty, he deen’d 
The theft profane, if aught profane to love 
Can co be deem’d; and firuggling from the 
thade, : 
With headlong hurry fled: but firft thefe lines, 
‘Trac’d by his ready pencil, on the bank 
With trembling hand he threw.“ Bathe on, my 
“ Yet unbcheld, fave by the facred eye [fairy 
“ OF Juthful love: I go to guard thy haunt, 
“ To keep from thy recefs each vagrant foot, 
*« And cach ligentious eye.” With wild furprife, 
As if to marble flruck, devoid of fenfe, 
A ftapid moment motionlets the ftood: 
So flands the flatue * that enchants the world, 
So bending tries to veil the matchlefs beaft, 
‘The mingled beauties of exulting Greece. 
Recovering, fwift fhe flew to find thofe robes 
Which blifsful Eden knew not; and, array’d 
In carelefs hatte, th’ alarmthg paper fnatch’d. 
But, when her Damon’s well-known hand fhe faw, 
Her terrors vanith’d, and a fofter train 7 
Of mixt emotions, hard to be deferib’d, 
Her fadden bofom feia’d: thame void of guilt, 
The charming blush of innocence, efteem * 
And admiration of her ldver’s flame, 
By modcfty exalted: ev'n a feni. 
Of felf-approving beauty ftole acrofs 
Her bufy chought. - At length, a tender calm- 
Hosh’d by degrees the tumiult of het foul; 
And on the fpreading beach, that o’er the ftream 
Incumbent hung, fhe with the fylvan pen e 
Of rural lovers this confiffion carv’d, zs 
Which feon her Dimon kifs’'d with weeping joy; 


parting robe, th’ alternate 











Its lovely guelt w 








* The Venus of Medisi. 
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+ Dear youth! fole judge of what thefe verfes 
ae mean, 
“ By fortune too much favour’d, but by love, 
* Alas! not favour'd lefs, be Mill as now 
“ Difcrect : the time may come you need not fly.” 
‘The fan has loft his rage: his downward orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth, 
And vital luftre, that, with various ray, 
Lights up the clouds, thofe beauteous robes of 
Inceffane roll'd into romantic fhapes, (heaven, 
‘The dream of ing faticy! Broad below, 
€over’d with ripening fruits, and {welling fat 
Into the perfect year, the pregnant earth 
And all her trikes rejoice. Now the foft hour 
Of walking comes: for him who lonely loves 
‘Yo fevk the diftant hills, and there converfe 
With Nature; there to harmonize his heart, 
And in pathetic fong to breathe around 
‘the harmony to others. Social friends, 
Atiun’d to happy unifon of foul; 
‘To whofe exalting eye afairer world, 
Of which the vulgar never hada glimpfe, 
Difplays its charms; whofemindsarerichly fraught 
lofophic ftores, fuperior light; 
And in whofe breaft, enthufiattic, burns 
Virtue, the fons of interett cleem romance ; 
Now call'd abroad, enjoys the falling day : 
Now to the verdant portico of wood, 
‘To Nature’s vaft lycéum, forth they walk ; 
By that kind fchoal where no proud mafter reigns, 
The full free converfe of the friendly heart, 
Intprov.ng and improv’d. Now from the world, 
Sacred to {weet retirement, lovers Real, 
And pour their fouls in tran{port, which the fire 
Of love approving hears, and calls it good. 
Which way, Amanda, thall we bend our conrfe ? 
‘The choicepetplexes. Wherefore thould we choole? 
All is the Same with thee. Say, fhail we wind 
Along the ttreams? or walk the fmiling mead ? 
Or coirt the forcit gladus? or wander wild 
Among the waving harvefts? or afeend, > 
While radiant fummer opens xl} its pride, 
‘Thy Hill, delightful Shene *? Here fet us fweep 
























‘The boundlefs landicape now the raptur’d eye, 

Exulting fwift, to huge Augufta fend, 

Now to the filter-hills + that tkirt her plains 

‘lo lofty Harrow now, and now to where 

Majeltic Windsor lifts his princely brow. 

In lovely contrait to this glorious view 

Calmly magnificent, then will we turn 

‘Fo where the filver ‘Fhames firft rural grows. 

‘There let the feafted eye unwearied fray ; 

Luxurious, there, reve through the pendent woods 

That nodding hang o’er Harrington's retreat ; 

And, fooping thence to Ham'sembowering walks, 

Beneath whofe shades, in {potlefs peace retir’d, 

‘With her the pleafing partner of his heart, 

‘The worthy Queenfberry yet laments his Gay, 

And polifh’d Corubury wooes the willing mute, 

Slow tet ys trace the matchlefs vale of Thames ; 

Fair winding up to where the mufe’s haunt 

iy Twit’nam’s bowers, and for their Pope im- 
plore : 

The healing god }; to royal Hampton’s pile, 


* The old name of Richmond, fignifying, in Saxon, 
fhining or fplendor, 
‘°¢ Highzate and Hamflead. dn bis left ficknefs. 
“ 


To Clermont’s terrafs’d height, and Efher’s groves, 
Where in the fweeteft folitude; embrac’d 
By the foft windings of the filent Mole, : 
From courts and fenates Pelham finds repole, 
Enchanting vale! beyond whate’er the mufe 
Has of Achaia or Hefperia fung! 
O vale of bis! O foftly-fwelling hills! 
On which the power of cultivation lies, 
And joys to {ee the wonders of his toil. 
Heavens! whata goodly profpect {preadsaround, 
Of hilis, and cales, and woods, and lawns, and 
fpires, A 
And elitering towns, and gilded ftreams, till al} 
‘Lhe ttretching landfkip into fmoke decays! 
Happy Britannia! Where, the queen of arts, 
infpiring vigour, liberty abroad f 
Walks, unconfin’d, ev’n to thy fartheft cots, 
And featters plenty with unfparing hand. 
Rich is thy foil, and merciful thy clime ; 
Thy ftxcams unfailing in the Summer’s drought 5 
Unmatch'd thy guardian-oaks ; thy vallies float 
With golden waves: and on thy mountains flocks 
Bicat numberlefs; while, roving round their fc 
Bellow the blackening herds inlufty-droves. 
Beneath thy meadows glow, and.rife unquell’d 
Againtt the mower’s {cythe. On every hamd , 
‘Thy villas fhine. Thy country teems with wealtlyg 
And property affures it to the fwain, 
Pieas'd, and unwearied, in his guarded toil, 
Full are thy cities with the fons of art’; 
And trade with joy, in every buly fireet, 
Mingling are heard: ev’n drudgery himfelf, 
As at the car he fweats, or dulty hews 
‘The palace-ftone looks gay. Thy crowded 
Where rifing mafts an endlefs profpeé yie! 
With labour burn, and echo to the fhouts 
OF burried failor, as he hearty waves 
His laft adieu, and, loofening every theet, 
Refigns the fpreading veffel to the wind. 
Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy generous 
youth, 
By hardhhip finew’d, and by danger fir’d, 
Scattering the nations where they go; and firfk 
Or on the lifted plain, or ftormy feas. 
Mild are thy glories too, as o’er the plans 
Of thriving’ peace thy thoughtful fires prefide ; 
In genius, and fubftantial learning, high; 
For every virtue, every worth renown’d; 
Sincere, plain-hearted, hofpitable, kind ; 
Yet, like the muftering thunder, when Pprovok'd, 
The dread of tyrants, and the fole refource 
Of thofe that under grim oppreffion groan. 
‘Thy fons of glory many ! “Alfred thine, 
In whom the {plendor of heroic war, 
And more heroic peace, when govern’d well, 
Combine; whofe hallow’d names the virtues faint, 
And dis own mufes love; the beft of hings f 
With him thy Edwards and thy Henrys fhine, 
Names dear to fame ; the firft who deep imprefe’d 
On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms, 
‘That awes her genius till. In \ fatefmen thou, 
And patricts, fertile. Thine a iteady Mire, 
Who, with a gencrous, though miftaken zeal, 
Withftood a brutal tyrant’s ufeful rage, 
Like Cato firm, like’ Ariftides jut, . 
Like rigid Cincinnatus nebly poor, 
A dauntlefs toul ere&, who fmil’d on 
Frugel and wife, a Walfingham is thing; 
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A Drake, who made thee miftrefs of th: deep, 
And bore thy name in thunder round the world. 
‘Then flam’d thy fpirit high : but who can {peak 
“The nunierous worthies ai the maiden reign? 

In Raleigh mark their every glory mix’d ; 
Raleigh, the fcourge of Spain! whofe break with ail 
‘The fage, the patriot, and the hero, barn'd, 

Ner funk his vigour, when a cowanbreign 

‘The warrior fetter'd, and at Init refign’d, 

“Fo glut the vengeance of a Vanquifh'd foe. 
“Then, active fill and unreftrain’d, his mind 
Explor'd the vatt extent of ages paft, 

And with his prifon-hours enrich’d the world ; 
Yet found no times, in all the long refearch, 

So glorious, or fo bafe, ‘as thofe he prov’d, 

Yn which he conquer’d, and in which he bicd. 
Nox can the mufe the gallant Sidney pats, 

“The plume of war! with early laure!s crown'd, 
‘The lover’s myrtle, and the poct’s bay. 

A Hampden too is thine, illuitrious land, 

Wile, frenuous, firm, of unfubmitting foul, 
Who flem'd.the torrent of a downward age 

“fo flavery prone, and bade thee rife aya 
In all thy native pomp of freedom boid. 
“Bright, at his call, thy age of men effulg’d, 

Of men on whom late time a kindling eye 
Shall turn, and tyr: tremble while they read. 

























Bring every fwecteit flawer, and let me ftrew 
“The grave where Rute wholy temper'd blood, 
With calmeft cheerfulness for thee refigi'd, 








Stain’d the fad annals of a pitidy reign ; 
Aiming at lawlefs power, though meanly funk 
Ya loofe inglorious hxury. | With him 

His friend, the * Britifh Caflius, fearlefs bled ; 
Of high determin’d spirit, roughly brave, 

By ancient Jearning to th’ enlighten’d love 

OF ancient freedom warm’d. Fair they regown 
To aweful fage: and in noble Ards ¢ 

Soon as the light of dawning {cience fpread 

Mer orient ray, and wak’d th: mufes’ fong. 
‘Thine is a,Bacon ; haplefs in his choics, 

Unfit to ttand the civil form of ftatc, 

And through the finooth barbarity of courts, 
‘With firm, but pliant virtue, forward ftill 

“Yo urge his courfe,: him for the fludious fhade 
Kind Nature form'd, deep, comprchenfive, clear, 
Hxact, and clegant ; in one rich foul, 

Plato, the Stagysite, and Tully join'd. 

‘The great sleliverer he! who from the gloom 
Of cloiiter’d monks, and jargon-teaching fchools, 
Jed forth the true philofophy, there loag 

Held in the magic chain of words and forms, 
And definitions void: he led her forth, 
Daughter of heaven ! that, flow-afcending fill, 
Inveltigating fure the chain of things, 

“With radiant finger points to heaven 5 
ne generous t Afhicy thine, the friend of man; 
‘Who icann’d his nature with a brother’s eye, 
‘His weaknefs prompt to fhade to raife his aim, 

"To touch the Aner movemente of the mind, 

And with the moral beauty charm the heart. 

‘Why need Trame thy Boyle, whofe pious fearch 
Amid the dark recetics of his works, 

“The great Creator fought? And why thy Locke, 
‘Who niade the whole internal world his own? 
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Let Newton, pure intelligence, whom God 
‘To mortals lent, to trace his boundlefs work: 
From laws fublimely fimple, fpeak thy fame - 
In all philofophy. For lefty fenfe, 
Creative fancy, and infpe@tion keen 
‘Through the deep windings of the human heart, 
Is not wild Shak{peare thine and Nature’s boaft? 
Is not cach great, each amiable mufe 
OF claflic ages in thy Milton met? 
A genius univerfal as his theme ; 
Aftonithing-as Chaos, as the bloom 
Of blowing Eden fair, as heaven fublime. 
Nor fhal! my verfe that elder bard forget, 
The gentle Spenfer, fancy’s pleafing fon ; 
Who, like a copious river, pour'd his fong 
Over all the mazes ef enchanted ground : 
Nor thee, his ancient mafter, laughing fage, 
Chaucer, whofe native manners-painting verfe, 
Well-moraliz’d, fhines through the Gothic cloud, 
OF tine and language o’er thy geniis thrown, 
'y my fong foften, as thy daughters 1, 
Britannia, hail! for beauty is their own, 
The feeling heart, fimplicity of life, 
And clegance, and tafte: the faultlefs form, 
S by the hand of harmony ; the check, 
the live crimfon, through the native white, 
Soft-fhooting, o'er the face diffufes bloom, 
And every namcicfs grace 3 the pe ted lip, 
Like the red rofe-bud moift with morning-dew, 
Breathing delight; and, under flowing jet, 
Or funny ringlets, or of circling brown, 
‘The neck flight-fhaded, and the fwelling breaft ; 
The look refiftlefs, piercing to the foul, * 
Aud by the foul inform'd, when dreft in love 
She fits high-fmiling in the confcious eye. 
ffland of biifs! craid the fubje& ffas, 
That thunder round thy rocky coafts, fet up, 
At once the wonder, terror, and deligft, 
Of diftant nations; whofe remoteft fhores 
Can foon be fhaken by thy naval arm; 
Not to be thook thyfelf, bat all affaults 
Baflling, as thy hoar cliffs the loud fea-wave. 
© Thou! by whofe almighty nod the fcale 
Of empire rifes, or alternate falls, 
Send forth the faving virtues round the land, 
In bright patrol: white peace, and focial love ; 
‘The tender-looking charity, intent, 
On gentle deeds, and thedding tears through fmiles; 
Undaunted truth, and dignity of mind; 
Courage compos'd, and keeng found temperance, 
Healthful in heart and Jook ; clear chattity, ; 
With blufkes reddening as the moves along, 
Diforder’d af the deep regard fhe draws ; 
Rough induflry ; a@ivity untir'd, — 
With copious life inform’d, and all awake: 
While in the radiant front, fuperior fhines 
That fir paternal virtue, prdlic xeal ; 
Who throws o’er all an equal wide furvey, 
And, ever mufing on the common weal, ~ 
Still labours glorious with fome great defign. 
Low walks the fun, and broadens by degrees, 
Juit o’er the verge of day. The thifting clouds 
aMlembled gay, a richly-gorgecus train, 
in all their pomp attend his fetting throne. 
A\ir, earth, and occan fmile immenfe. And now, 
#3 if his weary chariot fought the bowers 
Of An:phitrité, aad her tending nymphs, 
(So Grecian fable fung) he dips his orb 5 





















‘ SUMMER 


‘New half-imniers’d ; and now a golden curve 
Gi res one bright glance, then total difappears. 
For ever running an inchanted round, 
Paffes the day, deceitful, vain, and void ; 
As fleets the vifion o’er the formful brain, 
This moment hurrying wild th’ impaffion’d fowl, 
The next in nothing loft. *Tis fo to him, 
‘The dreamer of this earth, ani idle blank : 
A fight of horror to the cruel wretch, 
Who, all day long in fordid pleafure roll’d, 
Himielf an ufctcfs load, has {quander’d vile, 
Upon his fcoundrel train, what might have cheer’d 
A‘drooping family of modeft worth. 
But to the generous ftill-improving mind, 
That gives the hopelefs heart to fing for joy, 
Diffufing kind beneficence around, 
Boaftlefs, as now defcends the filcnt dew ; 
To him the long review of order’d life 
Is inward rapture, only to be felt. 
Confefs'd from yonder flow-extinguith’d clouds, 
All cther foftening, fober evening tukes, 
Her wonted ftation in the middle air; 
A thoufand fadows at her beck. Firtt this 
She fends on earth; then that of deeper dye 
Stea!s foft behind ; and then a dzeper fill, 
hi circle following circle, gathers round, 
'To clofe the face of things, A irefher gale 
Begins to wave the wood, and ftir the ftream, 
Sweeping with thadowy guft the fields of corn ; 
‘While the quai} clamours for his running mate. 
Wide o'er the thiilly lawn, as {wells the breeze, 
A whitening dhower of vegetable dawn 
Atnufive floats, The kind impartial care 
Of Nature nought difdains: thoughtful to feed 
Her loweft fons, and clothe the coming year, 
From field to field the feather’d feeds the wings. 
His folded flock fecure, the fhepherd home 
Hies, merry-hearted ; and by turns relieves 
‘The ruddy milk-maid of her brimming pail ; 
‘The beauty whom perhaps his witlei$ heart, 
Unknowing what the joy-mixt anguish means, 
Sincerely loves, by that beft language fhown 
Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds. 
Onward they pafs, o’er many a panting height 
And valley funk, and unfrequented ; where 
At fall of ‘eve the fairy people throng, 
Yn various game, and revelry, to pals 
‘The fummer-night, as village-ftories tell. 
But far about they wander from the grave 
Of him, whom his ungentle fortune urg’d 
Againft his own fad breaft to lift the hand 
Of impious violence. ‘The lonely tower 
Ys alfo thunn’d; whofe mournful chambers hold, 
So night-ltruck fancy dreams, the yelling ghoft. 
Among the crooked Janes, on every hedge, 
The glaw-worm lights his gem; and, through 
the dark, 
A moving radiance twingles, Evening yields 
The world to night ; not in her winter-robe 
OF mafly Stygian woof, but loofe array’d 
Jn mantle dun. A faint erroncous ray, * 
Glanc’d from th’ imperfect furfaces of thi 
Flings half an image on the itraining e: 
While wavering woods, and villages, and ftreame, 
~i\nd rocks, and mountains tops, that long retain’d 
"Th’ afcending gleam, are all one fwimming feene, 
Uncertain if beheld. Sudden to heaven 
Thence weary vifion turas; where, leading fo 
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The filent hours of love, with euret ray 
Sweet Venus fhines; and from her genial rife, 
When day-light fickens till it fprings afreh, 
Unrivall’d reigns, the faireft lamp of, night. 
As thus th’ efulgence tremulous I drink, 
With cherith’d gaze, the lambent lightnings fhoot 
Acrofs the fky; or horizontal dart - 
In woudrovsthapes: by fearful murmuring crowds 
Portentous deem’d. Amid the radiant orbs, 
‘That more than deck, that animate the tky, 
‘The lifc-infufing fans of other worlds ; 
Lo! from the dread immenfity of fpace . 
Returning, with accelerated courfe, 
The ruihing comet to the fun defcends ; 
And as he finks below the fhading earth, 
With awful train projected o’er the heavens, 
‘The guilty nations tremble... But, above 
Thote fuperftitious horrors that enflave 
The fend fequacious herd, to myftic faith w 
And blind amazement prone, th’ enlighten’d few, 
‘Whofe godlike minds philofophy exalts, 
‘The glorious ftranger hail. ‘They feel a joy 
Divinely great ; they in their powers exult, 
That wondrous force of thought,’ which mount~ 
ing {purns 
This duiky fpot, and meafures all the tky ; 
While, from his far excurfion throu;:h the wilds 
Of barren ether, faithful to his time, 
They fee the blazing wonder rife anew, 
In feeming terror clad, but kindly bent 
‘l'o work the will of all-fuftaining Love: 
From his huge vapoury train perhaps to fhake 
Reviving moiiture en the numerous orbs, 
‘Through which his long ellipfis winds ; perhaps 
To lend new fuel te declining funs, : 
‘To light up worlds, and feed th’ eternal-fire. 
With thee, ferene philofophy, with thee, 
And thy bright garland, let, me crown my fongt 
Effufive fource of evidence, and truth ! 
A laftre thedding o’er th’ ennobled mind, 
Stronger than fummer-noon ; and pure as that, 
Whofe mild vibrations foorhe the parted foul, 
New to the dawning of celeftial day. [thee, 
Hence through her novrifh’d powers, enlarg'd by 
rings aloft, with elevated pride, 
: the tangling mafs of low defires, (wing'd, 
‘that bind the fluttering crowd: and, angel- 
The heights of {cience and of virtue gains, 
Where all is calm and clear; with nature round, 
Or in the flarry regions, or th’ abyfs, 
‘To reafon’s and to fancy’s eve difplay’d> 
p-tracing, from the dreary void, 
ain of caufes and effets to him, 
‘The world-producing Eflence, who alone 
Poffeffes being ; while the Laf reccives 
The whole maznificence of heaven and carth, 
And every beauty, delicate or bold, és 
Obvious or more remote, with livelier feafe, 
Ditfufive painted on the rapid mind. 
‘Tutor’d by thee, hence poetry exalts 
Her voice to ages; and informs the page 
ith mufic, image, fentiment, and thought, 
er to die! the treafure of mankind ! 
ir highelt honour, and their trueft joy! 
hout thee what were nncni 
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A [avaze roaming through the v 
In queft of prey; and with th’ un 
Poush-clad 5 devoid of every finer art, 





And clegant? of life. Nor happinefs 

Dometic, mtix'd of tendernefs and care, 

Nor moral excellence, nor focial blifs, 

Nor guardian law were his; nor varions fkill 

‘To turn the furrow, or to guide the toal 

Mechanic ; nor the heaven-conduged prow 

Of navigation, bold, that fearlefs braves 

‘The burning line, nor dares the wint’ry pole ; 

Mothhr fevere of infinite delights ! 

Nothing, fave rapine, indolence, and guile, 

And woes on woes, a ftillerevolving train! 

Whole horrid circle had made human life 

‘That non-exiftence worfe : but, taught by thee, 

Ours are the plans of policy and peace ; 

‘Fo live like brothers, and conjun@tive all 

Embellith life. While thus laborious crowds 

Ply the tough oar, philofophy direéts 

‘The ruling helm; or like the liberal breath 

Of potent heaven, invifible, the fail 

Swells out, and bears th’ inferior world along. 
Nor to this evanefcent {peck of earth 

Poorly confin’d, the radiant tradts on high 
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Are her exalted range ; intent to gaze 7 
Creation through ; and, from that full contplex 
Of never-ending wonders, to conceive : 
Of the Sole Being tight, who fhoke the word, 
And Nature mov'd complete. With inward view, 
‘Thence on th’ ideal kingdom fwift fhe turns 
Her eye; and inftant, at her powerful glance, 
Th’ obedient phantoms vanity or appear 5 
Compound, divide, and into order thift, 

Each to his rank, from plain perception up 
‘fo the fair forms of fancy's fleeting train z 
‘To reafon then, deducing truth from truth ; 
And notion quite abftra& ; where firft begins 
The world of fpirits, adtion all, and life 
Unfetter’d, and unmixt. But here the cloud, 
So wills Eternal Providence, fits deep, 
Enough for us to know that this dark ftate, 
In wayward paffions loft, and vain purfuits, 
This infancy of beiny, cannot prove 

The final iflue of the works of God, 

By boundiefs love and perfect wifdom form’d, 
And ever rifing with the rifing mind. 








AUTUMN. 


The fubje& propofed. Addreffed to Mr. Onflow. 


1730. 


The Argument. 


A profpect of the ficlds ready for harveft. Re» 


fletions‘in praife of induftry raifed by that view. Reaping. A tale relative to it. A harveft ftorm. 


Shooting and hunting, 


their barbarity. A ludicrous account of fox-hunting. A view of an ore 
chard. Wall-fruit. A vineyard. A defcription of fogs, 


frequent in the latter part of Autumn: 


whence a digreflion, inquiring into the rife of fountains and rivers. Birds of feafon confidered, 
that now fhift their habitation. ‘Ihe prodigious number of them that cover the northern and weft- 


erp ifles of Scotland, Hence a view of the 
After a gentle dutky day, moon-light. 


country. A profpedt of the difcoloured, fading woods, 
Autumnal meteors. Morning: to which fucceeds a calm, 


pure, fun-fhiny day, fuch as ufually thuts up the Seafon. The harveft being gathered in, the coun« 
try diffolved in joy. The whole concludes with a panegyric on a phiJofophical country life. 


Crown’p with the fickle and the wheaten fheaf, 
While Autumn, nodding o’er the yellow plain, 
Comes jovial on: the Doric reed once more, 
‘Well pleas’d, I tune. Whate’er the Wintery froft 
Nitrous prepar’d; the various-bloffom’d {pring 
Put in white promife forth: and Summer funs 
Concoéted ftrong, rufh boundlefs now to view, 
Full, perfect all, and {well my glorious theme, 
Ontlow ! the mufe, ambitious of thy name, 
‘To grace, infpire and dignify her fong, 
‘Would from the public voice thy gentle car 
Awhile engage. ‘Thy noble care the knows, 
‘The patriot virtues that diftend thy thought, 
Spread on thy front, and in thy bofom slow 3 
‘While liflening fenates hang upon thy tongue, 
Devolving through the maze of eloquence 
A roll of periods fweeter than her fong. 
But fhe too pants for public virtue ; fhe 
‘Though weak in power, yet ftrong in ardent will, 
‘Whene’cr her country rufhes on her heart, 
Alfumes a bolder note, and fondly tries 
‘To mix the patriot’s with the poet’s fame. 


When the bright virgin gives the beauteous days, 
And Libra weighs in equal fcales the year ; 
From heayen’s high cope the fierce effulgence 
Of parting Summer, a ferener blue, {thook 
With golden light enliven’d, wide invefts 
‘The happy world. Attemper’d funs arife, 
Sweet-beam’d,and fhedding oft through lucidclouds 
A pleafing calm; while broad, arfd brown, below 
Extenfive harveft hang the heavy head. 

Rich, filent, deep, they ftand; for not a gale 
Rolls ite light billows o'er the bending plain : 

A calm for plenty ! till the ruffled air 

Falls from its poife, and gives the breeze to blows 
Rent is the fleecy mantle of the fky ; 

‘The clouds fly different ; and the fudden fun 
By fits effulgent gilds th’ illumin’d field, _ 
‘And black by fits the thadows fweep along. 
A gaily-checker’d heart-expanding view, 
Far as the circling eye can thoot around, - 
Unbounded tofling in a flood of corn. 

‘Thefe are thy bleffings, Induftry! rough power; 
Whom labour ftill attends, and {weat, and pain; 
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Yet the kind fource of every gentle art, 
“And all the foft civility of life : 

Raifer of human kind! by Nature caft, 

Naked, and helplefs, out amid the woods’ 
. And wilds, to rude inclement elements ; 

With various feeds of art deep in the mind 

Inplanted, and profufely pour’d around 

Materials infinite’; but idle all. 

Still unexerted, in th’ unconfcious breaft, 

Slept the lethargic powers; corruption {till, 

Voracious, fwallow’d what the liberal hand 

OL bounty fcatter’d o’er the favage year : 

And ftill the fad barbarian, roving, mix’d 

With beatts of prey; or for his acorn-meal 

Fought the fierce tufky boar ; a fhivering wretch ! 

Aghaft, and comfortlefs, when the bleak north, 

With Winter charg’d, let the mixt tempeit fly, 

Hail, rain, and {now, and bitter-breathing froft : 

‘Then to the fhelter of the hut he fled; 

And the wild feafon, fordid, pin’d away. 

For home he had not; home 1s the refort 

OF love, of joy, of peace and plenty, where, 

Supported and fupported, polifh’d friends, 

And dear relations mingle into blifs. 

But this rugged favage never felt, 

Ev’n defolate in crowds; and thus his days 

Roll’d heavy, dark, and unenjoy’d along : 

A wafte of time ; till induftry approach’d, 

And rous’d him from his miferable floth : 

His faculties unfolded ; pointed out 

Where lavith Nature the directing hand 

Of Art demanded; fhow'd him how to raife 

His feeble force by the mechanic powers, 

‘T'o dig the mineral from the vaulted earth, 

On what to turn the piercing rage of fire, 

On what the turrent, and the gather’d blaf ; 

Gave the tall ancient foreft to his axe ; 

‘Taught him to chip the wood, and hew the ftone, 

‘Till by degrees the finith’d fabric rofe ; 

Tore tone his limbs the blood-polluted fur, 

And wrapt them in the woolly veflment warm, 

Or bright in glofly fitk, and flowing lawn ; 

‘With wholefome viands fill’d his table, pour’d 

‘The generous glafs around, infpir’d to wake 

"The life refining foul of decent wit : 

Nor ftop’d at barren bare neceffity ; 

But, ftilladvancing bolder, led him on 

‘To pomp, to pleafure, elegance and grace ; 

And, breathing high ambition through his foul, 

Sct fcience, wiltom, glory, in his view, 

And bade him be the Zord of all below. 

‘Then gathering men their natural powers com- 
And fora’d a public; to the general good [bin’d 
Submitting, aiming, and conducting all. 

For this the patriot-conncil met, the full 

‘The free, and fairly reprefented whole ; 

For this they plann’d the holy guardian laws, 
Diftinguifh’d orders, animated arts, 

And, with joint force oppreflion chaining, fet 
Imperial juftice at the helm 5 yet {till 

To them accountable ; nor flavith dream’d 
‘That toiling millions muft refign their weal, 
And all the honey of their fearch, to fuch 

As for themfelves alone theurfelves have rais’d, 

“Hence every form of cuitivated life 
In order fet, protected, and inipir’d, 

Into perfection wrought. Uniting all 
Society grew numercus, high, polite, 
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And happy. Nurfe of art! the city rear'd 

In beauteous pride her tower-encircled head; ~ 
And, ftretching ftreet on ftreet, by thoufands drew, 
From twining woody haunts, or the tough yew 
To bows ftreng-ftraining, her afpiring fons, 

Then commerce brought into the public walk. 
The bufy merchant; the big warehoufe built 3 
Rais’d the firong crane; chok’d ap the loaded 

ftreet 
With foreign plenty; and thy ftream, O 
Large, gentle, deep, majeftic, king of floods! 
Chofe for his grand refort. On either hand, 
Like a long wintery foreft, groves of mafts 
Shot up their fpires; the bellying fheet between 
Poffefs'd the breezy void ; the footy hulk ? 
Steer’d fluggith on; the fplendid barge along 
Row’d, lar, to harmony; around, 
‘The boat, light tkimming, firetch’d its oary wings; 
While deep the various voice of fervent toit 
From bank to bank increas’d; whence ribb’d with 


oak 
To bear the Britifh thunder, black, and bold, 
‘The roaring veffel rufh’d into the main. 

‘Then too the pillar’d dome, magnific, heswd 
Its ample roof; and luxury within {fmooth, 
Pour'd out her glittering flores; the canvas 
With glowing life protuberant, to the view 
Embodied rofe ; the ftatue feem’d to breathe, 
And foften into fleth, beneath the touch 
Of forming art, imagination-flufh’d. 

Ail is the gift of induftry ; whate’er 
Exalts, cmbellithes, and renders life 
Delightful. Penfive Winter cheer’d by him 
Sits at the focial fire, and happy hears 
‘Th’ excluded tempeft idly rave along; 

His harden’d fingers deck the gaudy Spring; 
Without him Summer were an arid wafte 3 

Nor to th’ autumnal months could thus tranfnit 
‘Thofe full, mature, immeafurable ftores, 

‘That, waving round, recal my wandering fong- 

Soon as the morning trembles o’er the ky, 
And, waperceiv'd, unfolds the fpreading day 5 
Before the ripen’d field the reapers ftand, 

In fair array 3 each by the lafs he loves, 

To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 

By namclefs gentle offices her toil, 

At once they ftoop and fwell the lufty theaves ; 
While through their cheerful band the rriral talk, 
‘The rural fcandal, and the rural jeft, : 
Fly harmlefs to deceive the tedious.time, 

And fteal unfelt the fultry hours away. 

Behind the mafter walks, builds up the fhocks ; 
And, conizious, glancing oft on every fide 

His fated cye, feels his heart leave with joy. 
‘The gleaners {pread around, and here and there, 
Spike’after fpike, their feanty harvelt pick. 

Be not too narrow, hufbandmen! but fling 
From the full theaf, with charitable ftealthy 

Vhe liberal handful. Think, oh, grateful think! 
How good the God of harvelt is to you; 

Who pours abundance o’er your flowing. fields; 
While thefe unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide-hover round you like the fowls of heaven, 
And afk their humble dole. ‘The various turns 
Of fortune ponder ; that your fons may want 
What now, with hard relu@tance, faint, ye give. 

‘Lhe lovely young Lavinia once had friends; 
And iortune fimil'd, deceitful, on her birth, 
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For, in her helplefs years depriv’d of ail, 

(Of every ftay, fave innocence and heaven, 
She, with her widow’d mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv’d in a cottage, far retir’d 
Among the windings of a woody vale; 

By folitude and deep furrounding hades, 
But more by bathful modefty, conceal’d. 
‘Together thus they fhunn’d the cruel feorn 
Which virtue, funk to overty, would mect 
From giddy paffion and low-minded pride: 
Almoft on Nature’s common bounty fed ; 
Like the gay birds that fung them to repofe, 
Content, and carelefs of to-morrow’s fare. 
Her form was frefher than the morning rofe, 


When the dew wets its leaves; unitain’d and pure, 


As is the lily, ot the mountain (now. 

‘The modcft virtues mingled in her eyes, 

Still on the ground dejected, darting all 

‘Their humid beams into the bleoming flowers: 

Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithlefs fortune promis’d once, 

‘Thrill’d in her thought, they, like the dewy far 

Of evening, fhone in tears. “A native grace 

Sat fair-proportion’d on her polifh’d limbs, 

Veil’d ina fimple robe, their beft attire, 

Beyond the pomp of drefs; for lovelinefs 

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is, when unadorn’d, adorn'd the moft. 

‘Thoughtlefs of beauty, the was beauty’s felf, 

Reelufe amia the clofe-embowering woods. 

As in the hollow breuft of Appenine, 

Beneath the thelter of encircling hills 

A myrtle sifes, far from human eye, 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o’er the wild; 

So flourith’d blooming, and unfeen by all, 

The fweet Lavinia; till, at length, compell’d 

By trong necefiity’s fupreme command, 

With fmiling patience in her looks, fhe went 

‘To glean Palemon’s fields. ‘The pride of fwains 

Palemon was, the generous, and the rich; 

Who led the rural life in all its joy 

And elegance, fuch as Arcadain fone 

‘Tranfimits from ancient uncorrupted tines; 

‘When tyrant cuftom had net thackled inan, 

But free to follow nature was the mode. 

He then, his fancy with autumnal fe 

Amufing, chane’d befide his reaper-train 

‘Vo walk, when poot Lavinia drew his eye 

Uncontcious of her power, and turning quick: 

With unaffeded bluthes from his gaze : 

He faw her charming; but he faw not half 

‘The charms her downcaft modefty canceal’d. 

That very moment love and chafte defire 

Sprting in his bofom, to himfelf unkr»wn ; 

For full the world prevaii'd, and its d laugh, 

Which fearce the firm phiiofupher ca 

is heart own a gleaner i 

And thus in fccret to his f 
“ What pity! that fo de 

* By beauty kindled, where en 

han vulgar goodnefs fe 

ted to the rude embr: 
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methinks, 
“ Of old Acafto’s line ; and to my mind 

“* Recals that patron of my happy Hie, 

© From whom my liberal fortune tock its af 
“ Now to the duit gone dow: 
“ And once fair-fpreading fan 
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“ "Tis faid that in fome lone obfeure retreat, Ps 
“ Urg’d by remembrance fad, and dgcent prido, 7 
“ Far from thofe fcenes which knew their better 
“ His aged widow and his daughter live, “[days, 
“ Whom yet my fraitlefs fearch could never fi ie 
“ Romantic with! would this the daughter were !"* 
When, ftriG@ inquiring, from herfelf he found” 
She was the fame, the daughter of his friend, 
Of bountiful Acafto; who can fpeak 
The mingled paffions that furpris'd his heart, 
And through his nerves in fhivering tranfport ran? 
‘Then blaz’d his {mother’d flame, avow'd, and bald; 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o’er and oer, 
Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at once. 
Confus’d, and frighten’d at his fudden tears, 
Her rifing beauties fluth’d a higher bon, 
As thus Palemon, paffionate and juft, 
Pour’d ont the pious rapture of his foul. 
“« And art thou then Acafto’s dear remains ? 
“ She, whom my reftlefs gratitude has fought 
So long in vain? O, heaveris! the very fame, 
‘The foften'd iniage of my noble friend, 
Alive his every look, his every feature, 
More clegantly touch’d. . Sweeter than Spring? 
‘Thou fole furviving bloffom from the root 
That nourifh’d up my fortune! Say, ah where, 
“ Yn what fequefter'd defert, haft thou drawn 
“« The ikindett afpedt of delighted heaven ? 
Into fuch beauty fpread, and blown fo fiir; 
“ Though poverty’s cold wind, and cruthing rain, 
“ Beat keen, and heavy, on thy tender years? 
* O let me now, into a richer foil, fhowers, 
“ ‘Tranfplant thee fafe! where vernal fans, and 
* Diffufe their warmedt, largeft influence ; 
“ And of my garden be ride, and joy! 
“ Tit it befits thee, oh, ii efits 
« Acafto’s daughte: whofe open ftores, 
* Though vaft, were little to his ampler heart, 
uther of a country thus to pick 
fafe of thofe harveft-fields, 
¢ bounteons friendthip I enjoy. 
‘ Then throw that fhameful pittance from thy 
« hand, 
* But ill apply’d to fuch 4 rugged tafk ; 
« ‘The fields, the mafter, all, my fair, are thine; 
“If to the various bleffings which thy. houfe 
« Has on me davith’d, thou wilt add that blifs, 
* ‘That dearett blifs, the power of bleffing the !” 
Here ceas'd the youth, yet {till his Tpeaking eye 
Exprefs'd the facred triumph of his foul, 
With confcious virtue, ‘itude, and love, 
Above the vulgar joy divinely rais’d. 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodnefs irrefiftible, and all 
In fweet diforder loft, fhe bluth’d confent. 
‘The news immediate te her mother brought, 
While, pierc’d with anxious thought, fhe pin’d 
‘The lonely moments for Lavinia’s fate; [away 
Awmaz’d, and icarce believing what fhe heard, 
Joy feiz’d her wither’d veins, and one bright gleam 
Of fetting life fhone on her evening hours : 
Wot lefs enraptur’d than the happy pair ; 
Who flourifh’d long in tender blifs, und rear’d 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themfelves, 
And good, the grace of all the country round= 
De oft the labours of the year, 
collects a potent ble. 
are fearcely feen to fir 
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Their trembling tops; and a. {till murmur cuns 

~sdelong the foft-inclining fields of corn, 
But as th’ acrial tempelt fuller fwells, 
And in one mighty ftream, invifible, 
Immenfe, the whole excite atrnoiphere, 

” Impetuous ruthes o’er the founding world: 
Strain'd to the root, the looping forest pours 
A ruftling fhower of yet untimely leaves, 
High-beut, the circling mountains eddy in, 
From the bare wild, the difipaeed ftorm, 

And fend it in a torrent down the vale. 
Expoo'd, and naked, to its utmoft raze, 
Through all the fea of harvelt rolling round, 
‘The billowy plain fluats wide; nor can evade, 
Though pliant to the bla, its feizing force ; 
Or whirl'd in air, or into vacant chaff 

Aud fornerimes too a burl of rain, 

Swept from the black horizon, bread, defcends 

nc continuous flood. Still ever head 

mingling tempelt weaves its gloom, and {till 

‘The deluge deepens; till the fickds around 

Lie funk, and flatted, in the fordid wave. 

Sudden, the ditches fwell; ucadows fwim. 

Red, from the hills, i 5 























high above its banks 
e whof rufhing tide, 

Herds, ducks, and harvetts, cotcages, and fwains, 
Rol) mingled down ; all that the winds had {par’d 
In one wild moment ruin’d; the big hopes, 

And well-earn’d treafures of the painful year. 
Fled to fome eminence, the hufbandman 
Helpleis beholds the mifereble wreck 

Driving along ; his drowning ox at once 
Defcending, with his labours <catter’d round, 

He fees; and inftant o’er his fhiveriag thought 
Comes Winter unprovided, and a train 

OF clamant children dear. Ye maflers, then, 

Be mind:uj of the rough laborious hand, 

That Jinks you {olt in elepance and cafe; 

Be mindful of thofe limbs in ruffet clad, 

Whofe toil to yours is warmth, and graceful pride; 
And, oh! be maizdful of that fparing board, 
Which covers yours with luxury proiufe, 

Makes your plats fparkle, and your tense rejoice! 
Nor cruelly demand what the deep-rains 

And all-involving winds have fwept away. 

Here the rude clamour of the fportfman’s joy, 
‘The gun fxf-thundering, and the winded horn, 
Would tenipt the mmufe to fing the raral game: 
How, in his mid-career, the foaniel fruck, 

Stiff, by the tainted gute, with open nole, 
Out-itretch’d, and finely fenfibie, draws full, 
Fearful, and cautious, on the latent prey ; 

As in the fun the circling covey baik 

‘Their varied plumes, and watchful every way, 
Through the rough ftubble turn the fecret eye. 
Caught in the meihy fare, in vain they beat 
‘Their idle wings, entangled more and more: 

Nor on the furges of the bound r, 
Though borne triumphant, are they {af 
Glane’d jult, and fudden, 
O'ertakes their founding pis 
Inmediate, brings them rem 
Dead to the ground ; or drives ¢ 
Wornded, and wheeling various, down the wind. 
+ ‘Thefe are not fabjeéts far the peaceful mafe, 
Nor will the flain with fuch her {potleds fong ; 
Then moh delighted, when ihe focial fees 
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“Phe whole mix’d animal-creation round, 

Alive, and happy. "Tis not juy-to her, 

“his falfely-cheerful barbarous game of death ; 
we of pleafure, which the reitlefs youtls 
Awakes, impatient, with the gleaming morn; 
When bealts of prey retire, that all night long, 
Urg’d hy neceliity, had rang’d the dark, 

As if their confe ji 
Atham’c. Not foi 
Who with the thou, 


Of the wurft moniter that cer roam’d the waite, 
¥or {port alone puri 
‘Amid the beamings of 
Upbraid, ye rave tribes, our wanton rage, 
For hanger Jiindtes you, lawlefs want; 
Bet lavith fed, in Nature’s bounty roll’d, 

at angubh, and delight in blood, 

" our horrid bofoms never knew. 

Poor is the triumph o’er the timid hare! 

Scar‘d from the corn, and now to fome lone feat 
ctir'd: the ruthy fen; the ragged farze, 
Stretch’d o’cr the tony heath ; the ftubble chapt 3 
‘The thiftly ta he thick entangled broom 
Of the fame frivniily hue, the wither’d fern; 
‘The fallow ground laid open to the fun, 
Concogtive; and the nodding fandy bank, 
Hung o’er the mazes of the mountain brook. 
Vain is her beft precaution ; though the fits 
Conceal'’d, with folded cars; unfleeping eyes, 
Ry Nature rais’d to take th horizon in; 
Aud head couch'd clofe betwixt her hairy feet, 
in act to fpring away. ‘The feented dew 
Betrays her early labyrinth; and deep, 
In featter’d {ullen openings, far behind, 
With every breeze fhe hears the coming ftorm, 
But nearer, and more frequent, as it loads 
The fizhing gale, fhe fprings anwz'd, and alt 
‘The favage foul of game is up at once 
‘The pack full-opening, .various; the fkrill horr 
Refounded from the hills; the neighing feed, 
| Wild forsthe chafe ; and the loud hanter’s fhouté, 
O’er a weak, harmlefs, flying creature, all 
Mix’d in mad tumult, and ditcordant joy. 

‘The ftag, too, fingled from the herd, where long 
He rang’d the branching monarch of the thades, 
Before the tempeft drives. At firk, in fpeed 
He, {pvightly, puts his faith; and, rous'd by fear, 
Gives all his (wift atrial foul to flight ; F 
Againft the breeze he darts, that way the more: 
‘To leave the leflening murderous cry behind : 
Deception fhort! though fecter than the winds 
Blown o’er the keen-air’d mountzins by the north, 
He burfts the thickets, glances through the giades, 
And plunges deep into the wildeft wood ; 
if flow, yet fure, adhefive to the track 
Hot-fteaming, up behind him come agairr 
‘Il’ inhuman route, and from the fiady d. 
Expel him, circling through his every Shift. 
He fw 
















































































He wont to ftrugele, or his loves enie 
Of in the full-delcending flood he 
‘Vo Jole the feent, and lave his barning des - 


With tHith care avoid a brother's 
What fhall ke do? His 
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So fall of buoyant {pirit, now no more 
Anfpire.the courfe ; but fainting breathlefs toil, 
Sick, fcizes on his heart: he ftands at bay; 
Aud pmts his lat weak refuge in defpair. 
‘The big round tears ran down his dappled face; 
‘He groans in anguith; while the growling pack, 
Blood-happy, hang at his fair jutting cheft, 
And mark his beauteous checker’d fides with gore. 
Of this enough. But if che fylvan yuuth, 
‘Whofe fervent blood boils into violence, 
Mutt have the.chafe; behold, defpifing fight, 
‘The rous’d-up lion, refolute, and flow, 
Advancing full on the protended {pear, 
And coward-band, that circling wheel aloof. 
Stunk from the cavern, and the troubled wocd, 
Sce the grim wolf; on him his thaggy foe 
Vindidtive fix, and let the ruffian die: 
Or, growling horrid, as the brindled boar 
Grins fell deftruction, to the monfter's heart 
Let the dart lighten from the nervous arm. 
. Thefe Britain knows not ; give, ye Britons, then 
‘Your fportive fury, pitylefs, to pour 
Loofe on the nightly robber of the fold: 
Him, from his craggy winding haunts unearth’d, 
Let all the thunder of the chafe purfue. 
‘Throw the broad ditch behind you; o'er the hedge 
High-bound, refittlefs; nor the deep morafs 
Refufe, bat through the thaking wildernels 
Pick your nice way ; into the perilous flood 
Bear fearlefs, of the raging inking full ; 
And as you ride the torrent, to the banks 
“Four triumph found fonorous, running round, 
From rock to rock, in circling echoes toft ; 
‘Then {cale the mountains to their woody tops; 
Ruth down the dangerous fteep: and o’er the lawn 
In fancy fwallowing up the fpace between, 
Pour all your {peed into the rapid game, 
For happy he! who tops the wheeling chafe; 
Has every maze evolv’d, and every guile 
Difclos'd; who knows the merits of the pack; 
‘Who faw the villain feiz’d, and dying hard, 
Without complaint, though by an hundaed mouths 
Relentlefs torn: .O glorious he, beyond 
His daring peers! when the retreating horn 
Calls them to ghoftly halls of gray renown, 
‘With woodland honours grac’d ; the fox’s fur, 
Depending decent from the roof ; and fpread 
Round the drear walls, with antic figures fierce, 
‘The ftap’s large front: he then is loudeft heard, 
‘When the night flaggers with fevercr toils, 
With feats Theffalian’ Centaurs ¥ 
And their repeated wonders th: 
But firft the fuel’d chimney blazes wide ; 
‘The tankards foam ; and the ftrong table groans 
Beneath the fmoking furloin, ftretch’d immenfe 
rom fide to fide; in which, with defperate knife, 
hey deep incifion make, and talk the while 
Of Engiand’s glory, ne’er to be defac'd 
‘While hence they borrow vigour: or amain 
Into the patty plung’d, at intervals, 
Hf ftomach keen can intervals allow, 
Relating ail the glories of the chafe. 

’ ‘Then fated Hunger bids his brother Thirit 
Produce the mighty bowl ; ‘the mighty bowl, 
Swell’d high with fiery juice, fteams liberal round 
A potent gale, delicious as the breath 
Of Maia to the love-fick fhepherdefa, 

On viclets diffus’d, while foft the hears 
4 
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Her panting fhepherd ftealing to het acmis. 
Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn, 
Mature and perfect, from his dark retreat 
OF thirty years; and now his hone froat 
FI w.ivs in the light refulgert, not afraid 
Ev u1 with the vineyard’s belt produce to vie: 
To cheat the thirfty moments, whift a while 
Walks his dull round, beneath a cloud of finoke, 
Wreath’d, fragrant, from the pipe; or the quick 
In thunder leaping from the box, awake [dice 
The founding gammon : while romp-loving mifs 
Js haul'd about, in gallantry robult, 

At laft thefe puling idleneffes laid 
Afide, frequent and full, the dry divan 
Cloie in firm circle ; and fet, ardent, in 
For ferious drinking. Nor evafion fly, 
Nor fober shift, is to the puking wretch 
Indulg’d apart ; but carneft, brimming bowls 
Lave every foul, the table floating round, 
And pavement, faithlefs to the fadidled foot. 
Thus as they {wim in mutual fwill, the talk, 
Vociferous at once from twenty tongues, 
Reels faft from theme to theme; from horfea 
To charch or miftrefs, politics or ghoft, {bounds 
In endlefs mazes, intricate, perplex’d. » 
Mezntime, with fudden interruption, loud, 
‘Th’ impatient catch burfts frem the joyous heart: 
‘That moment touch’d is every kindred foul; 
And, opening in a full mouth'd cry of joy, 
The laugh, the flap, the jucund curfe, »o round; 
While, from their flunibers fhook, kennel’é 
Mix in the mufic of the day again. fieunds 
As when the tempeft, that has vex’d the deep 
The dark night long, with fainter murmurs fall: 
So gradual finks their mirth. ‘heir feeble tongues 
Unable to take up the cumbrous word, 
Lic quite diffolv'd. Before their maudlin eyes, 
n dim, and blue, the double tapers dance, 
Like the fun wading through the mifty fry. 
‘Then fliding foft, they drop. Confus'd above, 
Glaffes and perce pipes and gazetteers, 
As if the table ev’n itfelf was drank, 
Lie a wet broken fcene; and wide, below; 
Is heap’d the focial flanghter ; where attride 
‘The lubler potver in filthy triumph fits, 
Slumberous, inclining fill from fide to fide, 
And fteeps them drench’d i at Sleep till morm, 
Perhaps fome dotter, of tr: ndons paunch, = * 
«Awful and deep, a black abyfs of drink, 
Outhives them all; and from his bury’d flock 
Retiring, full of ruminatton fad, 
Laments the weaknefs of thefe lattér-times, 

But if the rougher fex by this fierce {port 
Is hurried wild, let not fuch horrid joy 
Fer ftain the bofom of the Britufh Fair. 
Far be the fpirit of the chafe from them ! 
Uncomely courage, unbefeeraing 
To {pring the fence, to rein the pranci ig fteed 3 
‘The cap, the whip, the mafe attire 5 
In which they roughen to the fenfe, and all 
The winning foftreds of their fex is loft. 
An them ’tis graceful to diffolve at woe 5 
With every motion, every word, to wave 
Quick o’er the k g cheek the ready blufh; 
And from the fm’ olence to fhrink « 
Uncgual, then the lovelief im their fears; 
And by this filent adulation, foft, 
To their protection more engaging mans 
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-O may their eyes no miferable fight, Of, Doddington, thy feat, ferene, and plain ; 
“Saveeweeping lovers, fee! a nobler game, Where fimple Nature reigns; and cvery view, 
Throvgh love's enchanting wiles purlucd, yet fed, | Diffufive, fpreads the pure Dorfetian downs, 
In chafe ambiguons. May their tender limbs In boundlefs profpedt : yonder thagg’ ‘d with wood, 
Flvat in the loofe fimplicity of drefs! - Here richwith harveft, and there white with flocks! 
Meantime the grandeur of thy lofty dome, 
Far-{plendid, feizes on the ravifh’d eye... . 
New beauties rife with each revolving day 5 
New columns {wel}, and ftill the freh Spring finds. 
New plants to quicken, and new groves to.green. 
Full of thy genius all! the mufes’ feat : 
Where in the fecret bower, and winding walk, 
For virtuous Young and thee they twine the bay. 
Here wandering oft, fir'd with the reftlefe thirft 
OF thy applaufe, 1 folitary court ; 
Th’ infpiring breeze: and meditate the book 
Of nature ever open: aiming thence, 
‘Warm from the heart, tp learn the moral fong. 
Here, as I-fteal along the funny wall, 
Where Autumn bafks, with fruit empurpled deep, 
My pleafing theme continual prompts my thought 
Prefents.the downy peach; the shining plumb 5 
The ruddy, fragrant nedtarine ; and dark, 
Beneath his ample leaf, the Iufcious fig. 
‘The vine too here her curling tendrils fhoots ; 
‘Hangs out her clufters, glowing to the fouth 5 
And {carcely wifhes for a warmer fky. . 
‘Turn we a moment fancy’s'rapid flight “ 
To vigorous foils, and climes of fair extent; 
Where, by the potent fun, elated high, 
The vineyard fwelis refulgent on the day ; 
Spreads o’er the vale; or up the mountain climbs; 
Profufe ; and drinks amid the funny rocks, 
From cliff to cliff increas’d, the heighten’d blaze. 
|, Low bend the weighty boughs. The clutters cleary 
' Half through the foliage feen, or ardent flame, 
Or fhine tranfparent ; while perfection breathes 
! White o’cr the turgent film the living dew. 
As thus they brighten with exalted juice, 
Touch’d into flavour by the mingling ray 5 
! The rural youth, and virgins o’er the field, 
Each fond for each to coll th’ autumnal prime, © 
|, Exulting rove, and fpcak the vintage nigh. 
. Then comes the cruthing fwain ; the country floatsy 
} And foams unbounded with the mgfhy flood ; 
"That by degrees fermented and refin’d, 
Round the rais’d nations pours the cup of joy z 
"The claret fmooth, red as the lip we prefs 
In fparkling fancy, while we drain the bowls. 
"The mellow-tafted Burgundy ; and quick, 
As is the wit it gives; the gay Champagne. 
Now, by the cool declining year condens’dy 
Defcend the copious exhalations, check’d 
Asup the middie iky unfeen they ftole, 
And roll the doubling fogs around the hill. 
No more the mountain, horrid, vaft, fublime, 
‘Who pours a fweep of rivers from his fides, 
And high between contending kingdoms rears, 
‘The rocky jong divifion fills, the view 
With great variety; butinanight -.. - 
Of gathering vapour, from the daffled fenfe 
Sinks dark and dreary. ‘There expanding far, 
The huge dufk, gradual, fwallows up the plain: 
Vanifh the woods; the dim-feén river feems 
Sullen, and flow, to roll the mifty wave. 
Ev’n in the height of noon oppreft, the fun 
Sheds weak, and bluns, his wide refradted rap; 
Whence -giaring oft, ey a. broaden’d oxby 











































And, falhion’d all to harmony, alone 
Know they to feize the captivated foul, 
In rapture warbled from love-breathing lips ; 
‘To teach the lute te languifh ; with fmooth ftep, 
Difclofing motion in its every charm, 
‘To fwim along, and fwell the mazy dance 5 
‘To train the toliage o’er the fnowy lawn ; 
To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page ; 
To fend new flavour to the fruitful year, 
And heighten Nature’s dainties: in their race 
, To rear their graces into fecond life ; 
Yo give fociety its higheft tafte ; 
Well-ordered home man’s beft delight to make ; 
And by fubmiflive wifdom, modeft fkill, 
With every gentle care-eluding art, 
To raife the virtues, animate the blifs, 
And fweeten all the toils of human life: 
‘This be the female dignity and praife. 

Ye fwains, now halten to the Navel bank; 
‘Where, down yon dale, the wildly-winding brook 
Falls hoarfe from ftcep to ftrep. In clofe array, 
Fit for the thickets, and the tangling fhrub, 

Ye virgins come. For you their lateft fong 

‘The woodlands raife ; the cluftering outs for you 
The lover finds amid the fecret fhade ; 

And, where they burnifh on the topmoft bough, 
With active vigour crufhcs down the tree ; 

Or thakes them ripe from the refigning hufk, 

* & glofly thower, and of an ardent brown, = * 
As are the ringlets of Melinda’s hair : 
Melinda! form’d with.every grace complete, 
‘Yet thefe neglecting, above beauty wife, 

And far tranfcending fuch a velgar praife. 

Hence from the bufy joy-refounding fields, 
In cheerful error, let us tread the maze 
Of Autumn, unconfin’d ; and tafte, reviv’d, 
The breath of orchard big with bending fruit. 
Obedient to the breeze and beating ray, 

From the decp-loaded bough a mellow fhower 

Anceffant melts away. The juicy pear 
Lies, in a foft profufion, {catter’d round. 

A various fweetnefs {wells the gentle race; 

By Nature’s all-refining hand peprat’d ; 

Of temper’d fun, and water, earth, and air, 

In ever-changing compofition mixt. 

Such, falling frequert through the chiller night 
The fragrant ftores, the wide-projected heaps - 
Of apples, which the lufty-handed year, : 
Innumerous, o’er the bluihing orchard fhakes. 
A various {pfrit, frefh, delicious, keen, 
Dwells.in their gelid pores ; and, adtive, points 
‘The piercing cyder for the thirity tongue: 

‘Thy native theme, and boon infpirer too, 
Phillips, Pomona’s bard, the fecond thou 

Who nobly durft, in rhyme-unfetter’d verfe, 
‘With Britifh freedom fing the Britifh fong : 
How, from Silurian vats, high-fparkling wines 
Foam in tranfparent floods; fome ftrong, to cheer 
‘The wintery revels of the labouring hind ; 
and tafteful fome, to cool the fummer-hours. 

In this glad feafon, while his fweeteft beams 
"The fun theds equal o’er the mecken’d day; 
Oh, lofe me in the green delightful walke - 
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-The ftork-affembly meets; for many a day; 
Confulting deep, and various, ere they take, 
Their .rduous voyage through the ‘liquid ty. 
And sow their rout defign’d, their leaders chofe; 

‘ Theirtribes adjufted, clean’d their vigorons wings$ 
And many a circle, many a fhort effay, 

Wheel'd round and round, in congregation full 
‘The figur’d flight afcends ; and, riding high 
The aérial billows, mixes with the clouds. 
Or where the northern gécean, in vaft whirls, 
Boils round the naked’maélancholy ifles 
Of faireft Thulé, and th’ Atlantic furge 
Pours in among’ the lormy Hebrides; 
‘Who can recount what trarfinigrations there 
Are antiual made? what nations come and go? 
And how the living clouds on clouds arife ? 
Infinite wings! till all the plime-dark air 
And rude refounding fhore are one wild cry: . 
Here the plain harmlefs native his {mall fisdk; 
And herd diminutive of many hues, 
‘Trends on the little ifland’s verdant fwell, 
‘The thepherd’s fea-girt reign ; or, to the rocks 
Dire-clinging, gathers hie ovarious food ; 
Or furceps the hy fore ; or treafures u 
The plumage, tifing full, tp form the be 
Of luxury. Ang here # while the styles 
High hovering a’er the broad cerulean fdetié,: 
Sees Caledonia, in tomantic view : 
Her airy mountains, froni the waving main, 
Invefted with a keen diffufive tky, 
Breathing the foul acute; het forefts huge; 
Incult, robutt, and tall, by Nature’s hand 
Planted of old; her azure lakes between, 
Pour’d out extenfive, ang Gf watery weaitli 
ik; winding deep, and green, her fertile vales; 
‘With many a cool tranflucent brimming flood 
Wath'd lovely from the ‘Tweed (pure parent fream 
‘Whofe paftoral Banks firft heard my Doric reed, 
With, fylvan Jed, thy tributary brook) 
‘To where the north-inflated tefripeft foams 
©’er Orca’s or Betubium’s highett peak : 
Narfe of a people, in misfortune’s {chook 

‘Train’d up to hardy deeds; foon vifited 
By learning, when before the Gothic tage 
She took her weilern flight, A manly race, 

OF unifubmitting fpirit, wife, and brave ; , 
Who ftill through bl:eding ages ftruggled hard, 
(As well unhappy Wallace ¢an atteft, 

Great patriotehero | illerequited chief !) 

“To hold a generous undiminifh’d ftare ; 

‘oo much itt vain! Hence of unequal bounds 
Impatient, and by tempting glory borne é 
O'er every land, for every land their life. 

Has flow'd prafufe, their piercing zenius piann’d, 
And fwell’d the pomp of peace their faithful toil. 
As from their own cleat north, in radiant ftreams, 
Bright over Europe burfts the boreal morn. 

Oh, is there not fome patriot, in whofe power 

‘That beft, that godlike luxury is plac’d, 
OF bleffing thoufands, thoufands yet unborn, 
Through te pofterity ? fome, large of foul, 
‘To cheer dejected induftry ? to give 
A double harveft to the pining fain ? 
And teach the labouring hind the fweets of toil? 
Hew, by the fineft art, the native robe 
To.weave ; how, white 2s Hyperborean fhow, 
To form the lucid lawa; with ventirous oar 

How to dath wide the billow; nor look on, 
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Shamefully paflive; while Batavian fleets 

Defraud us of the glittering finny fwarms, 

"That heave our friths, and crowd upon our fhores; 
How all-enlivening trade to roufe, and wing 
‘The profperous fail from every ing port, 
Uninjur'd, round the Tenencireled globe, f 
And thus, in foul united as in name, 

Hid, Britain reign the miftrefs of the deep ?- 

Yes, there ate fuch; And full on thee, Ary 
Her hope, her flay, her darling, and her bo: 
From her firft patriots aud her heroes fprung, 

Thy fond imploring country turns her eye; 
In thee, with all a mother’s triumph, fees 

Her every virtue, every grace combin’d, - 
Her genius, wifdom, her engaging turn, 

Her pride of honour, and her courage try'd,_ 
Calm, and intrepid, in the very throat 

Of fulphurous war, on ‘lenier’s dreadful feld. - 
Nox leis the palm of peace inwseathes thy brow e., 
For, powerful as thy fword, from thy rich tongue 
Perfuafion flows, and wins the high debate ; 

While mix’d in thee combine. the charm of youth, 
The force of manhood, and the depth ofage. 
Thec, Forbes, too, whom every worth uttendsy. 
As truth fincere, as weeping friendfhip kind, . ~ 
Thee, truly generous, and in filence great, 

a her reviving arts, 
‘Plann'd by thy wifdom, by thy foul inform’d; 
And feldom has fie known a friend like thee, - 

But fee the fading many-coloured woods, _. 
Shade deepening over fhade, the country round , 
Imbrown ; 2 crowded umbrage, dufk, and dun, 

Of every hue, from wan-declining green 











‘To footy dark. Thefe now the lonefome mute,, sis 
Low-whifpering, ‘lead into their legfdtpown walkeayl 
And give the feafon in lev lateft view, 


Meantime, light-fbadowing all, a foher-ealm 
Fleeces peek npr a whofe leaft wave. 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn’. * 
The gentle current : while illumig’d wide, 
The Sewy-tkirted clouds imbibe the fun, es 
And through their hucid veil his foften’d force. 
Shed o’er the peaccful world. Then is the time 
For thofe whom wifdom and whom Nature charm, 
To fteal themfclves from the degenerate crowd, 
Aud foar cbove this little feone of things; 
To tread low-thoughted vice beneath their'feet ; 
‘Yo foothe the throbbing paffions into peace ; 
And woo lone Quiet in her filent walks. 
Thus folitary, and in penfive guifé, 
Oft let me wander o’er the ruffet mead, 
And fhrough the fadden’d grove, where fearce is. 
hear 
One dying train, to cheer the woodman’s toil. 
Haply fome widow’d fongfter pours his plaint, 
Far, in faint warblings, through the tawny copfe. 
While congregated thrufbes, linnets, larks, 
And each Rild throat, whofe artlefs ftrains fo late 
Swell'd all the mufic of the {warming fhades, : 
Robb’d of their tuneful fouls, now fhivering fit 
On the dead tree, a dull defpondent flock ; . 
With not a brightnels waving o’er their plumes, 
And nought fave chattering difcord in thejr note. 
QO, ict not, aim’d from fome inhuman eye, 
‘The gun the mufic of the coming year 
Deftroy ; and harmlefs, ‘unfufpedting harm, 
Lay the weak tribes a miferable prey, ~ 
In mingled murder, fluttering om the ground! 
y 
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The pate defcending year, yet pleafing fill, 
. & gentler mood infpires ; for now the leat 
Inceffant ruftles from the mournful grove ; 
‘Oft ftartling fuch as, fludious, walk below, 
‘And dowly circles through the waving ait. 
But should a quicker breeze among the boughs 
Sob, o'er the fly the leafy deluge flreams ; 


‘Till chok’d, and matted with the dreary shower, © 


‘The foreft-walks, at every rifing gale, 

Roll wide the wither’d wafte, and whiftle bleak. 
. Fled is the blafted verdure of the fields; 

And, fhrunk into their beds, the flowery race 
‘Their funny robes refign: Ev'n what remain’d 
Of ftronger fruits falls from the naked tree ; 
And woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all around 
The defolated profpect thrills the foul. 

He comes! he comes ! in every brecze the power 
Of philofophic melancholy comes ! 7 
‘Hin near-approach the fudden ftarting tear, 
"The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air, 
The foften’d feature, and the beating heart, 
Piere’d deep with many a virtuous pang, declare. 
O'er all the foul his facred influence breathes ! 
Inflames imagination ; through the breaft 
Infufes every tendernefs ; and far 
Beyond dim earth exalts the fwelling thought. 

. "Ten thoufand thoufand fleet ideas, fuch 

“As never mingled with the vulgar dream, 
Crowd faft into the mind’s creative cye. 
As faft the correfpondent paflions rife, 
Asiwaried; and'as high: Devotion rais'd 
"T'o rapture, “ind divine aftonifhment ; 
"The love of nature unconfin’d, and, chief, 
Of hun race ; the large ambitious wifh, 
To make them bleft ; the figh for fuffering worth 
Loft in obfeurity ; the noble feorn 
Of tyrant pride; the fearlefs great refulve 5 
‘The wonder which the dying patriot draws, 
Infpiring glory through remotefl time ; 
Th’ awaken’d throb for virtue, and for fame ; 
“Fhe fympathies of love, and friendthip dear 5 
‘With all the focial offspring of the heart. 

Oh, bear me to vaft embowering thades, 
‘To twilight groves, and vifionary vales ; 
“Yo weeping grottoes, and prophetic glooms ; 
‘Where angel forms athwart the folemn dufk 
‘Tremendous fweep, or feem to fweep along ; 
And voices more than human, through the void 
Deep-founding, feize th’ enthufiaftic ear ! 

Or is this gloom too much? Then lead, ye 
"That o’er the garden ahd the rural feat rowers, 
Prefide, which shining through the cheerful land 
In counticfs numbers bleit Britannia fees ; 

O, lead me to the wide extended walks, 
"The fair majeftic paradife of Stowe *! 

Not Perfian Cyrus on Ionia’s fhore 

Fer faw fuch fylvan fcenes; fuch various art 
By genius fir’d, fuch ardent genivs tara'd 
By coot judicious art; that, im the ftrife, 
All-beauteous Nature fears to be outdone. 
tind there, O Pitt, thy country’s early boatt, 
‘There let me fit beneath the fheiter'd flopes, 
Or in that +'Temple where, in future times, 
‘Thou well fhalt merit a diftinguith'd name; 





Y Lhe feat of the Lord Vifount Cobham, 
} The Temple of Virtue in Stowe Gardens. 
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And, with thy converfe bleft, catch the laft fmiles_+ 
Of Autumn beaming o'er the yellow woods. 
While there with thee th’ enchanted round }walk, 
‘The regulated wild, gay fancy then 

‘Will tread in thought the groves of Attic land; 
Will from thy ftandard tafte refine her own, 
Corre& her pencil to the pureft truth 

Of Nature, or, the unimpaffion’d hades 
Forfaking, raife it to the human mind. 

Or if hereafter the, with j:fler hand, 

Shall draw the tragic fcene, inftru her thou, 

‘To mark the varied movements of the heart, 
What every decent character requires, - 

And every paffion {peaks : O, through her ftrain 
Breathe thy pathetic eloquence ! that moulds 

‘Th’ attentive fenate, charms, perfuades, exalts, 

Of honeft zeal th’ indiguant hghtning throws, 
And fhakes corruption on her venal throne. . 


While thus we talk, and through Flyfian vales ~ 


Delighted rove, perhaps a figh efcapes : 
‘What pity, Cobham, thou thy verdant files 
Of order’d teces thoulgft here inglorious range, 
Littead of fyvadvons flaming o'er the field, 
And Jong embattled hofts! when the proud foe, 
‘The faithlefe vain difturber of mankind, 
Infulting Gaul, has rous’d the world to wars 
When keen, once more, within their bounds to prefs 
‘Thofe polifh’d robbers, thofe ambitions flaves, 
‘The Britith youth would hail thy wife command, 
Thy temper’d ardor, and thy veteran fill. 

‘The weftern fun withdraws the fhorten’d day ; 


} And humid evening, gliding’ o’er the 
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In her chill progrefs, to the ground condens'd 
The vapours throws. Where creeping waters 0z¢, 
Where marfhes Qugnate, and where rivers wind, 
Clutter the roiling fogs, and fwim along 
The dufky-mantied lawn, Mean-while the moon 
ullcorb'd, and breaking through the featter'd 
clouds, 
Shows her broad vifage in the crimfon'd eaft. 
‘Turn’d to the fun direét, her {potted ditk, 
Where mountain's rife, umbrageous dales defcendy 
And, caverns deep, as optic tube defcries, 
A fmaller earth, gives us his blaze again, 
Void of its fame. and fheds a fofter day. 
Now through the palling cloud the feers to ftoop, 
Now up the pure ceralean rides fublime. 
Wide the pale deluge floats, and ftrcaming mild 
O’er the fky’d mountain to the fhadewy vale, 
While rocks and floods refleG the quivering gieam, 
‘Yhe whele air whitens with a boundlefs tide 
Gf filver radiance, trembling round the world. 
But when half blotted from the fy her light, 
Fainting, permits the ftarry fires to burn 
With keener luftre through the depth of heaven »: 
Or near extin@ her deaden’d orb appears, 
And fcarce appears, of fickly beamlefs white 5 
Oft in this feafon, filent from the north 
A blaze of meteors fhoots: enlweeping firft 
‘The lower fkies, they all at once converge 
h to the crown of heaven, and all at once 
fing quick as quickly reafcend, 
And mix, and thwart, extinguifh, and renew, 
All ether courfing in a maze of light, 
From look tolook, contagiousthrough the crow, 
The panic runs, and into wondrous shapes 
TW appearance throws: armies in meet array, 


Throng’d with acrial fpcars and fteeds of lire} 








AUTUMN. eos 


“Till the long lines of full-extended war 

- In bleeding fight commixt, the fanguine flood 
Rolls a broad flaughter o'er the plains of heaven. 
As thus they fcan the vifionary fcene, 
On all fides {well the fuperftitious din, 
Incontinent ; and bufy frenzy talks 
Of blood and battle ; cities overturn’d, 
And late at night in fwallowing earthquake funk, 
Or hideous wrupt in fierce afeending fame ; 
Of fallow famine, inundation, ftorm ; 
OF peftilence, and every great diftrefs ; 
Empires fubvers'd, when ruling fate has ftruck 
“Th” unalterable hour: ev'n Nature’s felf 
is deem’d to totter on the brink of time. 
Not fo the man of philofophic eye, 
And in{pect fage; the waving brightnefs he 
Curious iurveys, inquifitive to know 
The caufes, and materials, yet unfix'd, 
Of this appearance beautiful and new. 

Now black, und deep, the night begins to fall, 
A fhade immenfe. Sunk in the quenching gloom, 
Magnificent and vaft, are heaven and earth, 
Order confounded lies ; all beauty void ; 
DiftinGtion loft; and gay variety 
‘One univerfal blot : fuch the fair power 
Of light, to kindle and create the whole. 

Drear is the ftate of the benighted wretch, 

Who then, bewilder’d, wanders through the dark, 
Full of pale fancies, and chimeras huge; 

Nor vifited by one dire@ive ray, 

From cottage ftrcaming, or from airy hall. 
Perhaps, impasient as ES fiumbles on, 

Struck from the root of fliny rushes, blue, 

‘The wild-fire {caters round, or gather’d trails 

A length of flame deceitful o’er the mofs: 
Whither decoy’d by the fantaftic blaze, 

Now loft, and now renew'd, he finks abforpt, 
Rider and horfe, amid the miry gulf: 

While fill, from day to day, his pining wife 

And plaintive children his return await, 

In wild conjecture loft, At other times, 
Sent by the better genius of the night, 
Innoxious, gleaming on the horfe’s mane, 
‘The meteor fits; and fhows the narrow path, 
‘That winding Ivads through pits of death, or elfe 
infruéts him how to take the dangerous ford. 

‘The lengthen'd night elaps’d, the morning fhines 
Serene, in all her dewy beauty bright, 

Unfolding fair the laft autumnal da 
And now the mounting fun difpel: 
‘Lhe rigid hoar-froft melts before his beam 3 

And hung on every fpray, on every blade 

Of grafs, ‘the myriad dew-drops twinkle round. 

Ah, fee, where robb’d, and murder’d, in that pit 
Lies the {HA heaving hive i at evening {nateh’d, 
Beneath the cloud of guilt-concealing night, 

And fix’d o'er fulphur: while, nor dreaming ill, 
‘Phe happy people, in their waxen cells, 

Sat tending public cares, and planning {chemes 
Of temperance, for Winter poor; rejoic’d 

‘To mark, full Aowing round, their copious ftores. 
Sudden the dark oppreffive fteam afcends ; 

And, us'd to milder feents, the tender race, 

By thoufands, tumble from their honey’d domes, 
Convolv'd, and agonizing in the duft. 

And was it then for this you roam’d the Spring, 
Intent from Auwer to Hower? for this you toil’d 
Ceafelets the burning Summer-heats away ? 
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For this in Autumn fearch’d the blooming waftey'+ 
Nor loft one funny gleam? for this fad fate? | 
©, man ! tyrannic lord ! how long, how long, 
Shall proftrate nature groan beneath your rage, 
Awaiting renovation ? when oblig'd, 
Muft you deftroy? OF their ambrofial food 
Can you not borrow; and, in juft return, 
Afford them fhelter from the wintery winds ? 
Or, as the fharp year pinches, with their own. 
Again regale them on {ome fmiling day?” 
Sce where the ftony bottom of their town. : 
Looks defolate, and wild; with here and there: 
A helplefs number, who the ruin’d ftate 
Survive, lamenting weak, caft out to death. 
‘Yhus a proud city, populous and rich, 
Fullof the works of peace, and high in joy, 
Act theatre or feaft, or funk in fleep, 
(As late, Palermo, was thy fate) is feiz’d 
By fome dread earthquake, and convulfive hurl’d: 
Sheer from the black foundation, ftench involv’dy 
Into a gulf of blue fulphurepus.flame. : 
Hence every harfher fight! fof now theday, -_ 
O’er heaven and carth diffus’d, grows warm, and* 
Infinite {plendor ! wide invefting all. ..;. i 
How ftill the breezc! fave what the filmy thro 
Of dew evaporate brushes from the plain, + 
How clear the cloudieis fky ! how deeply ting’d, 
With a peculiar blue! th’ ethereal arch : 
How fwell'd immenfe! amid whofe azure thron’d, 
‘Phe radiant fun how gay ! how calm below 
‘The gilded earth! the harveft-treafures all 
Now gather'd in, beyond the rage of ftorms, 
Sure to the fwain ; the circling fence thut up ; 
And inftant Winter’s utmoft rage defy’d. 
While, loofe to feltive joy, the country round 
Laughs with the loud fincerity of mirth, - [youth, 
Shook to the wind their cares. The toileftrung 
By the quick fenfe of mufic taught alone, 
Leaps waldly, graceful in the lively dance, 
Her every charm abroad, the village-toaft, 
Young, buxom, warm, in native beauty rich, 
Darts not unmeaning looks; and, where her eye 
Points an approving fmile, with double force, 
‘The cudgel rattles, and the wrettler twines, 
Age too fhines out; and, garrulous, recounts 
‘The feats of youth. ‘Thus they rejoice ; nor thing 
‘Yhat, with to-morrow’s fun, their annual toil 
Begins again the nevereccafing round. 
Oh, knew he but his happinefs, of men 
‘The happicft he ! who, far from public rage, 
Decp in the vale, with a choice few retir’d, 
Drinks the pure pleafures of the rural life. [ga 
What though the dome be wanting, whofe proud 
Each morning, vomits out the fneaking crowd 
Of flatterers falle, and in their turn abus'd ? 
Vile intercourfe! What though the glittering robe, 
Of every hue reflected light can give, ' 
Or floating loofe, or ftiff with mazy gold, 
‘The pride-and gaze of fools! opprcfs him not? -, 
What though, from utmoit land and fea purvey’dy 
For him each rarer tributary life 
Blecds not, and his infatiste table heaps 
With luxury and death? what though his bowl 
Flames not with coftiy juice : nor funk in beds, 
Oft of gay care, he toffes out the night, 
Or melts the thoughtlefs hours in idle fate? 
What though he knows not thofe fantaftic joys, 
That fill amufe the wanton, one i : 
uy 
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A face of pleafure, but a heart of pain; 

‘Their hollow moments undelighted all ? 

Sure peace is tis; a folid life. eftrang’d 

To difappointment, and fallacious hope : 

Rich in ent, in nature's bounty rich, 

In herbs and fruits; whatever greens the Spring, 

When heaven defcends in fhowers; or bends the 
bough 

‘When Summer reddens, and when Autumn beams; 

Or in the wintery glebe whatever lies 

Conceal'd, and fattens with the richeft fap: 

‘héfe are not wanting ; nor the milky drove, 

uxuriant, fpread o'er all the lowing vale 3 
Nor bleating mountains; nor the chide of ftreams, 
And hum of bees, inviting fleep fincere 
Tato the guiltlefs breaft, beneath the fhade, 

Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay ; 

Nor aught befides of profpedt, grove, or fong, 
Dim grottoes, Bieaming lakes, and fountains clear. 
Here too dwells fimple truth; plain innocence; 
Unfullied beauty ; found unbroken youth, 
Patient of labour, with a little pleas’d ; 

Health ever blooming ; unambitious toil ; 

Calm contemplation, and-poetic eafe. 

Let others Prave the flood in queft of gain, 
And beat, for joylefs months, the gloomy wave. 
Let fuch as deem it glory to deftroy, . 
Ruth into blood, the fack of cities feek; 
Unpierc'd, exulting in ‘the widow's wail, 

The virgin’s fhrick, and infant’s tremblin: ery. 
Let fome far diftant from their native fit 
’d or by want or harden’d avarice, 

Find other'lands beneath another fun. 
Let this through cities work his eager way, 
By regal outrage and eftablifh’d guile, 

he focial fenfe extinct; and that ferment 
Mad into tumult the feditious herd, 
Or melt them down to flavery. ‘Let thefe 
(nfnare the wretched in the toils of law, 
Fomenting difcord, and perplexing right, 
An iron race! and th? of ‘River front, 

- But equal inhumanity, in courts, 

Detufive pomp, and dark cabals, delight ; 
‘Wreathe the deep bow, ‘diffufe the lying {mile, 
And tread the weary labyrinth of ftate. 

While he, from all the ftormy paffions free 
That reftlefs men involve, hears, and but hears, 
‘At diftance fafe, the human tempeft roar, 

» Wrapt clofe in confcious peace. ‘The fall of kings, 
The rage of nations, and the cruth of fates, 
‘Move not the man, who, from the world efcap’d, 
In ftill retreats, and flowery folitudes, 

‘To nature’s voicé atténds, from month to month, 
and day to day, through the revolving year ; 
Admiring, {ees her in her cvery thape t 

Feels all Ker {weet emotions at his heart; 

Takes what fhe liberal gives, nor thinks of more. 

He, when young Spring protrudestheburfting gems, 
Manits the firft bud, aud fucks the healthful gale 
Snita his frethen’d foul ; her genial hours 
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He full enjoys; and net a beauty blows, 
And not an opening bloffom breathes in vain. 
In Summer he, beneath the living fhade, 


Such as o’er frigid Tempe wont to wave, 


Or Hemus cool, reads what the mufe, of thefe, 

Perhaps, has in immortal numbers fung ; 

Or what fhe di@ates writes: and oft, an eye 

Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous year. - 

When Autumn’s yellow Inftre gilds the world, 

and tempts the fickled fwain inte the ficld, 

Seiz’d by the general joy, his heart diflends 

With gentle throws; and throngh the tepid gleams, 

Deep mufing, then he éf exerts his fong. 

Ev’n Winter, wild to him, is full of blifs. 

The mighty tempeft, and the hoary waite, 

Abrupt, and deep, ftretch’d o’er thé buried earth, 

Awake to folemn thought. At night the tkies, 

Difclos'd, and kindled, by refining troft, 

Ponrs every Juftre on th' exalted eye, 

A friend, a book, the ftealing hours fecure, 

And mark themdown for wifdom. With fwift wing, 

O’er land and fea imagination roams ; 

Or truth, divinely breaking on his mind, 

Elates, his being, and unfolds his powers ; 

Or in his breaft heroic virtue burns. 

‘The touch of kindred too and love he fecls; 

The modeft eye, whofe beams on his alone 

Ecftatic thine; the little trong embrace 

Of prattling children, twin’d around his neck, 

And emulous to pleafe him, calling forth 

‘The fond parental foul. Nor purpofe gay, 

Amafement, dance, or fong, he fternly {corns ; 

For happinefs and true philofophy 

Are of the focial ftill, and fmiling kind. 

‘This is the life which thofe who fret in guilt, 

And guilty cities, never knew; the life, 

Led by primeval ages, uncorrupt, 

When angels dwelt, and God himfIf, with man} 
Oh, Nature! all-fufficient! over all! 

Enrich me with the knowledge of thy works! 

Snatch me to heaven; thy rolling wonder there, 

World beyond world, in infinite extent, 

Profufely fcatter'd o’er the blue immenfe, 

Show me ; their motions, periods, and their lawa, 

Give me to fcan ; tHrough the difclofing deep 

Light my blind way; the mineral frata there ; 

Thruft, blooming, thence the vegetable world 5 

O'er that the rifing fyftem, more complex, 

OF animals; and higher ftill, the mind, 

‘The varied feene of quick-compounded thought, 

And where the mixing paffionsendlefs fhift ; 

Thefe ever open to my ravifh’d eye; 

A fearch, the flight of time can ne’er exhautt § 

But if to that unequal; if the blood, . fi 

In fluggifh ftreams about my heart, fo?bid 

That 4 ambition ; under clofing fhades, 

Inglorious, Jay me by the lowly brook, 

And whifper to my dreams. From thee begin, 

Dwell all on thee, with thee conclude my fong; 

And let me never, never ftray from thee! 


WiNTER.. 


WINTER. 


1726, 


The Argument. 


The fubject Propofed. Addrefs to the Earl of Wilmin; 


on. Firft approach of Winter. According 


to the natural courfe of the Seafon, various ftorms defcribed.- Rain. Wind. Snow. The drivin 
of the fnows: a man perifhing among them; whence reflections on the wants and miferies of hue 


man life, 


‘The wolves defcending from the Alps and Apennines. A Winter }'vening deferibed: ae 


{pent by philofophers; by the country people; in the city. Froft A view of Winter within the 
Polar Circle. A thaw. The whole concluding with moral reflections on a future flate, 


See, Winter comes, to rule the varicd year, 
Sullen and fad, with all his rifing train: 
Vapours,and clouds, and ftorms. Bethefemy theme, 
‘Thefe! that exalt the foul to folemy thought, 
And heavenly mufing. Welcome, kindred jrlooms! 
Congenial horrors, hai]! with frequent fogt, 
Pleas'd have I, in my cheerful morn of life, 
When aurs’d by carclefs folitude J liv’d, 
And fung of Nature with unceafing jay, 
Pleas’d have I wander’ dthrongh your gough domain; 
Trod the pure virgin-fnows, myfelf a pure ; 
Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burit ; 
Or feen the deep fermenting tempeft brew’d, 
In the grim evening fky. ‘Thus pafs’d the time, 
‘Fill through the lucid chambers of the fouth 

{| Look’dout the joyous Spring, Ilcok’dont,and fmil’d. 

‘To thee, the patron of her ff eMlay, 
The nufc, O Wilmington ! renews her fong. 
Since has fhe rounded the revolving ycar : 
Skim’d the gay Spring ; on eagle-pinions borne, 
Attempted through the Summer-blaze to rife ; 
"hen {wept o’er Autumn with the fhadowy gale; 
And now among the wintery cloyds again, 
Roll’d in the doubling florm, the tries to foar ; 
‘To {well her note with all the rufhing winds ; 
‘To fuit her founding cadence to the floads; 
Asis her theme, her nurabers wildiy great: 
‘Yhrice happy ! could fhe fill thy judging ear 
With bold defcription, and with manly thought. 
Nor art chou fxill’d in aweful fchemes atone, 
‘And how to make a mighty people thrive : 
But equal yoodnefs, found integrity, 
A firm unfhaken uncorrupted foul 
‘Amid a fliding age,*and burning ftrong, 
Not vainly blazing for thy country’s weal, 
‘A fteady Spirit regularly {ree ; 
‘Thefe, each exulting each, the ftatefman light 
Into the patriot; thefe, the public hope 
And eye to thee converting, bid the mufe 
Record what envy dares not flattery call. 
Now when the cheerlefs empire of the tky 

‘Tv Capricorn the Centaur Archer yields, 
And fierce Aquarius ftains th’ inverted year 5 
Hung o'er the fartheft verge of heaven, the fun 
Scarce fpreads through ether the dejected day. 
Faint are his gleams, and ineffe@val fhoot 
tis Rruggling rays, in horizontal lines, 
‘Through the thick air; as, cloth’d in cloudy ftorm, 
‘Weak, wan, and broad, he fkirts the fouthern tky; 
Acd, foon-deftending, to the long dark night, 














Wide-fhading all, the proftrate world refigns. 
Nor is the night unwifh’d; while vital heat, 
Light, life, and joy, the dubious day forfake, 
Meantime, in fable-cin@ure, fhadows vatt, 
Dcep-ting’d and damp, and congregated clouds, 
And all the vapoury turbulence of theayen, 
Involye the face of things. ‘Thus Winter fala, 
A heavy gloom oppreflive o’er the world, 
‘Through nature shedding influence malign, 
And roufes up the feeds of dark difeafe. 

The foui of man dies in him, loathing life, 

And black with more than melancholy views. 
The cattle droop ; and o’er the furrow’d land, 
Frefh fron: the plough, the dun difcolour’d flocks, ' 
Untended fpreading, crop the wholefome root. 
Along the woods, along the moorith iens, 

Sighs the fad genius of the coming {torm } 

And up among the loofe disjointed cliffs, 

And fra@ur’d mountains wild, the brawling brook, 
And cave, prefageful, fend a hollow moa, 
Refounding Jong in liftening fancy’s ear. 

‘Then comies the father of the tempeft forth, 
Wrapt in black Blooms. Firft joylefs rains obfcure 
Drive through the mingling dkies with vapour fouls 
Dath onthe Thountain'cbrow,and fhake the woods, 
‘That grumbling wave below. ‘Th’ unfightly plain 
Lies « brown deluge ; as the low-bent clouds 
Pour flood on floced, yet unexhautfted ftill 
Combine, and deepening into night fhut up 
‘The day’s fiir face. "The wanderers of heaven, 
Each to his home, retire ; fave thofe that love 
To take their paftime ig the troubled air, 

Or tkimming flutter round the dimply pool, 

The cattle from th’ untafted fields return, 

And afk, with meaning lowe, their-wonted ftalle, 
Or ruminate in the contiguous fhade. 

‘Phither the houfehold feathery people crowd, 
‘The crefted cock, with all his female train, 
Penfive, and dripping; while the cottage-hind 
Hangs o’er th’ enlivening blaze, and taleful thete 
Recounts his fimple frolic: much he talks, 
Ard much he laughs, nor recks the ftorm that - 
Without, and rattles on his humble roof, {blowe 

Wide o’er the brim, with many a torrent {well’d, 
And the mix’d ruin of its banks o’erfpread, >” 
At fait the rous’d-up river pours along: 

Refiftlefs, roaring, dreadful, down it comes, 
From the rude niountain, and the mofly wild, 
‘Tembling through rocks abrupt, and founding fars 
‘Then o'ex the fended vailey floating fpreada, 
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Calm, Mluggith, filent ; till again, conftrain’d 

Between two meeting hills, it burfts away, 

Wherevocks and woods o’erhang the turbid ftream; 

‘There gathering triple force, rapid, and deep, 

It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thanders 
through. 

Nature! great parent! whofe unceafing hand 
Rolls roundsthe Seafons of the changeful year, 
How mighty, how majeftic, are thy works ! 
With what a pleafing dread they {well the foul ! 
‘That fees aftonith’d ! and aftoniih’d fin ‘3! 

Ye too, ye winds! that now begin to blow, 
‘With boifterous fweep, I raife my voice to you. 
‘Where are your flores, ye powerful beings! fay, 
‘Where your arial magazines referv'd, 

“To fwelk the brooding terrors of the ftorm? 

In what farediflant region of the tky, 

Huth’d in deep filence, feep ye when ’tis calm? 

When from the pallid ficy the fin defcends, 
‘With many a fpot, that o’cr his glaring orb 
Uncertain wanders, ftain’d; red fiery flreaks 
Begin to flufh around. The reeling clouds 
Stagger with dizzy poife,as doubting yet 
Which mafter to obey ; while rifing flow, 

Blank, in the ieaden-colour’d caft, the moon 
‘Wears a wan circle round her blunted horns. 
Seen through the turbid fludtuating air, 

“The ftars obtufe emit a thiver’d ray 5 

Or frequent feem to thoot athwart the gloom, 
And long behind them trail the whitening blaze. 
Snatch’d in fhort eddies, plays the wither’d leaf ; 
And on the flood the dancing feather floats. 
With broaden’d noftrils to the fky up-turn’d, 
‘The tonfcious heifer fnuffs the florm: gale. 
Ev’n as the matron, at her nightly tafk, 

With penfive labour draws the flaxen thread, 

he wafted taper and the crackling flame 
Foretel the blaft. But chief the alan race, 
‘The tenants of the iky, its changes {pcak. 
Retiring from the downs, where all day long 
‘They pick’d their fcanty fare, a blackening train 
Of clamorous rooks thick urge their weary flight, 
Andfeek the:clofiny thelter of the grove; °* 
Affiduous, in his bower, the wailing owl 
Pliesshis fad fong. The cormorant on high 
‘Wheels from the deep, and fereems along the land, 
Loud ‘fhrieks the: fearing hern; and with wild 


wing 
The circling fea-fowl cleave the flaky clouds. 
Ocean, unequal prefs’d, wlth broken tide 
And blind commotion heaves; while from the 
thore, 
Eat into caverns by the reftlefs wave, 
And forcht-ruftlinz mountains, comes a voice, 
‘That folemn founding bids the world prepare. 
‘Theo iffues forth the Norm with fiudden burft, 
And hurls the whole preci 
Down, ina torrent. On the pa in 
Defcends th’ ethereal force, and wisi ftrong guft 
‘Turns from-its bottom the difcolour'd deep, 
Through the black night that fits immenfe around, 
Lath’d into foam, the fierce confliting brine 
Seems o'er a thoufand raging waves to burn: 
Meantime the mountain-billows to the clonds 
In dreadftl tumult fwell’d, furre above furge, 
Burft into chaos with tremendous roar, 
An anchor’d es front their ftations drive, 
Wild as the winds acrofs the howling wafte 
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Of mighty waters: now th’ inflated wave 
Straining they fcale, and now inpetuous fhoot —- 
Into the fecret chambers. of the deep, 
The wintery Baltic thundering o'er their had. 
Emerging thence again. before the breath 
Of full-exerted heaven they wing their courfe, 
And dart on diftant coatts; if fome fharp rock, 
Or shoal infidious break not their career, 
And in loofe fragments fling them floating round. 
Nor lefs at land the toofen’d tempeft reigns. 
The mountain thunders ; und its fturdy fons 
Stoop to the bottom of the rocks they fhade. 
Lone on the midnight ftecy, and all aghaft, 
The dark way-faring ftranger breathlefs toils, 
And, often falling, climbs againwt the blatt. 
Low waves the rooted foreft, vex’d and fheds 
What of its tarnith'd honours yet reniain ; 
Dath’d down, and featter’d by the tearing wind’s 
Affiduous fury its gigantic lirabs. 
Thus ftruggling through the diffipated grove, 
The whirkeg tempeft raves along the plain ; 
‘And on the cottage thatch’d, or lordly roof, 
Keen-faftcning, fhakes them to the folid Laie. 
Sleep frighted flics; and round the rocking dome, 
For entrance eager, howls the favage blaft. 
Then too, they fay, through all the burden'd air, 
Long groansare heard, fhril founds, and diftantfighs 
That, utter’d by the demon cf the night, 
Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death. 
Huge uprozr lords it wide. ‘The clouds commixt 
With flars fwift gliding fweep along the fky. 
All nature reels, Til] Nature’s Kin, ', who oft. 
Amid tempeftuous darknefs dwells anes 
And on the wings of careering wind 
Watlks dreadfully ferene, commands a calm 3 
Then ftrait air, fea, and earth, aré huth’d at once, 
As yet tis midnight deep. The weary clouds, 
Slow-meeting; mingle into folid gloom. 
Now, while th drowfy world lies Joft in fleep, 
Let me affoci with the ferious night, 
And Contemplation her {edate compeer ; 
Let me thake off th’ intrufive cares of day, 
And lay the meddling fenfes all afide. 
Wiscre now, yz lying vanities of life! 
Yc ever-temptipz, ever-cheating train ! 
here are you now ? and what is your amount ? 
Vexation, difappeintment, and remorfe. 
Sad, fickening thouzht ! and yet deluded man, 
A fcene of crude disjointed vilions pal, 
And broken flumbers, rifes flill refolv'd, 
With new-Huth’d Lopes, to sun the piddy round, 
Father of light and life! thou Good iupremet 
O, teach me what is good! teach me Thyfelf ! 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 
From every low purfuit ! and feed -ny foul 
With knowledge, confeious peace, and virtue purez 
Sacred, fubsantial, never-fading blifs! 
‘The keener tempefts rife: and, funii 
From all the livid ceft, or pi 
Thick clouds afcend; i 
A vapoury deluge li 
Heavy they roll their fleecy wor ir 
And the fky faddens with the cather’d form. 
‘Through the hufh’d air the wi itening fhower de~ 
feends, 
At firft thin wavering ; till at Jaft the flakes 
Fall broad, and wide, and faft, dimming the da 
With a continual fow. ‘Che cheriih’d fici¢s 
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ut on their winter-robe of pureft white. 
Tis brighinefs all; fave where the new {now melts 
Along the mazy current. Low, the woods 
Bow their hoar head ; and, ere the languid fun 
Faint from the weit emits his evening ray, 
“Earth’s univerfal face, deep hid, and chill, 
is one wide dazzling wafte, that byries wide 
The works of man. Drooping, the labourer-ox 
Stands cover’d o’er with fnow, and then demands 
The fruit-of all his toil. The fowls of heaven, 
‘Tam’d by the cruel feafon, crowd around 
‘The winnowing ftore, and claim thy little boon 
Which Providence affigns them. One alone, 
‘Che red-breatt, facred to the houfehold gods, 
Wifely regardful of th’ embroiling fry, 
In joylets fields, and thorny thickets, leaves 
His thivering mates, and pays to trufted man 
His annual vifit. Hialf-afraid, he firft 
Againit the window beats: then, brifk, alights 
On the warm hearth; then, hopping o’er the floor, 
Eyes all the {miling family afkance, 
And pecks, and ftarts, and wonders where he is: 
‘Till, more familiar grown, the table-crumbs 
Attract his flender feet. “Phe foodlefs wilds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants. ‘I'he hare, 
‘Though tinorous of heart, and hard befet 
By death in various forms, dark fnares, and dogs, 
And nore uupitying men, the garden feeks, 
Urg’d on by fearlefs want. "The bleating kind 
Fye the bleak heaven,and next the liftening earth, 
With looks of dumb defpair, then, ha-difpeed, 
Dig for the wither’d herb through heaps of fnow. 
Now, fh: pherds, to your helplefs charge be kind; 
Buflle the raging year, and fill their penns 
With food at will; lodge them below the ftorm, 
Andwatch them ftri@: for from the bellowing caft, 
In this dire feafon, oft the whirlwind’s wing 
Sweeps up the burthen of whole wintery plains 
At one wide waft; and o’er the haplefs flocks, 
Hid in the hollow of two neighbonrine- hills, 
‘The bellowy tempeft whelms; till, upward urg’d, 
‘The valley to a fhining mountain fwells, 
‘Tipt with a wreath high-curling in the fk 
As thus the fnows arife ; and foul, and 
All Winter drives along the dagken'd-air ; 
In his own loofe-revolving fields, the fwain 
Difafter’d ftands ; fees other hills afcend, 
Of unknown joylefs brow ; and other fcenes, 
Of horrid proipeét, thag the tracklefs plain + 
Nor find the river, nor the foreft, hid 
Beneath the formlefs wild ; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, ftill more and more aftray 5 
Impatient flouncing through the drifted heaps, 
Stung with the thoughts of home ; the thoughts of 
ome 
Ruth on his nerves, and call their vigour forth 
In many a vain attempt. How finks his foul ! 
MW hat bkick defpair, what horror, fills his heart ! 
When Jor the dufky {pot, which fancy feign'd 
Tis tufted cottage r fing through the fhow, 
He meets the roughnefs of the middle wafte, 
Var from the track, and bleft abode of ian ; 
While round him night refiftlefs clofes fall, 
And cvery tcmpeft, howling o'er his head, 
Renders the favage wildernefs more wild. 
‘Then threng the bufy fhapes into his mind, 
Of cover’d pits, unfathomably dzep, 
A dire defcent! beyond the power of froft ; 
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OF faithlefs bogs; of precipices huge, Se 

Smooth'd up Sith fnow and, what is fand, um. 

What water of the ftill unfrozen fpring, [known, 

In the toofe marth of folitary lake, . 

Where the freth fountain from the bottom boils. 

Thele check his fearful. fteps; and down he finks. 

Beneath the fhelter of the thapelefs drift, 

Thinking o’er all the bitternefs of death,” ‘ 

Mix’d with the tender anguifh nature fhoots 

Through the wrung bofom of the dying man, 

His wite, his children, and his friends unfeen. 

In vain for him th’ officious wife prepares 

The fire fair-blazing, and the veitment warm 5 

In vain his little children,-peeping put 

Into the mingling ftorm, demand their fire, 

With tears of artlefs innocence. Alas! 

Nor wife, ner children, more fhall he behold, 

Nor friends, nor facred home. On every nerve, 

‘Yhe deadly winter feizes ; thuts up fenfe; 

And, o'er his inmof vitals creeping cold, 

Lays him along the fnows, a {tiffen'd corfe, 

Stretch’d out, and bleaching in the northern blaf. 
Ah, little think the gay licentious proud, 

Whom pleafure, power, and affluence furround 5 

They, who thcir thoughtlefs hours in giddy mirth, 

And wanton, often cruel, riot watte ; 

Ah, little think they, while they dance along, 

How many feel, this very moment, death 

And all the fad variety of pain. 

How many fink in the devouring flood, |: 

Or more devouring flame. How many bleed, 

By fhameful variance betwixt man and man. 

How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms ; 

Shut from the common air, and common ufe 

Of their own limbs. How many drink the cup 

Of baleful grief, or Sadie bitter bread 

Of mifery. Sore pierc’ wintery winds, 

How any furink into the fordid bat 

Of cheerlefs poverty, How moany_ fhal 

With all the fercee tortures of the mind, 

Unbounded paffion, madnefa, guilt, remorfe; 

Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life, 

They furnith matter for the tragic mufe. 


‘Ev’n in the vale, where wifdom loves to dwell, 


With friendthip, peace, and contemplation join’d, 
How many, rack’d with honeft paflions, droop 
In deep recir’d diftrefs. How many ftand 
Around the death-hed of their deareft friends, 
And point the parting anguith. Thought fond mas 
Of thefe, aud all the thoufand nameleis ills, 

‘That one inceffunt ftraggle render life, . 

One feene of toil, of fuffering, and of fate, 

Vice in his high carcer would ftand ypall'd, 
And heedlefs ranablin; impulfe learn to think ; 
‘The confeious heart of charity would warm, 
And her wice with benevolence dilate ; 

‘The focial tear would rife, the focial fighs 

And iuto clear perfeétion, gradual bills. 
Refining ftill, the focial paffions work. 

And here can I forget the generous * band, 
Who, touch’d with human woe, redreffive icarch'd 
Into the horrors of the gloomy jail ? i 
Unpitied, and unheard, where mifery moans 5 
Where ficknefs pines; where thirit and hunger 

burn, 
And poor misfortune fecls the lath of vice. 








* The Gaol Commitice in the year 172. 
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. While in the Jand of liberty, the land 

Whote ftreet and public meeting glow 

Vith-open freedom, little tyrants rag’d ; 

match'd the lean morfel from the ftarving mouth; 
‘Tore from cold wintery limbs the tatter’d weed ; 
Ev’n robb'd them of the laft of comforts, Deep ; 

¢ free-born Briton to the dumgeon chain’d, 

Or, as the luft of cruelty prevail’d, 
At pleafure mark’d him with ingiorious ftripes; 
fed crujh’d out lives, by fecret barbarous ways, 

hat for their country would have toil'd, or bied. 
O, great-defign ! if executed weil, 
With. patient care, and wifdom-temper'd zeal, 
‘Ye fons of mercy! yet refume the fearch; 
Drag forth the legal monfters into light, 
‘Wrench from ther hands oppreffion’s iron rod, 
Awd bid the cruel feel the pains they give. 
Much ftill untouch’d remains; in this rank age, 
‘Much is the patriot’s weeding hand requir’d. 
The toils of law, (what dark infidious men 

. Have cumberous added to perplex the truth, 
And lengthen fimple juftice into trade) 

How gloripus were the day! that faw thefe broke, 
And every man within the reach of right. 

By wintery famine rous’d, from all the tra& 
Of horrid mountains which the fhining Alps, 
And wavy Appenine, and Pyrenees, 

Branch out ftupendous into ditant lands ; 
Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave! 
Burning for blodd! bony, and ghaunt, and grim! 

» Affembling wolves in raging troops defcend ; 
And, pouring o’¢r the country, bear along, 
Keen. ag the north-wind {weeps the gloffy inow. 
All istheir prize. ‘They faften on the fteed, 
Prefs him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart. 
Nor can the bull his awful front defend, 

Or thake the murdering favages away. 

Rapacious, at the mother's throat they fy, 

And tear the fcreeming infant from her breaft. 

‘The godlike face of man avails him nought. 

Ev'n beauty, force divine ! at whofe bright glance 

The generous lion ftands in foften’d gazes 

Here bleeds, a haplefs undiftinguifh'd prey. 

But if, appriz’d of the fevere attack, 

‘The country be thut up, lur’d by the fcent, 

On church-yards drear (inhuman to relate !) 

‘The difappointed prowlers fall, and dig 

The fhrouded body from the grave; o'er which, 

Mix’d with foul fhades, and frighted ghofts, they 
howl. . 

Among thofe hilly regions, where embrac’d 
In peaceful vales the happy Grifons dwell : 

Oft, rufhing fudden from the loaded cliffs, 

» Mountains of fnow their gathering terrors roll. 
From fteep to leep, loud thundering, down they 
A wintery wafte in dire commotion ull; —_[come, 
And herds, and flocks, and travelers, and fwains, 
And fometimes whole brigades of marching troops, 
Or hamlets fleeping in the dead of night, 

Are deep beneath the {mothering ruin whelm'd. 

Now, all amid the rigours of the year, 

Tn the wild depth of Winter, while without 

‘The ceafelefs winds blow ice, be my retreat, 
Between the groaning foreft and the shore 

Beat by the boundlefs multitude of waves, 

A tural, fhelter'd, folitary fcene ; 

‘Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers join, 

Vo cheer the gloom. There fudious Tet me fit, 
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And hold high converfe with the mighty dead 
Sages of ancient time, as gods rever'd, i 
As gods beneficent, who bicit mankind 
With arts, with arms, and humaniz’d a ‘world. 
Rous’d at th’ infpiring thought, I throw afide 
The long-liv’d volume; and, deg; mufing, hail 
The facred fhades, that Gowly-riftog pals ‘ 
Before my wohdering eyes. Firlt Socrates, 
Who, firmly good in a corrupted ftate, 
Againft the rage of tyrants jingle ftood, 
Invincible ! calm reafon's holy law, 
That voice of God within th’ attentive mind, 
Obeying, fearlefs, or in life, or death: 
Great moral teacher! wife? of mankind ! 
Solon the next, who built his common-weal 
On equity’s wide bafe ; by tender Jaws 
A lively people curbing, yet undamp'd 
Preferving {till that quick peculiar fire, 
Whence in the laurel’d field of finer arts, 
And of bold freedom, they uncqual’d fhone, 
‘The pride of fmiling Greece, and human-kind, 
Lycurgus then, who bow’d beneath the force 
OF ftridtchtdifcipline, feoerely wife, 
All human paffions. Following him, I fee, 
As at Thermopylz he giorious fell, 
‘The firm * devcted chief, who prov'd by deeds 
‘The hardeft leffon which the otver taught. 
Then Ariftides lifts his honeft front; 
Spotiefs of heart, to whom th’ unflattering voice 
Of freedom gave the nobleft name of Juts 
In pure majeftic poverty rever’d ;. 

0, ev'n his glory to his country’s weal 
Submitting, fwell’d a haughty + rival’s fame. 
Rear’d’by his care, of fofter ray appears : 
Cimon fweet-foul’d; whofe genius, rifing ftrong, 
Shook off the load of young debauch; abroud 
‘The {courge of Perfian pride, at home the friend 
Of every worth and every {plendid art ; 

Modeft, and fimple, in the pomp of wealth. 
‘Vhen the laft worthies of declining Greece, 
Late calle to glory, in unequal timés, 

Penfive, appear. ‘Ihe fair Corinthian boaft, 
Timoleon, happy temper! mild and firm, * 
Who wept the brother, while the tyraat bled. 
And, equal to the beft, the ¢ ‘Theban pair, 
Whof. virtues in beroic coord join'd, 

Their country rais’d to freedom, empire, fame. 
He tog, with whom Athenian honour funk ; 
And left a mafs of fordid Sees behind, 

Phocion the good ; in public life fevére, 

To virtue fill inexorably frm; 

But when, beneath his low illuftrious roof, 
Sweet peace and happy wifdom fmooth’d his brow, 
Not freindthip fofter was, nor love more kind. 
And he, the Jaf of old Lycurgus’ fons, 

The generous vi@im to that vain attempt, 

To fave a rotten flate, Agis, who faw 

Ev'n Sparta’s felf to feryile avarice funk. 

‘The two Achaian herces clofe the train: 
Aratus, who a while relum’d the foul 

Of fondly lingering liherty in Greece: 

Ard he her darling as her lateft hope, 

The gallant Philopemen ; who to arms 
Turn'd the luxurious pomp he could not eure. 





* Leonidas. + Themiftectes: 
} Pelopidas and Epaminondas, 
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Mr toiling in his farm, a fimple fwain; 
Dr, bold and fkilful, thundering in the field. 
Of rougher front, a mighty people come ! 
A race of heroes! in thofe virtuous times 
Which knew no ftain, fave that with partial flame 
“Wheir dearcf country they toe fondly lov'd : 
Mer better founder firtt, the light of Rome, 
Numa, who foften’d her rapagious fons : 
Servius the King, who laid the folid bafe 
On which o'er earth the vaf capable fpreads 
‘Then the great confuls venerable rife, 
The * public father who the private quell’d, ~ 
As on the dread tribunal fternly fad. 
He, whom his thanklefs country cou/d not lofe, 
Camillus, only vengeful to his foes. 
Fabricius, fcorner of all-conquering gold ; 
‘And Cincinnatus, awful from the plough. 
Thy ¢ willing victim, Carthage, burtting Joofe 
From all that pleading Nature could oppofe, 
From a whole city’s tears, by rigid faith 
Imperious call’d, and honour’s dire command. 
Scipio, the gentle chief, humanely brave, 
*Who foon the race of fpotiels glory ran, 
And, warm in youth, to the poctie /oade 
With Friendfhip and Philofophy retir’d. 
Tully, whofe powerful eloquence a while 
Reflrain’d the rapid fate of rufhing Rome. 
Unconquer'd Cato, virtuous im extreme. 
And thou, unhappy Brutus, kind of heart, 
Whote fteady arm, by awful virtue urg’d, 
J.ifted the Roman flee againft thy friend. 
Vhoufands befides the tnbute of a verfe 
Demand ; but who can count the ftars of heaven? 
Wht fing their influence on this lower world ? 
Behold, who yonder comes! in fober ftate, 
Fair, mild, and rang, as is a vernal fun. 
“Lis Pheebus felf, or elfe the Mantuan fwain ! 
Great Homer too appears, of daring wing, 
Parent of fong! and equal by his fide, 
‘The Britith mufe; join’d hand in hand they walk, 
Darkling, full up the middle fteep to fame. 
: Nor abfent are thofe fhades, whofe fkilful touch 
aerate drew th’ impaffion’d heart, and charm'd 
‘ranfported Athens with the moral fcene : 
‘Nor thofe who, tuneful, wak’d th’ enchanting lyre. 
Firft of your kind! fociety divine ! 
Still vifit thus my nights, for you referv’d, 
And mount my foaring foul to thoughts like yours, 
Silence, thou lonely power! the door be thine ; 
Sce on the hallow’d hour that nonc intrude, 
Save a few chofen friends, who fometimes deign 
‘To blefs my humble roof, with fenfe vefin’d, 
Learning digefted well, exalted faith, 
Unitudy’d wit, and humour ever gay, 
Or from the mufe’s hill will Pope defcend, 
‘To raife the facred hour, to bid it fmile, 
And with the focial {pirit warm the heart ? 
Wor though not {weeter his own Homer fings, 
‘¥ct is his life the more endearing fong. 
wie art thou, Hammond? thou the darting 
ride, 
‘The friend and lover of the tuneful throng ! 
Ah, why, dear youth, in all the blooming prime 
Of vernal genius, where difclofing fait 
Sach adtive worth, each manly virtue lay, 
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‘Why wert thou ravith’d from our hope fo foen ?- 

What. now avails that neble thirft of fame, a 

Mare ftung thy fervent break? that trealur’d, 

ore - 

Of knowledge, early gain’d? that eager zeal 

To ferve hip connie plowing in the band 

Of youthful patriots, aio fuftain her name ? 

What now, alas! that life-diffufing charm 

Of fprightly wit ? that rapture for the mufe, 

‘That heart of friendfhip, and that foul of joy, 

Which bade with fofteft light thy virtues fille 2 

Ak! only fhow’d, to check our fond ipurfuite, 

And teach our humbled hopes that life is vain? 
Thus in fome deep retirement would I pafs 

The winter-glooms, with friends of pliant foul, 

Or blithe, or folegn, as the theme infpir’d ; 

With them would fearch, if Nature’s boundlew 

frame 

Was call’d, late rifing from the void of night, 

Or Sprung eternal from th’ Eternal Mind; 

Its life, its laws, its progrefs and its end. 

Hence larger profpedts of the beauteous whole 

Would, gradual, open on our opening minds; 

And each diffuve Harmony unite * : 

In full perfeftion ta th’ aftonifh’d eye, 

Then would we try to {ean the moral world, 

Which, though to us it feems embroil’d, moves o& 

In higher erderi fitted, and impell’d, 

By Wifdom’s fineft hand, and iffuing all 

In general good, ‘The fage hiftoric mufe 

Should next condué us through the deeps of times 

Show us how empire grew, declin’d, and fell, 

In featter’d ftates ; what makes the nations {mil 

Improves their foil, and gives them double funs, 

And why they pine bencath the brighteft fies, 

In Nature's richeft lap. As thus we talk’d, 

Our hearts would burn within us, would inhale 

‘The portion of divinity, that ray ‘ 

Of pureft heaven, which lights the public fat 

Of patricts, and of heroes. But if doom’d, 

In powerlefs humble fortune, to reprefs 

Thefe ardent rifings of the kindling foul; 

‘Then, ev’n fuperior to ansbition, we 

Would learn the private virtues how to glide 

Through fhades and plains, along the theft 

Of rural life; or fnatch’d away by hope, [ream 

Through the dim {paces of futurity, 

‘With earncft eye anticipate thofe {cenes 

Of happinefs, and wonder ; where the mind, 

In endlefs growth and infinite afcent, 

Rifes from ftate to ftate, and world to world. 

But when with thefe the ferious thought is foil’d, 

We, thifting for relief, would play the fhapes 

Of frolic fancy ; and inceffant form 

Thofe rapid pictures, that affembled train 

Of fleet ideas, never join’d before, 

Whence lively wit excites to gay furprife ; 

Or folly-painting humour, grave himfelf, 

Calls laughter forth, deep-ihaking every nerve. 
Meantime the village roufes up the fire; - 

While well attefted, and as well believ’d, 

Heard folemn, goes the goblin-ftory round ; 

‘Till fuperftitious horror creeps o'er all. 

Or, frequent in the founding hall, they wake 

The rural gambol. Roitic mirth round $ 

The fimple joke that takes the fhepherd’s heart, 

Eafily pleas'd; the long loud laugh, fincere 5 

‘The kifs, fnatch'd bafty from the fide-long male 
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On parpofe guardlefs, or pretending flcep: 

‘The lee, the flap, the haul and, f cok te notes 
Of native mufic, the refpondent dance, 

‘Thus jocund fleets with them the winter-night. 
The city fwarms intenfe. The public haunt, 
Full of each theme, and warm with mixt difcourfe, 

Hums indiftin®. The fons of riot flow 

Down the loofe stream of falfe enchanted joy, 

To fwift deftrudtion. On the rankled fout 

‘The gaming fury fall; and in one gulf 

Of total ruin, honour, virtne, peace, 

Friends, families, and fortunc, headlong fink. 

Upefprings the dance along the lighted dome, 

Mix’d, and evolv’d, a thouland {prightly ways, 

The glittering court effufes every pomp ; 

The circle deepens: beam'd from gaudy robes, 

‘Tapers, and fparkling gems, and radiant eyes, 

A Joft effulgence o’er the palace waves : 

White, a gay infect in bis fummer-fhine, 

The fop, fight-iluttering, fprcads his mealy wings. 
Dread o’er the fcene, the holt of Hamlet talks; 

Othello rages; poor Monimia mourns; 

And Belvidera pours her foul in love. 

‘Terror alarms the breaft ; the comely tear 

Steals o’er the check: or elfe the contic mufe 

Holds to the world a picture of itfelf, 

And raifes fly the fair iinpartial laugh. 

Sometimes hhe lifts her ftrain, and paints the feenes 

Of beauteaus life ; whate’er can deck mankin.!, 

Or charm the heart, in gencrous * Bevil fhow’d. 
O, thou, whofe wiidom, folid yet refin'd, 

Whofe patriot-virtues, and confummate fill 

To touch the Gner fprings that move the world, 

Join’d to whate’er the graces can beftow, 

And all Apollo's animating fire, 

Give thee, with pleafing dignity, to thi 

At once the guardian, ornament, and joy, 

Of polith’d life; permit the rural mule, 

© Chetterficld, to grace with thee her fong ! 

Ere to the thades again fhe humbly flies, 

Indulge her fond ambition, in thy train, 

‘(For every mufe has in thy train a place) 

‘To mark thy various fulleaccomplisi'd mind: 

‘To mark that fpirit, which, with Britith orn, 

Rejects th’ allurements of corrupted power ; 

‘That elegant politeness, which excels, 

Ev’n in the judgment of prefumptuous France, 

‘The boafled manners of her fhining court; 

‘That wit, the vivid energy of fenfe, 

‘The truth of nature, which, with Attic point, 

And kind well-temper’d fatire, {moothly keen, 

Steals through the foul, and without pain corredts, 

Or, rifing thence with yct a brighter flame, 

O, tet me hail thee on fome glorious day, 

‘When to the liftening fenate, ardent, crowd 

Brithnnia’s fons to hear her pleaded caufe. 

"Phen dreft by thee, more amiably fair, 

‘Truth the foft robe of mild perfuafion wears : 

‘Thou to aff. nting reafon giv'ft again 

Herown enlighten’dthoughts; call’d fromthe heart, 

‘Th’ obedicnt paffions on thy voice attend ; 

And ev'n relu@ant party feels a while 

"Thy gracious power : as through the varied maze 

Of eloquence, now fmooth, now quick, now ftrang, 

Profound and clear, you roll the copious fived. 





% A charafter ix the Confcious Lovers, written by 
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To thy lov'd haunt return, my happy mufe + 

For now, behold, the joyous winter-days, = ~~ 

Frofty, fucceed ; and through the biue fererie, 

For fight too fine, th’ ethereal nitre flies ; 

Killing infectious damps, and the fpent air 

Storing afref: with elemenial life. 

Clofe crowds the fhining atmofphere ; and binds 

Our ftrengthen’d bodies in its cold embrace, 

Conftringent ; feeds, and animates our blood; 

Refines our fpirits, through the new-ftrung nerves, 

In fwifter fallies darting to the brain ; 

Where fits the foul, intenfe, collected, cool, _ 

Bright as the fies, and as the feafon keen. 

Allnature feels the renovating force 

OF Winter, only to the thoughtlefs eye 

In ruin feen. The frott-concaéted glebe 

Draws in abundant vegetable foul, 

And gathers vigour for the coming year. 

A ftronger glow fits on the fively cheek 

Of ruddy fire: and luculent along 

The purer rivers flow ; their fullen deeps, 

‘Lran{parent, open to the fhepherd’s gaze, 

Aud murmur hoarfer at the xing froft. 
What art thou, froft? and whence 

Deviv’d, thou fecret all-invading power, 

Whom cv’n th’ iiiufive fluid cannot fly ? 

Is not thy potent cnergy, unteen, 

Myriads of little falts, o: hook’d, or fhap’d. 

Like double wedges, and diffus'd immenfe 

Through water, earth, and ether? Hence at eve, 

Steam’d eager from the red horizon round, 

With the fierce rage of Winter deep fuffus'd, 

An icy gale, oft fiifting, o'er the pool 

Breathes a biuc film, and in its mid career 

aArrefts the bickering ftream. ‘Phe loofen'd ice, 

Let down the flood, and half diffolv’d by day, 

Ruftles no more ; but to the fedgy bank f 

Fait grows, or g:thers round the pointed ftone, 

A cryflal pavement, by the breath of heaven 

Cemented firm; til), tciz'd from fhore to fhore, 

‘She whole imprifon’d river growls below. 

Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard refleéts 

A double noife; while, at his evening watch, 

‘Vhe village dog deters the nightly thicf; 

The heifer lows; the diftant water-fall 

Swells in the breeze ; and, with the hafty tread . 

Of traveller, the hollow-founding plain 

Shakes from afar. ‘Che full ethereal round, 

Infinite worlds difclofing to the view, 

shines out inteniely keen; andyall one cope 

Of flarry glitter, glows¢rom pole to pole. 

From pole to pole the rigid inluence falls, 

Through the ftill night, inceflant, heavy, ftrong, 

And feizes nature fait. It freezes op 5 

Til! morn, late-rifing o’cr the drooping world, 

Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. ‘hen appears 

‘The various labour of the flent night : 

Prone from the dripping cave, and dumb cafcade, ° 

Whofe idle torrents oniy feem to roar, 

The pendent icicle ; the froft-work fair, 

‘Where tranfient hucs and fancy'd figures rife 5 

Wide-{pouted o’er the hill, the frezen brook, 

A livid tract, cold-gleaming on the morn ; 

The foreft bent bencath the plumy wave 5 

And by the froft refin’d the whiter fuow,_ 

Incrufted hard, and founding to the tread 

OF early thepherd, as he penfive fecks 

His pising flock, or from the mountain top, 
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Plaed with the Dippery furface, fwift defcends. 


” Cn blithfome frolice bent; the youthful fwains, 


While every work of man is laid at reft, 

Fond o'er the river crowd, in various {port 
‘And revelry diffolv’d ; where mixing glad, 
‘Happiett of all the train! the raptur'd boy 
Laltes the whirling top. Or, where the Rhine 
Branch'd out in many a long canal extends, 
From every province fwarming, void of care, 
Batavia rufhes forth; and as they {weep, 

On founding fkates, a thoufand different ways, 
In circling poife, fwift as the winds, along, 
"The then vay land is madden’d ail to joy. 


Nor lets the northern courts, wide o'er the fnow, 


Pour a new pomp. Eager, on rzpid fieds, 
“Their vigorous youth in hold contention wheel 


The long-refounding courfe. Mcantime, to raife 


‘The manly ftrife, w.th highly blooming charins, 
Fluth'd by the feafon, Scandinavia’s dames, 
Or Raifia’s buxom daughters glow around. 


Pure, quick, and {portful, is the wholefome day3 


But foon elaps’d. ‘fhe horizontal fun, 

Broad o’er the fouth, hangs at his utmoft noon + 
And, ineffectual, ftrikes the geliil cliff: 

His azure glofs the mountain {ti}l maintains, 
Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale 
Relents a while to the reflected ray; 

Or from the foreit falls the clutter’d fnow, 
Myciads of gems, that in the waving gleam 
Gay-twinkle as they featter, Thick around 
"Phunders the fport of thofe, who with the gun, 
And dog impatient bounding at the fhot, 
Worfe than the feafon, defolate the fields ; 
Arid, adding to the ruins of the year, 

Diftrefs the footed or the feather’d game. 

But what is this? Our infant Winter finks, 
Divetted of his grandeur, fhould our eye 
Aftonish’d fhoot into the frigid zone; 

Where, for relentlcfs months, continual night 
Hoids o’er the glittering wafte her ftarry reign. 


‘There, through the prifon of unboun led wilds, 





Barr’d by the hand of Nature from efcape, 
‘Wide-roams the Ruffian exile. Nought around 
Strikes his fad eye, but deferts loft in fhow 5 
And heavy-lozded proves; and folid floods, 
"That ftretch, athwart the folitary vaft, 

‘Their icy horrors to the frozen main ; 

And cheerlefs towns far-diftant, never blefs'd, 
Save when its annual courfe the caravan | 
Bends to the golden coaft of rich * Cathay, 
With news of buman-k: 
Yet cherifh’d there, beneath the fhining waite, 
‘The furry nations harbour; tipt with jet, 
Fair ermines, fpotlefs as the fnows they prefs 
Sables, of gloffy Black ; and dark-embrown’d, 
Or heauteous freakt with many a mingled huc, 
‘Thoufands belides, the coftly pride of courts. 














‘There, warm together prefs'd, the trooping deer 
Sleep on the new-fall’n fnows ; and, fearce his head 





o’er the h. apy wreath, the branching elk 
ies flumbering fullen in the white abyfs. 

"The ruthlefs hunter wants nor dogs nor tuils, 
Nor with the dread of founding bows he drives 
‘The fearful flying race 5 with ponde clubs, 
As weak againft the mountain heaps they pufh 
‘Their beating breaft in vain, and pitecus bray, 





* The old name fer China 


id. Yet there life glows; 
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He lays them quivering on th’ enfanguin'd fhows, 
‘And with loud thouts rejoicing bears them home. 
There through the piny foreft half-abforpt, ~ 
Rough tenant of thefe fhades, the shapelefs bear, 
With dangling ice all horrid, talks forlorn ; 
Slow-pac’d, and fourer as the ftorms increafe, 
Ele makes his bed beneath th’ inclement drift, 
And, with ftern patiegce, {corning weak complaint, 
Hardens his heart againit affailing want. 

Wide o’er the {pacious regions of the north, 


That fees Bodes urge his tardy wain, 


‘A boifterous race, by frofty * Caurus pierc’d, 
Who little pleafure know, and fear no pain, 
Prolific fwarm. ‘They once rclum’d the flame 
Of Joi mankind in polith’d flavery funk, [fv 
Drove martial ¢ horde on horde, with dr 
Refiftlefs rufhing o'er th’ enfeebled fouth, 

And gave the vanquifh’d world another form. 
Not fuch the fons of Lapland: wifely they 
Defpite th’ infenfate barbarous trade of war 5 
They afk no more than fimple nature gives, 
They love their mountains, and enjoy their forms. 
No falfe defires, no pride-created wants, 

Difturh the peaceful current of their time; 

Aud through the rettlefs ever-tortur'd maze 

Of pleafure, or ambition, bid it rage. [temts, - 
Their rein-deer form their riches. Thefe thei 
‘Their robes, their beds, and all their homely 


wea 
Supply, their whelfome fare, and cheerful cops. 
Olequious at their call, the docile tribe * 
Yield to the fied their necks, and whirl them fwift 
O’er hill and dale, heap'd into one expanfe 
Of marbled faow, as far as cye can fweep 
With a blue cruft of ice unbounded glaz’d. 
By dancing meteors then, that ceafelefs thake 
A waving blaze refracted o'er the heavens, 
And vivid moons, and ftars that keener play 
With double luftre from the glofly watte, 
Ey'n in the depth of Polar Night, they find 
A wondrous day: enough to light the chafe, 
Or guide their daring fteps to Finland fairs. 
With’d Spring returns; and from the hazy fouth, 
While dim Aurora flowly moves before, 
‘The welcome fun, juft verging up at firft, 
By fmall degrees extends the {welling curye! 
“Till feen at large for gay rejoicing months, 
Still round and round, his fpiral courfe he winds, 
And as he nearly dips his flaming orb, 
Wheels up again, and reafcends the Sky. 
In that glad feafon from the lakes and floods, 
Where pure Nicmi’s ¢ fairy mountains rife, 
And fring’d with rofes § Tenglio rolls his ream, 





* Lhe north-weft wind. 
+ The wandering Scytbiangelans. 
$M. de Maupertuis, in bis book onthe figure of 
the earth, after having deferibed ‘the beautifid lake and 
mountain of Niemi in Lapland, fuysa From this 
“ beight we bad opportunity feveral times to fee thofe 
“ vapours rife from the luke, which the people of the 
« country galt Haltios, and which they deem to be' the 
“ guardian Ppirit: of the mountains. We bad been frighted 
‘6 with flories of bears that haunted this place, but favo 
“none. Ht feemed rather a place of refort for fairies 
“© and genii, than bears.” : 

§ The fame author obferver* I was furprifed te 
“ fee upon ibe banks of this river {the Tenglio) rofee of 
as lively a red as any shat are in our gardenie” 
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‘They draw the copious fry. With thefe, at eve, 
‘They cheerful loaded to their tents répair ; 
Where, all day long in ufeful care employ’d, 
‘Their kind unblemith’d wives the fire repare. 
‘Thrice happy race! by poverty fecur’ 
From legal plunder and rapacious power : 
In whom fell intereft never yet has fown {knew 
‘The feeds of vice: whofe Spotlefs fwains ne'er 
Injurious deed, nor, blafted by the breath 
OF faithlefs love, their blooniing daughters woe: 
_ Still preffing on, beyond Tornéa’s Tike, 
And Hecla flaming through a watte of fnow, 
And fartheit Greenland, to the pole itfelf, 
Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out; 
‘The mufe expands her folitary flight ; 
And, hovering o’er the wild ftupendous fcene, 
Beholds new feas beneath, another tky *. 
Thron'd in his palace of cerulean ice, 
Here Winter holds his unrejoicing court ; 
And through his airy hall the loud mifcule 
OF driving tempeft is for ever heard + 
Hete the grini tyrant meditates his wrath ; 
Here arms his winds with all-fubduing froft j 
Moulds his fierce hail, and treafures up his fnows, 
With which he riéw Spptelfes half the globe. 
Thence winding taitward to the Tartar’s coaft, 
She fweeps the howling margin of the main; 
‘Where uniiffolving, from the fitit of time, 
Snows fwell on fnows amazing to the fky ; 
And icy mountains high on mointains pil'd, 
Scem to the {Mivering failor from afar, 
Shapelefs and white, an atmofphere of clouds. 
Projected hue, and horrid, o’er the furge, 
Alps frown on Alps; or cruthing kideous down; 
As if old Chaos was again return’d, 
‘Widestend the deep, and thake the folid pole. 
Ocean itfelf no longer catt refift 
‘The binding fury ; but, in all its tage 
‘Of tempeft taken by the boundlefs froft, 
Is many a fathom to the bottom chain’d, 
And bid to roar no more: a bieak expanfe, 
@hage'd o’er with wavy rocks, cheerlefs and void 
QE every life, that from the dreary months 
Flies confcious fouthward. Miferable they ! 
Who, here entangled in the gathering ice, 
‘Take their laft look of the defcending fun ; 
While, full of death, and fierce with tenfold frot, 
‘The long long night, incumbent o’er their heads, 
Falls horrible. Such was the Briton’s + fate, 
As with fir? prow, (what have not Britons dar'd!) 
He for the paffage fought, attempted fince 
So much in vain, and feeming to be fhut 
By jealous Nature with eternal bars, 
In thefe fell regions, in Arzina caught, 
And to the ftony deep his idle thip 
Immediate feal’d, he with his haplefs crew, 
Each full exerted at his feveral tafk, 
Froze into ftatues ; to the cordage glued 
‘The failor, and the pilot to the helm. {ftream 
Hard by thefe shores, where fcarce his freezing 
Rolls the wild Oby, live the laft of men; 
And half-enliven'd by the diftant fun, 
‘That rears and ripens man, as well as plants, 
Here human nature wears its rudeft form. 





* Lhe ether bemifpbere. : 
+ Sir Hugh Willoughby, fert by Queen Elinabeth 
He difcover the north-east Peffage. 
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Deep frone the piercing feafon funk in caves, 
Here by dull fires, and with unjoyous cheer, 
They waite the tedious gloom. fmmerg’d i+ furs; 
Doze the grofs race. Nor fprightly jeft, nor fong; 
Nor tendernefs they know ; nor ought of life, 
Beyond the kindred bears, that ftalk without. 

‘Pill morn at length, her rofes drooping ail, « 
Sheds a long twilight brightening o'er the fields, 
And calls the quiver’d favage to the chafe. 

What cannot aétive government perform, 
New-moulding man! wide-ftretching from thefé 
A people favage from remoteft time, [teares, 
A huge neglected empire, one vaft Mind, 

By Heaven infpit’d, frori Gothic darknefs call’d. 
Immortal Peter! firft of monarchs! he 

His ftubborn country tami’d, her rocks, her fens, 
Her floods, her feas, het ill-fabmitting fons ; 

And while the fierce barbarian he fubdued, 

To more exalted foul he rais’d the man, 

Ye fhades of ancient heroes; ye who toil’d. 
Through long fucceflive ages to build up 

A labouring plan of fate, behold at once 

‘The wonder done! behold the matchlefs prince # 
Who left his native throne, where reign’d till then 
A mighty thadow of unreal power ; 

Who greatly fpurn’d the ftothful pomp of courts 
And, roaming every land, in every port 

His fceptre laid afide, with glorious hand, 
Unweatied plying the miechartic tool, 

Gather’d the feeds of trade, of ufeful arts, 

Of tivil wifdom, and of martial frill. 

Charg’d with the itores of Europe, home he goes ; 
Then cities rife amid th’ illumin'd waite 
O’er joylefs deferts {miles the rural reign; 
Far diftant flood to flood is focial join'd ; 
Th’ aftonith’d Euxine hears the Baltic roar ; 
Proud navies ride on feas that tfever foam’d 

With daring keel before; and armies ftretch 

Each way their dazzling files, reprefling here 

The frantic Alexander of the north, 

And awing there ftern Othman’s flrrintking fons. 
Sloth flies the land, and ignorance, and vice, 

OF old difhonour proud: it glows around, 
Taught by the royal hand that rous’d the whole, 
One fcene of arts, of arms, of rifing trade : 

For what his wifdom plann’d, and power enforc'd, 
More potent till, his great example how'd. 

Martering, the wirds at eve, with blunted point, 
Blow hollow-bluttering from the fouth. Subdued, 
‘The froft refolves into a trickling thaw. 

Spotted the mountains fhifte; loofe fleet defcends, 
And floods the country round, The rivers fwell, 
Of bonds impatient. Sudden from the hills, 
O'er rocks and woods, in broad brown catara@s, 
A thoufand fnow-fed torrents fhoot at once ; 
And, where they ruh, the wide-refounding plain 
Is left one fimy watte. Thofe fullen feas, 

That wafh'd th’ ungenial pole, will reft no more 
Beneath the thackles of the mighty north; 

Bat, roufing all their waves, retiftlefs heave. 

And hark ! the lengthening roar continuous runs 
Athwart the rifted deep: at once it burfls, 

And piles 2 thoufand mountains to the clouds. 

Ill fares the bark with trembling wretches charg’d, 
‘That, toft amid the floating fragments, moozg 
Beneath the fhelter of an icy ifle, s 
While night o’erwhelms the: fea, and horror looks 
More horrible. Can human force eadure 
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WINTER, 


— 
"Ph' affembled mifchiefs that befiege them round? 
“Heert-gnawing hunger, fainting wearinefs, 
‘The Yoar of winds and waves, the cruth of ice, 
‘Now ceafing, now renew’d with iouder rage, 
And in dive echoes bellowing round the main. 
More to :mbroi! the deep, léviathan 
Aud hjs unwieldy train, in dreadfi:] fport, 
Teaipeft the loofen’d brine, while through the 
Far from the bleak inhofpitable there, (gloom, 
Loading the winds, isheard the hungry howl 
Of famifh'd montters, there awaiting wrecks. 
Yet providence, that ever-waking eye, 
Looks down with pity on the feeble toil 
OF mortals loft to hove, and lights themr fefe, 
il this dreary iabyrinth of fate. 
d Winter tpreadshislateft glooms, 
dous o’er the conquer’d year. 
How dend th: vegecable kingdom lies f 
How dumb the tuneful! Horror wide extends 
His defolite domain. Behold, fond man ! 
See here thy pictur’d life ; pafs fome few years, 
‘Thy flowering Spring, thy Summer’s ardent 
‘Thy fober Autumn fading into age, ,_ [ftrerigth, 
And pale concluding Winter comes at lait, 
And fhuts the icene. Ah! whither now are fled, 
‘Thofe dreams of greatnefs? thofe unfolid hopes 
Of happinefs? thofe longings after fame ? 
‘Thofe reflleft cares? thofe bufy buftling days? 
Thofe gay-fpent, feftive nights? thofe veering 
thoughts, 
Loft between good and ill, that fhar’d thy life ? 


+ 
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All now are vanifh’d! Virtue folt furvivesy 
framortal never-failing friend of man, 


| His guide to happinefson high: And fee! 


*Tis come, the glorious morn! the fecond birth’ 
Of heaven and earth! ing Nature hears 
The sew-creating word, and ftarts to life, 

In every heighten’d form, from pain and death 
For ever free. The great eternal febeme, is 
Involving all, and in a perfe@ whole * 

Uniting, as the profpeé wider fpreads, 

To reafon’s eye refin'd clears up apace. *- 

Ye vainly wife! ye blind prefumptuous! now, 
Confounded in the duft, adore that Power, 

And Wifdom, oft ign’d: fee now the caufe, 
Why unaffiming worth im feeret liv’d, 

And dy’d, negle&ted: why the good man’s fhare 
In life was galt and Bitternefs of z * 
Why the lone widow and-her orphans pin’d 

In ftarving folds ¢ wht] > - 
In palaces, lay (training het low thought, ~- 
Toform unreal wants es why heaven-born truth 
And moderation fair, wore the red frarks “~~ 
Of {uperftition’s feourge : why licens’d paint 
That cruel fpoiler, that embofom’d for, ‘ 
Imbitter’d ah our blifs, Ye good diftref 

Ye noble few ! who here unbending fland 
Beneath life’s preffure, yet bear up a while, 
And what your bounded view, which only faw 
mee part, dems évil, is Pe ae pat 

The ftorms of wintery time wi ly pats, 
And one unbounded Spring encirde all, 


= . ‘ a ’ 


A HYMN. 


Tnese, as they change, Almighty Father, thefe, 
re but the varied God. ‘The rolling year 

Ic fult of thee. Forth in the pleafing Spring 

‘Thy beauty walks, thy tendernefs and love. 

‘Wide ftuth the fields ; the foftening air is balm ; 

Echo the mountains round ; the foreit fimiles ; 

And every fenfc, and every heart, is joy. 

‘Then comes thy glory in the Summer months, 

‘With light and heat refulgent. Then thy fun 

Shoots full perfection through the {welling year: 

And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder fpeaks ; 

And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whifpering gales. 

‘Thy bounty thines in Autumn unconfin’d, 

And fpreads a common feaft for all that lives. 

An Winter awful thou! with clouds and ‘ftorms 

‘Around thee thrown, tempeft o’er tempeft roll’d, 

Majeftic darknefs { on the whirlwind’s wing, 

Riding fublime, thou bidft the world adore, 

And humbleft nature with thy northern blaft. 
Myfteriousround! what fkili, what force divine, 

Deep felt, in thefe appear! a fimpic train, 

Yet fo delightful mixt with fuch kind art, 

Such busuty and beneficence combin’d 5 

Skadc, unperceiv’d, fo foftening into thade 3 





; Ard all fo forming an harmonious whole 3 


‘That, as they till fucceed, they ravith ftill. 

But wandering oft, with brute unconfcious gaze, 

Man marks nat thee, marks not the mighty hand, 

‘That ever-buSy wheels, the filent fpheres ; 

Works in the fecret deep ; fhoots, {teaming,thence 

‘The fair profufion that o’erfpreads the Spring : 

Flings from the fun diredt-the flaming day; 

Feeds every creature ; hurls the tempeft forth’; 

And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 

With tranfport touches al) the fprings of life. 
Nature attend! join every living foul, 

Beneath the fpacious temple of the fy, - 

In adoration joins and, ardent, raife 

One general fong ! to him, ye vocal gales, 

Breathe foft, whofe fpirit in yoar frethnefs breathes: 

Oh, talk of him in folitary glooms! __ 

Where, o’er the rock, the fcarcely waving pine 

Fills the brown fhade with a religious awe. 

And ye, whofe bolder note is heard afar, 

Who fhake th’ aftonith’d world, lift high to heaves 

‘Th’ impetuots fong, and fay from whom you rage. 

His praife, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 

And fet me catch it as J mufe along. 

Ye headloug torrents, rapid, and profound 
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Ye fofter floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale; and thou, majeftic-main, 
A, fecret world of wonders in thyself, 
Sound his ftupendous praife ; whofé greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 
Soft-roll your incenfe, herbs and fruits, and flowéra, 
In mingled clouds to him ; whofe fun exalts, 
‘Whofe breath perfumes -you, and whofe pencil 
aints. ; 

Ye hreite bend, ye harveits wave, to him; 
Breathe your ftill fong into.the reaper’s heart, 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 
Ye tifat keep watch in heaven, as carth afleep 
Unconscious lies, efufe your mildeft beams, 
Ye conttellations, while your angels ftrike, 
Amid the {pangied thy, the filver lyre. 
Great fource of day ! beft irnage here below 
OF thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

“* From world to world, the vital ocean round, 
On nature write with every beam his praife. 
‘The thuuder rolls: be huth’d the proftrate world; 
‘While cloud to cloud returns the folemu hymn. 
Bleat out afrefh, ye hills: ye mofly rocks, 
Retain the found: the broad refponfive lowe, 
Ye vallies, raife ; for the Great Shepherd reigns ; 
And his unfugfering kingdom yet will come. 
Ye voodlands all awake,s;a boundlefs fon; 
Burt from,the groves ! ‘when the reltles day 
“Expiring, lays the warbling world afleep, 
Sweetett of birds! {weet Philomela, charm 
The. liftening fhades, and teach the night his 

raife.: i . 

Ye chit, for whom the whole creation {miles, 
At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn! in {warming cities vait, 
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Affembled men, to the deep organ join ~~‘ 

The long-refounding voice, oft-breaking clear 

At folenin paufes, through the fwelling bafc ; 

And, as each mingling flame increafestach, 

In one united ardor rife to heaven. 

Or if you rather choofe the rural fhade, 

And find a fane in every fecret grove ; 

‘There let the thepherd’s flute, the virgin’s lay, 

‘The prompting feraph, and the poet’s lyre, 

Still fing the God of Seafons, as they roll. 

For me, when | forget the darling theme, 

Whether the bloffom blows, the fummer-ray 

Roflets the plain, in/piring Autumn gleams ; * 

Or Winter rifes in the blackening eaft ; 

Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 
Should fate command me to the farthet verge 

Of the green earth, to diftant barbarous climes, 

Rivers unknown to fong ; where firft the fun 

Gilds Indian mountains, or his fetting beam. 

Flames on th’ Atlantic ifles; *tis nought to me: 

Since God is ever prefent, ever felt, 

In the void wafte as in the city full; 

And where he vital breathes, there mutt be joy. 

When ev’n at laft the folemn hour fhould come, 

And wing my myftic flight to future worlds, 

Icheerful will obey ; there, with new powers, 

Will rifing wonders fing: I cannot go 

Where Univerfal Love not fimiles around, 

Suftaining all yon ie and all their funs ; 

From fecming evil-{till educiny fy 

And Fieri Sead again, an jor fill, 

In infinite progreffion. But I lofe 

Myfelf in him, in Light ineffable ; : 

Come then, expreffive Silence, mufe his praife, 





THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, 
AN ALLEGORICAL POEM. 
a ame Ea 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


‘Tais poem being writ in the manner of Spenfer, the obfolete words, asd a fimplicity of diétion in 
fome of the lincs, which borders on the ludicrous, were neceflary, to make the imitation more pers 
fect, And the ftyle of that admirable poet, as well as the meafure in which he wrote, are, as it were, 
appropriated by cuftom to allegorical poems writ in our language ; jut as in French the ftyle of Marot, 
who lived under Francis 1. has been ufed in tales and familiar epiftles, by the politeft writers of the 


age of Louis XIV. 





AN EXPLANATION OF THE OBSOLETE WORDS USED IN THIS POEM. 


Archimagesthe chief or preatef! of magicians or en- 
cbanters, 
- Aprid—paid, 
Appale-afirizht. 
Atween—detween, 
Ay—altways. 
‘Balemyorrow, trouble, misfortune. 
Benempt—named. 
Blazon—rainting, oifplaying. 
Bremen raw. 
Carol—to fing fongs of joy. 
Peri pele tie 
Certes—certainly, 
Dan—a word prefixed to names. 
Deftly—filfully. 
Depainted—painted, 
Drowly-head—droew/ing/s. 
, Eath—eafy, 
_ Eftfoons—immediately, often afterwards. 
Eke—a/fo. 
Faye—fairies. 
Gear or Geerm—furniture, equipage, drefss 
Glaivefivord.  (Fr.) 
Glee—joy, pleafure. 
Han—bave, 
Hight—named, called: and fometimes it is ufed for 
is called. Seg ftanza vii. 
Idlef>—ilenefs. 
Imp-mchild, or offspring ; from the Saxon impan, to 
graft or plant. 
Kelh—yor caft. 
Lad—jir led. 
Lena piece of land or meadow, 
Libbard—“opard, 
Lig—to 
Lolel—a loft idte fellow, 
Louting—-Jowing, bending. 
LiPelogfe, lax. 
Mell—mingle, 
Moe—mare. 
Moil—to labour, 
Motc—might, 
Vou. Ix, * 







Muehel or Mochel, much, great. 
Nathlefe—neverthele/s, 

Ne=ndr. 
Needments—neceffaries. 
Nourfling—x cbild that is nurfed. 
Noyance—barm. 
Prankt—voloured, adorned ‘gayly. 
Perdie (Fr. par Diew)—an old oath. 

Prick’d through the foreft—-rede shrough the forefy 
Scareedry, durat up. . 
Sheen—-bright, joining. 5 
Sicker—fure, furely. 

Soot—frweet, or fweetly, 

Sooth—true, or truth. 

Stound—wmisfortune, pung. 

Sweltry—-fultry, confuming with beat. 
Swink—#e labour. 

Smackt-—favoured. 

Thrall—jave. 

‘Tranfmew'd—transform’d, 

Vild—vite. 

Unkempt (Lat. incomptus) unadorned. 
Ween—to think, be of opinion. 

Weet—to knvw; to weet, to wits 
Whitom—ere-while, formerly. 

Wight—man, 

Wis, for Wift—to know, think, underflands 
Wonne—-(a noun) drvelting. 

Wroke—wreakt, 


N. B. The letter Y is frequently placed in the hee 
ginning of a word by Spenfer, to lengthen it a 
fyllable, and ex at the end of a word, for the 
fame reafon, as witlouten, caften, &c. 


Yborn—torn. 

Yhlent, or blent—Jlended, mingleds 
¥cladeected. 

Yclepedcalled, named. 
Yiere-togetber. 

Ymolten-—milted. 


Yode (preter tenfe of yede) or, 
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‘The caftl height of indolence, 


And its falfe luxury ; 


‘Where for a little time, alas! 
We liv'd right jollily. 


© sonrai man, who livett here by toil, 

Do not complain of this thy hard eftate ; 

‘That like an emimet thou uit ever moil, 

Js a fad fentence of an ancient date ; 

And, certes, there is'for it reafon great ; 

Por, though fonmietimes it makes thce weep and 

wail, 

And curfe thy flar, and early drudge and late, 

Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 
Loofe life, unruly paflions, and difcafes pale. 


in lowly dale, faft by a river’s fide, 
With woody hill o’er hill encompafs'd round, 
A moft enchanting wizard did abide, 

Phan whom a fiend more fell is no where found, 
Jt was, I ween, a lovely fpot of ground: 
And there a feafon atween June and May, 
Half prankt with fpring, with fummer half 

imbrown’d, A 

A liflefs climate made, where, footh to fay, 

No living wight could work, ne cared ev’n for play. 


‘Was nought around but images of reft : 
Sleep-foothing groves, and quiet lawns between ; 
And flowery beds that flumberous influence 
"kel, 
¥rom poppies breath’d; and beds of pleafant 
green, 
‘Where never yet was creeping creature feen. 
‘Mean-time unnumber’d glittering freumlets 
lay’d, E 
And hale every-where their waters fheen ; 
Phat, ag they bicker'd through the funny glade, 
‘Though reftlefs ftill themfelves, a luiling murmur 
made. 


foin’d to the prattle of the purling rills, 
Vhere heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks loud-bleating from the diftant hills, 
And vacant fhepherds piping in the dale : 
And now and then fiveet Philomel would wail, 
Or ftock-doves plain amid the foreft deep, 
‘That drowfy ruftled to the fighing gale; 
And ftill a coil the gratthopper did Reep ; 
Yet all thefe founds yblent inclined all to fleep. 


Full in the paffage of the vale, above, 
A fable, filent, folemn forch flood ; 
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Where nought but fhadowy. forms was feen to 
move, 

As Idlefs fancy’d in her dreaming mood: 

And up the hills, on either fide, a wood 

Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 

Sent forth a fleepy horror through the blood 

And where this valley winded out, below, 

The murmuring main was heard, and icarcely 

heard, to flow. 


A pleafing land of drowfy-head it was, 

Of dreams that wave before the half-fhut eyes 

And of gay caftles in the clouds that pafs, 

For ever flufhing round a fummer-fky : 

‘There cke'the foft delights, that witchingly 

Inftil a wanton fweetnefs through the breaft, 

And the calm pleafures always hover’d nigh ; 

But whate’er fmack’d of noyance, or unreit, 
‘Was far far off expell’d from this delicious neft. 


The landfkip fuch, infpiring perfect cafe, 
Where Indolence (for fo the wizard hight) 
Clofe-hid his caftle mid embowering trees, 
‘That half fhut out the beamsof Phabus bright, 
And made a kind of checker’d day and night ; 
Meanwhile, unceafing at the mafly gate, 
Beneath a fpacious palm, the wicked wight 
‘Was plac’d ; and to his lute, of cruel fate, [cftate. 
And labour harfh, complain’d, lamenting man’s 


Thither continual pilgrims crowded fill, 
From all the roads of earth that pafs there by : 
For, as they chaunc’d to breathe-on neighbour- 
ing hill, 
The frefhnefs of this valley fmote their eye, 
And drew them ever and anon more nigh; 
‘Fill cluftering round th’ enchanter falfe they 
Ymolten with his fyren melody ; [hung. 
While o’er th’ enfeebling lute his hand he flung, 
And to the trembling chords thefe tempting verfes 
fung: 
whee 


« Behold! ye pilgrims of this earth, behold ! 

“ See all but man with unearn’d pleafurg gay : 
“ Sec her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 

« Broke fromher wintery tomb in prime of May? 
“ What youthfol Bride can equal her array 2 _ 
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* Who can with her for eafy pleafure vie? 

Xf From mead ta mead with gentle wing to fray, 
* Fram flower to flower on balmy gales to 4y, 
Is all the has to do beneath the radiant fly. 


“ Behold the merry minftrele of the morn, 
“ The fwarming fongfters of the carelefs prov 
“ Ten thoufand throats! that from the flower} 
_ “ing thorn af 
“Hymn their good God, and carol fweet of 
« love, 
* Such grateful kindly raptures them emove : 
“# They neither plough, nor fow: ne, fit for ail, 
“ E’er to the barn the nodding fheaves they 
« drove; 
* Yet theirs cach harveft dancing in the gale, 
Whatever crowns the hill, or {miles along the 
“vale,” 


. 


e 
 Outcaft of nature, man! the wretched thrall 
* Of bitter dropping fweat, of fweltry pain, 

“ Of cares that eat away thy heart with gall, 
“And of the vices, an inhuman train, F 
“ That all proceed from favage thirft of gain: 
“ For when hard-hearted Interett firt began 
“To poifon earth, Aftriva left the plain 5 
* Guile, violence, and murder feiz'd on man, 
And, for foft milky ftrcams, with blood the 
rivers ran. 


r 


¥* Come, ye, who ftill the cumberous load of life 
“ Puth hard up hill; but as the fartheft {cep 
“ You truft to gain, and put an end to ftrife, 
Dows thunders back the ftone with mighty 
“ fweep, 
“ And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
' « For-ever vain ; come, aud, withouten fee, 
Tin oblivion will your forrows ftecp, 
* Your cares, your toils, will feep vou ina fea 
Of full delight: O come, ye weary wights, to 
“me! 


* With me, you need not rife at early dewn; 

“ To pafé the joylefs day in various Rounds : 

“ Or, louting low, on upttart fortune fawn, 

* And fell fair bonotr for fome paltry pounds; 
’ * Or through the city take your dicty rounds, 
“Yo cheat, and dun, and lye, aad vifit pay, 
“ Now flattcring bafe, now giving fecret wounds: 
‘ Or proul in courts of law for human prey, 
Tn vernal fenate thieve, orrobon broad kighway, 


* No cocks, with ge, to ruftic labour call, 

“ From village on to village founding clear: 

© To tardy fwain no fhrillevoie’d mvatrons fqualls 

“ No doga, no bahes, no wives, to ftun your car; 

* No hammers thump; no horrid blackfmith 
« fear, 

* Ne noify tradefmen your Sweet flumbers ftart, 

* With founds that are a mifery to hear: 

« But all is calm, as would delicht the heart 

OF Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art. 


“ Here nought but candour reigns, indulgent 
* gale, ‘ 

* Good-natur’d lounging, fauntering ‘ip and 
* down: 4 

*# They who are pleas’d themfelves muft always 

. * pleafe ; 
.- * On others’ ways they never fquint a frown, 
~ “Nog heed what haps in hamlet or in town: 


ef 


‘ 


. To toil for what you here unt 
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*« Thus, from the fource of tender indolence, 
“ With milky blood the heart is overflown, 
* Is footh’d and fweeten'd by the focial fenfe + 
“For intereft, envy, pride, and itrife are banith’d 
“hence, 3 


“ What, what, is virtue, but repofe of mind, 
“* A pure ethereal calm, that knows no flormg 
& Above the rcach of wild ambition’s wind, 
‘ Above the paffions that this world defotm, 
“ And torture man, a proud malignant werm # 
*« But here, inftcad, foft gales of paflion sy, 
“ And gently ftir the heart, theneby to form 
“ A quicker fenfe of joy ; as breezes ftray 
“ Acrofs th’ enliven’d fkics, and make them Milk = 
“ more gays a 


« 'The beft of men have ever lov'd repofes 
* They hate to mingle in the filthy fray ; 
“ Where the foul tours, and gradual rastcour 
“ grows, : 

“ Tinbitter’d more Froth peevith day tc day. 
« Ev'b thofe whom Fame has lent her faireft rays 
* The moft renown'd of worthy wights of yore, 
“ From a bafe world at Ist have ftol'n away + 
So Scipio, to the foft Cumaan fhore 

* Retiring, tafted joy he never knew before. 


7 « Be if a little exercife you chufe, 
« Some zeft for eal, ’tis nor forbidden here. 
“ Amid the groves you may indulge the mufe, 
“ Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal yearg 
“ Or foftly ftealing, with your watery gear, 
« Along the brook, the criu:fon fpotted fry 
“ You may delude: the wailit, amus’d, you hear 
« Now te hoarfe ftream, and now the zephyr’s 

“ figh, 
‘Astuned’t the birds, and woodland melody, 


“ O grievous folly! to heap up eftate, 

“* Loling the days you fee beneath the fun} 

© When, fudden, comes blind unrelenting fate, 

“ And gives th’ untafted portion you have won, 

“ With ruthlefs toil, and many a Wretch undone, 

« fo thofe who mock you gohe to Pluto's reign, 

“ There with fad gholts to pine, and fhadows 
“ dun: 

« But fore it 








is of vanities moft vais, u 
ling may obtain.”* 
He ceas'd. But ftill their trembling ears retain’d 
- ‘The deep vibrations of his witching fong ; 
That, by a kind of magic powcr, confirain'd 
"Lo citer in, pell-meil, the lifteniny thro: 
Heaps pour'd on heaps, and yet they flip: 
In filent eafe: as when beneath the bee 
OF fummer-moons, the diftant woods ar 
Or by fome ficod ali filver'd with the ¢: 
"The foftembodicd fays through airy ports 










By the fmcoth demon fo it order’d was, + 
And here his bancful bounty firft bepan : 
‘Though fome there were who would not fard 





fe, 
And his alluring baits fufpedted han. 
‘The wife diftruft the too fair fpoken man. _ 
Yet through the gate they caft « wifhful eye: 
Not to move on, petdie, is all chey can; 
For do their very beft they canno: fly, 
But often each way look, and often forely figh. 


Pi 


i 
When this the watchful wicked wizard faw, 
‘With fudden fpring he leap’d upon them ftrait 5 
And foon as touch'd by his unballow’d paw, 
‘They found themfelves within the curfed gate ; 
Fullhard to be repafs’d, like that of fate. 

Not ftronger were of old the giant crew, 

“Who fought to pull high Jove from regel fates 
Though feeble wretch he feem'd of fallow hue = 

(Certes, who bides his grafp, willthatencounter rue. | 


For whomfoe’er the’villain takes in hand, 
‘Their jointgunknit, their finews melt apace 3 
As lithe they grow as any willow-wand, 
«And oftheir vanifh’d force remains to trace; 
So when a maiden fair, of modeft grace, 
In all her buxom blooming May of charms, 
Js fciz’d in fome lofel’s hot embrace, 
She waxeth very weakly as fhe warms, 
*Then fighing yields her up tolove'sdelicious harms. 


‘Wak’d by the crowd, flow from his bench arofe 
»° Acomely full-fpread porter, (woln with fleep + 
. His calm, broad, thoughtlefs afpect breath’d re- 
pofe ; 
‘And in dweet torpor he was plunged deep, » 
Ne:could himfelf from ceafelvfs yawning keep 5 
While o’er his eyes the drowfy liquor ran. 
Through which his half-wak'd foul would faint- 


ly peep. 
‘Then taking his hlick ftaff he call’d his man, 
‘And rous'd himfelf as muchas roufe himfelf he can. 


. The lad leap’d lightly at his mafter’s call. 

He was, to weet, a little roguith page, 
Save fleep and play who minded nought at all, 
Like moft the untaught ftriplings of his age. 
‘This boy he kept each band to difengage, 
Garters and buckles, tafk for him unfit, 
But ill-becoming his grave perfonage, 
‘And which his portly pauuch would not permit, 

Bo this fame limber page to all performed it. 


, Meantime the mafter-porter wide difplay’d 
Great fore of caps, of Lippers, and of gowns 5 
Wherewith he thofe that enter’d in, array’d 
Loefe, as the breeze that plays along the downs, 
And waves the fummer-woods when evening 

: frowns. _ 
© fair undrefs, beft drefs! it checks no vein, 
But every flowing limb in pleafure drowns, 
‘And ‘heightens ‘eafe with grace. This done, 

right fain, % 
Sir porter fat hin: down, and turn’d to fleep again. 


’ ‘Thus eafy rob’d, they to the fountain fped, 
| That in the middie of the court up-threw | 
‘A fircam, high-fpouting from its liquid bed, 
‘And falling back again in drizzly dew. [drew. 
"There each decp draughts, as deep he thirfted, 
Tt was a fountain of Nepenthe rare: {grew. 
‘Whence, as Dan Homer fings, huge pleafaunce 
a. And fweet oblivion of vile earthly care; 
Fair gladfome waking thoughts, and joyous dreams 
. more fair. 


. 


‘This rite perform’d, all inly pleas'd and fil, 

Withouten tromp, was proclamation madc. * 
_& Ye fons of Indolence, do what you ‘il 
se And maura you pou ‘rhyoug 
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<# Be no, man’s pleafure for another flaid; * « 
“© Let cach as likes him beft his hours employ, 
* And curs’d be he who minds his neighbour’s 

“ trade! 
m=“ Here dwells kind eafe and unreproving joy: 
@ He little merits blifs who others can annoy.” > 





¥ Strait of thefe endlefs numbers, fwarming round, 
& As thick as idle motes. in funny ray, ae 
i Not onc eftfoons in view was to be found, 
But every man ftroil’d off his own glad way, 
Wide o’er this ample court's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain’d, 
No living creature could be feen to ftray$ 
While folitude and perfec filence reign’d : 
Se that to think you dreamt you almoft was corié 
ftrgjn'd. A 
‘As when a fhepherd of the Hebrid-ifles, © + 
Plac’d far amid the melancholy main, © * 
{ Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles; 
Or that aérial beings fometimes deign 
‘To ftand embodied, to our fenfes plain) 
Sees on the naked hill, or valley low, > 
‘The whilft in ocean Pho-bus dips his wain, © 
A vaft affembly moving to and fro; 
‘Then all at once in air difolves the wondrousfhow, 


Ye gods of quiet, and of fleep profound ! 

Whofe foft dominion o'er this caftle fways, 

And all the widely-filent places round, 

Forgive me, if my trembling pen difplays 

- What never yet was fung in mortal Jays. 

But how ‘hall ! attempt fuch arduous ftring, 

I who have fpent my nights and nightly days, 

In this foul-deadening place, loofc-loitering ? 
Ah! how fhall I for this uprear my molted wing? 


-Come on, my mufe, nor ftoop to low defpair, ” 
"Thou imp of Jove, touch’d by celeftial fire ! 
Thou yet fhalt fing of war, and actions fair, 
‘Which the bold fons of Britain will infpire 3 
Of ancient bards thou yet fhall {weep the lyre ; 
«Thou yet fhall tread in tragic pall the dage, 
Paint love’s enchanting woes, the hero’s ires 
‘The fages calm, the patriot’s noble rage, [age. 
Dathing corruption down through every worthlefs 


‘The doors, that knew no fhrill alarming bell, 
Ne curfed knocker ply'd by villain’s hond, 
Self-open’d into hails, where, whe can tell 
‘What elegance and grandeur wide expand - 
‘The pride of Turkey and of Perfia and?” » 
Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets fpread, © 
‘And couches ftretch'd around infeenly band ; 
‘And endicfs pillows rife to prop the head; 


Sothateachfpacionsroom wasoncfull-fwelling-beds 


And every where hvge cover’d tables flood, 
‘With wines high flaveur’d and rich viands 
crown’d; : 
~>-Whatever iprightly juice or taiteful food 
On the green bofom of this earth are*found, 
And all old ocean genders in his round : 
Some hand unfeen thefe filently difplay’d, 
Ev'n undemasided by a fign or found; —* 
You need but with, and, inftantly obey’d, 
Fair rang’d the dithes rofe, and thick th 
play tds eet 82 a ee 
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Evoke the facred fhades of Greece and Rome, 
And let them virtue with a look impart; 
But chief, a while, O! lend us from the tomb 
‘Thefe long-loft friends for whom in love we 
fmart, 
Aud All vith plous swe and jéy-mixt woe the 
art. 


Or are you {portive—Bid the morn of youth 

Rife to new Sight, and beam afrefh the days 

Of innocence, fimplicity, and truth 

"Fo cares cflranyd, aad manhood’: thorny ways 

‘What trar{part, to retrace pur boyith plays, 

* Our caty blits, when cach thing joy fupply'ds 
‘The woods, the mountains, and the warbling 


maze - 
Of the ald brooks !—But, fondly wandering 
wide, 
My mufe,refume the tafk that yet doth thee abide, 


Onc great amufement of our houfchold was, 
Ina huge cryftal magic globe to fpy, 

‘Still as you turn’d it, all things that do pafs 

Upon this ant-hill earth ; where conftantly 

Of iully-bufy men the reftlefs fry 

Run bufling to and fro with foolifh hatte, 

« In fearch of pleafure vain that from them fly, 
Or which obtain'd the caitiffs dare not tafte : 
When nothing is enjoy’d, can there be greater 

watte . , 


¢ Of vanity the mirror’ this was call’d. 
+, Here you a muckworm of the town might fee, 
At his dull defk, amid his legers ftall’d, 
Farad with ‘carking ¢are and penurie ; 
Molt like to carcafe parch’d on gallow-tree, 
“A penny faved is a penny gots"? J 
Firm to this feoundrel maxim keepeth he, 
Ne of its rigour wil! he bate a jot, ny 
(ill it has quench’d his fire, and banifh’d his pot. 


Strait from the filth of this Jow grub, hehold ! 

Comes fluttering forth a gqudy fpendthrife heir, 

All gloffy gay, ename!'d all with gold, 

‘The filly tenant af the fummer-sir, * 

In folly loft, of nothing takes he care 5 

Pimps. lawyers, ftewards, harlots, flatterers yile, 

And thieving tyadefmen him among them fhare: 

His father's rhoft frorp limbo-lak -, the while, 
> Bees this, which more damnation dath upon hirn 

pile, : 

‘This globe pourtray'd the race pf learned men, 

Still at their books, and turning o’er the page, 

Backwards and forwards: oft they fnatch the 


pen. 
‘As ifinfpir'd, and ina Thefpian rage 5 
‘Then write, and blot, as would your ruth en- 


age. 
why, aathors,all this {eraw] and fcribbling fore? 
To lofe the prefent, gain the future age, 
.. | Praifed to be when you can hear no more, 
‘And mach enrich’d with fame, when ufelefs 
worldly ftore. = 
‘Then would a fplendid city rife to view, 
With carts, and cuts, and coaches, roaring all: 
. Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew s 
Seg how they dah along from wall to wall ! 
| At every door, hark how they thundering call! 
Good Lord! ‘what tam this giddy rout excite ? 
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Why, on each other with fell tooth to fall. - 
A neighbour’s fortune, fame, or peace, tg blight, 


And make, new: tirefome parties for the coming 
night. 


‘The puzzling fons of party next appear’d, 

tn dark cabals and nightly juntos met; 

And now they whifper'd clofe, now fhrugging, 
rear’ 

‘Th’ important fhoulder ; then, as if to get 

New light, their twinkling cyes were inward fe 

No focner Lucifer recals affairs, : 

‘Than forth they various ruth in mighty fret 

When, lo! pufh'd up to power, and crown'd 
their cares, (airs, 

In comes another fett, and kicketh them down 


But what moft fhew'd the vanity of life, 

Was to behold the nations all on fire, 

In crucl broils engag'd, aud deadly ftrife: - 

Mott Chriftian kings, inflam’d by black defize, 

With honourable ruffians in their hire, . 

Caufe war to rage, and blood around to poug: 

OF this fad work when each begins to tire, 

They fit them down juit where they were 

before, {reftore. 

Till for new feenes of woe peace fhall their force 


To number up the thoufands dwelling here,* 
An ufelefs werg, and eke an endlefs tafk 5 
From kings, and thofe wha at the heli appear, 
‘To gypfies brown in fummer-glades who balk. 
Yea many a man perdie I could unmask, + ~ 
Whole def and table make a folemn fhow, 
With tape-ty’d trath, and fuits of fools that afk 
For place or penfion laid in decent row; 

But thefe I paffen by, with namelefs numbers moe. 


Of all the gentle tenants of the place, 

There was a man of fpecial grave remark: 

A certain tender gloom o’erfpread his face, 

Penfive, not fad, in thought involv'd, not dark, 

As foofthis nan could fing as morning-lark, 

And teach the nohleft morals of the heart + 

But thefe his talents were yburied ftark ; 

Of the fine ftores he nothing would impart, 
Which or boon Nature gave, or nature-painting 

Art, y 


To noontide fhades incontinent he ran, 
Where purls the brook with fleep-inyiting found; 
Or when Dan Sol to Nove his wheels began, 
Amid the broom he bafk'd him on tke ground, 
Where the wi'd thyme and camompil are founds 
There would he linger, till the lateft ray 
Of light fat trembling on the weikin’s bounds 
Then homeward through the twilight thadows 
ftray, . 
Sauntering and flow. 80 had he paffed many a day, 


Yet not in thoughelefs flumber were tliey paft; 
For oft the heavenly fire, that lay conceal'd A 
Beneath the decping embers, maunted faft,- 
And all its native light anew reveal’d: + 
Oft as he travers’d the cerulean field, 

And markt the clouds that drove before the 
wind, | - 
Ten thoufand glorious fyftems would he build, . 
Ten thoufand great ideas fill’d his mind; ~ 
But we the clouds they fed, and Ieit no trace bey 
im 5 3 
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‘Where hours and hours they fighing lie reclin’d, 


And court the vapoury god foft-breathing in the 
wind, 


Now mutt ¥ mark the villany we found, 

But ah! too late, as fhall eftfoons be thewn. 

A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground ; 

‘Where ftillour inmates, when unpleafing grown, 

Difeas’d, and loathfome, privily were thrown, 

Far from the light of heaven, they languifh’d 

Unpity’d uttering many a bitter groan; [there, 

For of thefe wretches taken was no care: 
Fierce fiends, and hags of hell, their only nurfes 

were. 


Alas! the change! from fccnes of joy and reft, 
‘To this dark den, where ficknefs tofs’d alway, 
Here lethargy, with deadly fleep opprett, 
Stretch’d on his back, a mighty lubbard, lay, 
Heaving his fides, and fnored night and days 
'To ftir him from his traunce it was not eath, 
And his half-open'd eyne he fut ftraitway : 
‘He led, I wot, the fofte® way to death, 

‘And taught ithouten pain and ftrife to yield the 

breath. 


Of limbs enormous, but witha! unfound, 

Soft fwoln and pale, here lay the hydropfy: 
‘Unwieldy man; with belly monftrous round, 
For ever fed with watery fupply : 

For ftill he drank, and yet he fti!] was dry, 
And moping here did Hypochondria fit, 
Mother of fpleen, in robes of various dye, 
Who vexed was full oft with ugly fits 

. Aad fome her frantic deem’d, and fome her 
decm’d a wit. 


A lady proud fhe was, of ancient blood, 

Yer oft he fear her pride made cronchen low’: 

She felt, or fancy’d in her fluttering mood, 

All the difeafes which the fpittles know, 

And fought all phytic which the thaps beftow, 

And ftill new leaches and new drugs would try, 

Her humour ever wavering to and fro; [ery; 

For fometimes fhe would laugh, and fometimes 
‘Then fudden waxed wroth, and all fhe knew not 

why. 

Faft by her fide a liftlefs maiden pin’d, 

‘With aching head,and fqueamith heart-burningss 
. Pale, bloated, cold, fhe feem’d to hate mankind, 

“Yet lov’d in fecret all forbidden things, 

And here the tertian thakes his chilling wings ; 

The fleeplefs gout here counts the crowing 

cocks, 

A wolf now gnaws him, now a ferpent ftings ; 

‘Whilft apoplexy cramm’d intemperance knocks 
Pown to the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox, 
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. The knight of arts and induftry, 
Aud his atchievements fair 
‘That by his caftle’s overthrow, 
Secur’d and crowned Avere. 


Escar’p the caftle of the fire of fin, 
Ah! where fhall I fo fveet a dwelling find? 
For all.around, without, and all within, ~ 
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Nothing fave what delightful wasané kind, ‘ 

Of gocdnefs favouring and a tender mind, : 

Ever rofe to view. But now another ftrain, 

Of dolcful note, alas! remains behind : 

I now mutt fing of pleafure turn’d to pain, 
And of the falfe enchanter Indolence complain.’ 


Is there no patron to protect the mufe, 

And fence ie her Parnaffus’ barren fol? — . « 

‘To every labour its reward acc 

And they ure fure of bread who fwink and moilz 

But a fell tribe th’ Aonian hive defpoil, 

As rathlels wafps oft rob the painful beet 

‘Thus while the laws not guard that nobleit toil, 

Ne for the other Mufes meed decree, 7 
‘They praifed are alone, and ftarve right merrily. 


I care not, Fortune, what you me deny: 
You cannot rob me of free Nature’s grace; 
You cannot fhut the windows of the fky, : 
‘Through which Aurora fhows her brighten 
ing face ; PES 

You cannot bar my conftant feet te trace 
‘The woods and Jawns, by living ftream, at eve; 
Let heaith my nerves and finer fibres brace, 
And I their toys to the great children leave : 

Of fancy, reafon, virtue, nought can me bereave. 


Come then, my mufe, and raife a bolder fong + 

Come, lig no more upon the bed of floth, 

Dragging the lazy languid line along, 

Fond to begin, but ftill to finith loth, 

Thy half-wit {crolls all eaten by the moths 

Arife, and fing that generous imp of fame, 

Who with the fons of foftnefs nobly wroth, 

To fweep away this human lumber came, 
Or in a chofen few to roufe the flumbering flame, 


In Fairy-land there liv’d a knight of old, 
OF feature ftern, Selvaggio well yclep’d, 
A rough unpolifh’d man, robuft and Told, 
But wondrous poor : he neither fow’dnor reap’d, 
Ne ftores in fummer for cold winter heap’d; 
In hunting’all his days away he wore ; 
Now fcorch’dby June, now in November fteep’d, 
Now pinch’d by'biting January fore, 

He itil in woods purfued the libbard and the boar. 


As he one morning, long before the dawn, 
Prick’d through the foreft to diflodge his prey, 
Deep in the winding bofom of a lawn, ; 
‘With wood wild-fring’d, he mark'd a taper’s 
ray, « : 

‘That from the beating rain, and wint fra 
Did to a lonely cot hi eps aor 
‘There, up to cara the needments of the day, 
He found dame poverty, nor fair flor coy: 

Her he comprefs’d, and fill’d her with a lufty boy. 


Amid the green-wood fhade this boy was bred, 

And grew at laft a knight of muchel fame, 

Of active mind and vigorous luftyhed, 

The Knight of Arts and Induftry by name. 

Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did 
frame ; dame Bats 

He knew no beverage but the flowing ftreams 

His tafteful well-earn’d food the fylvan game, 

Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands. 
teem: 


The fame to him glad fummer, or the wintey 


breme, 


THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, 


-Se pa&e'd his-youthly morning, void of care, 
‘Wldas the colts that through the commons run; 
For him. no tender parents troubled were, 

He of the foreft feem’d to be the fen, 

And certes had been utterly undone ; 
But that Minerva pity of him took, 

‘With all the gods that love the rural wonne, 
That teach to tame the foil and rule the crook ; 

Ne did the facred nine difdain a gentle Jook., 


Of fertile genius him they nurtar’d well, 
In every fciencc, and in every art, 
By which mankind the thoughtlefa brutes excel, 
That can or ule, or joy, or grace impart, 
Difclofing all the powers of head and heart: 
Ne were the goodly exercifes {par’d, 
‘That brace the nerves, or make the Jimbs alert, 
And mix elaftic force with firmnefs hard: 

‘Was never knight on ground mote be with him 

compar’d, ¢ 


Sometimes, with carly morn, he mounted gay’ 


‘The hunter-ftecd, exulting o’er the dale, 

And drew the rofeat breath of orient day ; 

Sometimes, retiring to the fecret vale, 

Yclad in fteel, and bright with burnith’d mail, 

He ftrain’d the bow, or tofs’d the founding 
fpear, 

‘Or acting on. the goal outftripp’d the gale, 

Or wheel’d the chariot in its mid-career, 

Or ftrenuous wreftled bard with many a tough 

compecr. . 


At other times he pry’d through Nature’s ftore, 
‘Whate’er fhe in th’ ethereal round contains, 
‘Whiate’er fhe hides beneath her verdant floor, 

. "The vegetable and the mineral reigns; (mains, 
Or elfe he fcann’d the globe, thofe fmall do- 
Where reftlefs mortals fuch a turmoil keep, 

Its feas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains; 
But moe he fearch'd the mind, and rous’d from 
leep, 

«/Fhofe moral feeds whence we heroic actions reap. 


Nor would he fcorn to ftoop from high purfuits 
Of heavenly truth, and practife what the taught, 
Vain is the tree of knowledge without fruits. 
Sometimes in hand the fpade or plough he caught, 
Forth-calling ali with which boon earth is 
fraught ; 
Sometimes he ply’d the ftrong mechanic tool, 
Or rear'd the fabric fuom the fineft draught ; 
And oft he put himfelf to Neptune’s {chool, 
Fighting with winds and wavis on the, vext 
ocean pool, — 


To folace then thefe rougher toils, he try’d 
'To touch the kindling canvas into life ; 
‘With nature his creating pencil vy'd, 
With nature joyous at the mimic ftrife : 

«Or, to fuch fhapes as grac’d Pygmation’s wife 
He hew’'d the marble; or, with varicd fire, 
He rous’d the trumpet and the martial fife, 

Or bade the Jute fweer tendernefs infpire,.[iyre. 
Or verfes fram’d that well might wake Apollo's 
Accomplith’d thus he from the woods iffued, 

_ Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprife; 

* The work, which long he in “his breaft had 
brew'd. 

Now to perform he ardent did devife; 


~ 233. 
To wit, a barbarous world to civilize. +" 
Earth was till then a boundlefs fore wild ; 
Nought to be feen but favage wood, and fkiess 

* No cities nourtth’d arts, no culture fmil’d, 

No government, no laws, no gentle manners mild. 


A ragged wight, the worft of brutes, was many, 
On his own wretched kind he, ruthlefs, prey'ds 
The ftrongeft ftill the weakeft over-rans 6, 
In every country mighty zobbers fway’d, = 
And guile and ruffian force were all their trade. 
Life was a fcene of rapine, want, and woe ; 
Which this brave knight, in noble anger, made 
To fwear, he would the rafcal rout o’erthrow, 

For, by the powers divine, it fhould no more be 

fo! 


It would exceed the purport of my fong, 

To fay how this 4¢f fur from orient climes 

Came beaming life and beauty all along, 

Before him chafing indolence and crimes. 

Still as he pafs’d, the nations he fublimes, 

Aud calls forth arts and virtues with his ray: ~ 

Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, their gol- 

den times 

Succeflive hads but now in ruins gray. 

They lie, to flavith loth and tyranny a prey. 


To crown his toils, Sir Induftry then fpread 
The {welling fail, and made for Britain's coafts 
A fylvan life till then the natives led, 
Yn the brown fhades and green-wood foreit loft, 
All carelefs rambling where it lik’d them moft: 
Their wealth the wild-deer bouncing through . 
the glade; . 
They lodg’d at large, and liv’d at nature's coft; 
Save fpear, and bow, withouten other aid ; 
Yet not the Roman feel their naked brea dif. 
may’d, 7 7 
: He lik’d the foil, he lik’d the clement fkicd, - 
He lik’d the verdant hills and flowery plains, 
Be this my great, my chofen ifle (he cries), 
This, whilft my labours liberty fultains, + 
This queen of ocean all affault difdains. 
Nor lik’d he lefs the genius of the land, 
To freedom apt, and perfevering pains, 
Mild to obey, and generous to command, 
‘Temper’d by forming Heaven with kindeft firmegt 
hand. - 


Here, by degrees, his mafter-work arofe,, 
Whatever arts and induftry can frame: * 
Whatever finith'd agriculture knows, : 
Fair queen of arts! from heaven itfelf who came, 
When Eden fourith’d in unfpotted fame : i 
And ftill with her fweet innocence we find, 
And tender peace, and joys without a name, 
‘That, while they ravith, tranquillize the mind: 
Nature and art at once, delight and ufe combin'd. 


‘The towns he quicken’d by mechanic arts, 
And bade the fervent city glow with toil ; 
Bade {ccial commerce raife renowned marts, 
Join land to land, and marry foil to foil, 7 
Unite the poles, and without bloody fpoil 
Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous ttores; 
Or, fhould detpotic rage the world embroil,” 
Bade tyrants tremble on remoteit fhores, 

/Whils o'er th’ encircling deep Britannia’s thuae 

der roars. . 
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The drooping mufes then he weitward call'd, 

From the fam’d city by Propontic fea,: 

What time the Turk th’ enfeebled Grecian 

thrall’d; free, 

Thence from their cloifter’d walks he fet them 

And brought them to another Caftalie, 

Where Ifis many a a famous nourfling breeds; 

Or where old Cam foft-paces o'er the lea 

In penfive mood, and tun'd his Doric reeds, 
‘The whilft his flocks at large the lonely fhepherd 

7 feeds. 


Yet the fine arts were what he finith'd leaft. 

For why? They are the quinteffence of all, 

The growth of labouring time, and flow. in- 
creaft ; Ses 

Unilefs, as feldom chances, it fhould fall, 

That mighty patrons the coy fifters call 

Up to the funfhine of uncumber’d cafe, (thrall, 

‘Where no rude care the mounting thought may 

And where they nothing have todo but pleafe: 

Ah! gracious God! thou know’ft they afk no 

other fees, 


But now, alas! we live too late in time $ 
Our patrons now ev'n grudge that little claim, 
Except to fuch as fleck the foothing rhyme ; 
And yet, forfooth, they wear Macena’s name, 
Poor fons of puft up vanity, not fame. 
Unbroken fpirits, cheer! fill, till remains 
, Th’ Eterna] Patron, Liberty ; whofe flame, 
While fhe protects! infpires the nobleft ftrains. 
‘The beft, and: fweeteft far, are toil-created gains. 


When as the knight had fram’d, in Britain-land 

A matchlefs form of glorious government, 

In which the fovereign laws alone command, 

Laws ‘ftablith’d by the public free confent, 

‘Whofe majefty is to the {ceptre lent ; 

‘When this prcat plan, with each dependent art, 

‘Was fettled firm, and.to his heart’s content, 

‘Then fought he from the toilfome fcene to part, 

And let Iife’s vacant eve breathe quiet through 
the heart. 


For this he chofe a farm in Deva's vale, 
‘Where his long allies peep’d upon the main. 
Jn this calm feat he drew the healthful gale, 


Here mix’d the chief, the patriot, and the fwain. . 


The happy monarch of his fylvan train, 
Here, fided by the guardians of the fold, ' 
He waik’d his rounds, and cheer’d his bleft 
domain : * 
His days, the days of unftain’d nature, roll'd, 
Replete with peace and joy, like patriarchs of old. 


‘Witnefs, ye lowing herds, who gave him milk ; 

Witnefs, ye flocks, whofe woolly veltments far 

¥Excced foft India's cotton, or her filk; 

Witnefs, with autumn charg’d, the nodding car, 

That homeward came bencath {weet evening’s 
ftar, 

Or of September moons the radiance mild. 

©, hide thy head, abominable war : 

OF crimes and ruffian idlenefs the child! 

From heaven this life yfprung, from hell thy 

glories vild! 


Nor from this deep retirement banifh’d was 
Th’ amufing care of rural induftry. . 
Sal, as with grateful change, the feafons pals, 
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New fcenes arife, new landfkips ftrike the eyegr 


‘And all th’ enliven’d country beautify: 
Gay plains extend where marthes flept before; 
O’er recent meads th’ exulting fireamlets fly ; 
Dark owning. heaths grow bright with Ceres” 
ore, 
And woods imbrown the ftcep, or wave along 
the hore, 


As nearer to his farm you made approach, 

He polifh’d nature with a finer hand: 

Yet on her beauties durft not art incroach: 4 

?Tis art’s alone thefe beauties to expand. 

In graceful dance immingled, o’er the land, ° 

Pan, Paleas, Flora, and Pomona play’d: 

Here too brifk gales the rude wild common fand 

An happy place; where free, and unafraid, 
Amid the flowering brakes each coyer creature 

ftray'd. 


But in prime vigour what can laft for ay? 
‘That fout-enteebling wizard Indolence, 
IT whilom fung, wrought in his works deeay > 
Spread far and wide was 4ir curs’d influence ; 
Of public virtue much de dull’d the fenfe, 
Ev’n much of private; ate our fpirit out, 
And fed our rank luxurious vices: whence 
The land was overtaid with many a lout ; 

Not, as old fame reports, wife, generous, bold, 

and fitout. 


A rage of pleafure madden’d every breaft, 

Down to the loweft lees the ferment ran: 

To his licentious with each mutt be bleft, 

With joy be fever’d; fnatch it as he can. 7 

Thus vice the ftandard rear’d; her arrier-ban 

Corruption call’d, and loud the gave the word, 

“ Mind, mind yourfelves! why should the vul- 
“ gar man, : 

« The lacquey be more virtuous than his lord? 

Enjoy this {pan of life! ’tis all the gods afford.’ 


‘The tidings reach’d to where in quiet hall, 

‘The good old knight enjoy’d well-earn'd repofe. 

“ Come, come, Sir Knight! thy children on 
“ thee call: . 

« Come, fave us yet, ere ruin round us clofé! 

« The demon indolence thy toils o’erthrows.”” 

On this the noble colour ftain’d his cheeks, 

Indignant, glowing though the whitening fnows 

Of venerable eld ; his eye full-fpeaks 

His ardent foul, and from his couch at once he 

breaks. 


TY will (the era), fo help me, God { deftroy 
That villain, Archimage.—His page then ftrait 
He to him call'd, a fiery-footed boy, be 
Bencmpt difpatch. “ My fteed be at the gat 


® 





“ My bard attend; quick, bring the net of fate.” 
This net was twitked by the fifters three ; 
Which when once caft o'er harden’d wretch, toe 
Tate 
Repentance comes: replevy cannot be 
From the ftrong iron grafp of vengeful deftiny. 


He came, the bard, a Sittle druid-wight, 

Of wither’d afpeét ; but his eye was keen,” * 
With fweetnels mix’d. In ruffet brown bédight, 
As is his * fifter of the copfes green, wf} 
$ 


2 Toe nightingale, 
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"Sze crept along, vnpFomifing of mien. 
Grofs ie who jadges fo. His foul was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon azure fheen. 
"True comeline’s, which nothing can impair, 

Dwells in the mind: all elfe is vanity and glare. 


Come, (quoth the knight) a voice has reach’d 
mine ear; 
The demon Indolence threats overthrow 
‘To all that to mankind is good and dear: 
Come, Philomelus ; let us inftant go, 
‘erturn his how-rs, and lay his caftle low, 
Thofe men, thofe wretched men! whowill be 
flaves, e 
Mut drink a bitte? wrathful cup of woe: 
But fome there be, thy fong, as from their 
e graves, 
Shall raife. ‘Thrice happy he! who without rigour 
faves. 


Mfuing forth, the knight beftrode his fleed, 
Of ardent bay, and os whofe front a ftar 
Shone blazing bright: (prung from the generous 
breed 
"That whirl of aGtive day the rapid ear, 
He prane’d along, difdaining 
Meantime, the bard on mi! Pp 
‘An honett fober beaft, that did not mar 
His meditations, but full foftly trode 5 
And rauch they moraliz’d as thus yfere they yode. 


* hey talk’d of virtne, and of human blifs. 
‘What elfe {o fit for man to fettle well? 
. And fill their long refearches met in this, 
This ruth of truths, which nothing can retel+ 
“a Front virtue’s fount the pureft joys outewell, 
+ Sweet rills of thought chat cheer the confci- 
* ons fouls 
« While vice pours forth the troubled ftreams 
“ of hell, 
* "Phe which, howe’ er difguis’d, at laft with dole 
Will, through the tortur’d breaft, their fiery tor- 
“« vent roll.” 


- At length it dawn’d, that fatal valley gay, 
O’er which high wood-crown'd hills their fume 
mits rear, 
On the cool height awhile our palmers ftay, 
And fpite ev’n of themfelves their fenfes cheers 
"Then to the vizard’s wonne their fteps they fteer. 
Like a green ifle, it broad beneath them fpred, 
‘With gardensround,and wanderingcurrentsclezr, 
And tufted groves to fhade the meadow bed, 
Sweet a and fong ; and withdat hurry all feem’d 
R glad. .- 


 * As God fhall judge me, knight, we muft for- 
‘ * give # 
+ (The half-enraptur'd Philomehus cry") 
« "Phe frail good man deluded here to live, 
* And in thefe groves bis mufing fancy hide. 
« Ah! nought is pure. It cannot be deny'd, 
« hat virtue fill fome tindture has of vice, 
‘8 And vice of virtue. What fhould then betide 
« But that our charity be not ‘oo nice? 
i Tome, Jet us thofe we tan to real blifs entice. 
“ Ay, ficker’ (quoth the knight) all flefh is frail, 


«To pleafant fin and joyous dalliance bent 5 
« But let not brutith vice of this avail, 


é fi And esl te “Pape delgrved panshancat, 
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« Juftice were ervel to relent 5 

« From mercy’s feli fhe got her facred glaives 

« Grace be to thofe who can, and will, repent; 

« But penance long, and dreary, to the flave, 

« Who muft in Goods of fire his grofe Toul fpirit 
« lave.” ; 


Thus, holdinghigh difcourfe, they came to where 

"The curfed carle was at his wonted trade; 

Still tempting heedlefs men into his fnare, 

In witching wilt, as I before have faid. 

But when he faw, in goodly geer aray’d, 

‘The grave majeftic knight approaching nigh, 

And by his fide the bard fo fage and ftaid, 

His countenance fell; yet oft ie anxious eye 
Mark’dthem, like wily fox whorootted cock doth fpy- 


Nathlefs, with feign’d refpedt, he bade give back 
The rabble-rout, and wefcom’d them full kind; 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not flack 
His orders to obey, and fali behind. 
"Then he refum’d his fong ; and uncenfin’d, 
Ponr’dall his mufic, ran through all his ftringss 
With magic duft their cyne he tries to blind, 
And virtue’s tender airs o’c: weaknefs flings. 
What pity bafe his fong who ‘o divinely fings! 


Elate in thought, he counted them his owt, 

They liten’d fo intent with fix'd delight: 

But they initead, as if tranfmnew'd to fone, 

Marvell’d he could with fuch fweet art unite 

The lights and thades of manners, wrong and 
right. 

Meantime, the filly crowd the charm devour, 

Wide preffing to the gate. Swift, on the knight 

He darted fierce, to drag him to his bower, 

Who backenivg shunn’d his touch, for well he 

knew its power. 


As in throng’d amphithcatre, of old, 

The wary Retiarius trap'd his foe: 

Ev'n fo the knight, returning on him bold, 

At once involv'd him in the net of woe, 

Wh: reof I mention made not long ago. ' 

Enrag’d at firlt, he feorn’d fo weak a jail, 

‘And leapt, and flew, and flounced to and fro 3 

But when he found that nothing could avail, 
He fet him felly down and gnaw'd his bitter nail. 


Alarm ’d, th’ inferior demons of the plas 

Rais’d rueful shrieks and hideous yells around 5 

Black ftormy glouds deform’d the welkin’s fdce, 

‘And from beneath was heard a wailing found, 

‘As of infernal fprizhts in cavern bound ; 

A folemn fadnefs every creature frock, 

‘And lizhtnings faih’d, and horror rock’d the 
ground. : mifh’d look, 

Huge crowds on crowds out-pour 'd, with ble- 

Asif on time’s lat verge this frame of things had 








Sqon as the fhort liv’d tempeft was y{pent, 

Steam’d from the jaws of vext Avernus’ holé 

‘And hufh’d the hubbub of the rabblement, 

Sir Induftry the firft calm moment ftole. 

é& There mutt (he cry’d), amidft fo vatt a fhowd, 

“ Be fome who are not tainted at the heart, 

& Not poifon’d quite by this fame villain's bowl: 

« Come then,my bard, thy heavenly fire imparts 

Touch oa with foul, till forth the Jatent iris 
“ = = * 


at ‘ . 


ws 


The bard obey’d: and taking from his fide, . 
Where it in feemly fort denending hung, 
~ His Britith harp, its fpeaking ftrings he try’d, 
‘The which with tkilful touch he defily rung, 
* Till tinkling in clear fymphony they rung, 
‘Then, as he felt the mufes conic along, 
_ Light o’er the chords his raptur’d hand he ung, 
“And play'd a prelude to his rifing fong : 
Thewhilft, likemidnight mute, ten thoufands round 
him throng. : 


Thus, ardent, burit his ftrain.— 
“ Ye helplefs race, 

“ Dire-labouring here to fmother reafon’s ray, 

« That fights our Maker’s image ip our face, 

“ Andgivesus wide o’erearth unqueftion'd{way; 

“© What is th’ ador’d Supreme Perfection, fay? 

“ What, but eternal never-refting foul, 

“ Almighty power, and alledireding day ; 

“ By when each atom ftirs, the planets roll; 
Who fills, farrounds, informs, and agitates the 

“ whole. 


-. Come, tothe beaming God your hearts unfold! 
“ Draw from its fountain life! Tis thence,alone, 
- “ We can excel. Up from unfeeling mold, 
“To feraphs burning round th’ Almighty’s 
* « throne, 
« Life rifing fill on life, in higher tone, 
“ Perfection forms, and with perfection bli. 
s * In univerfal nature this clear fhown, 
“ Nor needeth prdof: to prove it were, f wis, 
“ To prove the beauteous world excels the brute 
* abyfs, 


Is not the dcld, with lively culture green, 
““ A fight more joyous than the dead morals? 
“ Do not the ficies, with aétive ether clean, 
“. And fann'd by {prightly zephyrs, far furpafs 
“ ‘The foul November fogs. and flumberousmafs, 
“ With which fad nature veilsher drooping face? 
© Does not the mountain=ftream,as clear as gilafs, 
“ Gay-dancing on, the putrid pool difgrace ? 
The fame in all holdstrue, but chiefin human race. 


© It was not by vile loitering in cafe, 

« That Greece obtain’d the brighter palm of art, 

« That fofe yet ardent ‘Athens learn to pleafe, 
‘4 To keen the wit, and to fublime the heart, 

“ In all fupreme! complete in every part ! 

“ It was not thence majeftic Rome arofe, 

“ Ando’er thenationsfhook herconquering dart: 

“& For fluggard’s brow. the laurel never grows; 
* Renown is not the child of indolent repofe. 


« Had unambitious mortals minded nought, 
“ But in loofe joy their time to wear away ; 
« Had they alone the Jap of dalliance fought, 
* Pleas’d on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 
“ Rude Nature’s Rate had been our ftate to-day; 
“ No cities c’er their towery fronts had rais’d, 
“ No arts had made us opulent and gay;. 
“ With brother-brutes the human race had 
® prag’d; 
* None c’er had foar'd to fame, none honour’d 
“ been, none prais'd, . 
“ Great Homer’s fong had never fir'd the brea 
* To thirft of glory, and heroic deeds ; 
* &. Sweet Maro’s mufe, funk in inglorious reft, . 
% Had filent flept amid the Mincian reeds; 
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“ The wits of modern time had told theig beads: 

“ And monkith legends been their only ftraias; 

“ Our Milton’s Eden had Iain wrapt im weeds, 

“Our Shakfpeare ftroll’d and laugh’d with 
“ Warwick fwains, i 

Ne had my mafter Spenfer charm’é his Malla’s. 
“ plains, = 

“ Dumb too had been the fage hiftoric mule, 

“ And perith’d all the fons of ancient fame; 

“ Thofe flarry lights of virtue, that diffufe 

“ Through the dark depth of time their viud 
© flame, . 

“ Had ail been loft with fuch as have no name. 

‘* Who then had fcorn’d his cafe for others’ good? 

“ Who then had toil’d rapacious men to tame? 

“ Who in the public breach devoted ftood, 

And forhis country’s caufe heen prodigal ofblood? 


“ But fhould your hearts to fame unfeeling be, 
“ If right I read, your pleafure all require: 

“« Then hear how beft may be obtain'd this fec, 
“ How beft enjoy’d this nature’s wide defire, 

“ Toil, and be glad! let induftry infpire, 

“ Into your quicken’d limbsher buoyant breath? 
“ Who does not act is dead ; abforpt entire 

“ In miry floth, no pride, no joy he hath : 

© leaden-hearted men, to be in love with death? 


“ Ah! what avail the largeft gifts of heaven, 
“ When drooping health and {pirits go amifs? 
© How taftclefs then whatever can be given? 
“ Health is the vital principle of blifs, 
“ And exercife of health. In proof of this, 
“ Behold the wretch, who Slugs his life away,” 
“ Soon fwallow’d in difeafe’s fad abyfs; 
«While he whom toil has brac’d, or manly play, 
Has light as air each limb, each thought as clear 
“as day, 
“ O, who can fpeak the vigorous joy of health! 
“ Unclogg’d the body, unobfeur’d the mind: : 
« he morning rifes pay, with pleafing fealth; 
“ ‘The temperate evening falls ferene and kind, + 
“ In health the wifer-brutes true gladnefs find. 
“ ‘See! how the younglingsfrifk along the mead, 
“ As May comes on,and wakes the balmy wind; 
« Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds: 
Yet what but high-ftrung health this dancing 
“ pleafaunce breeds? 


« But here, inftead, is fofter’d every iit, 

“ Which or diftemper’d thinds or bodies know. 

“ Come then, wy kindred fpirits! do not fpill 

“ Your talents bere. This place is but a fhow, 

“ Whofe charms delude you tc the den of woe: 

“ Come, follow me, | will direct you right, 

“ Where pleafure’srofes, void of ferpent’s, grow, 

« Sincereasfweet ; come, follow thisgood knight, 

And you will blefs the day that brought him to 
“ your fight, 


“ Somehe will lead to courts, and fome tocamps; 

* Yo fenates fome, and public fage debates, 

« Where,by the folemn gleam: ofmidnight-lamps, 

“ The worldispois’d,and manag’d mighty fates; ~ 
* To high difcovery fome, that new-creat 

“ The face of earth ; fome to the thriving mart; 

“ Some to the rural reign, and fofter fates; * 
« To the fweet mufes fome, who raife the hearty. 


es All glory fhail be yours, all nature, ang all art, 
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Sudden the landkip finks on every hand ; 
‘The purequick ftreamsare marfhy puddlesfounds 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken’d fland; 
And, o’er th: weedy foul abhorred ground, 
Snakes,adders,toads,each loathfome creature! craw 
around. fe 


And hereand there, on trees by lightning feath’d, 

Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung 3 

Or, in frefh pore and recent murder bath’d, 

They weltering lay ; or elfe, infuriate flung: 

Into the gloomy flood, while ravens fung 

The funcral dirge, they down the torrent roll’d: 

‘Thefe, by diftemper’d blood to madnefs (tung, 

Had doom’d themfelves; whence oft, whennight 

contre’d Z 

‘The world, returning hither their fad fpiritshow!'d. 


sf, There are, I fee, who liften to my lay, 
+ Who wretched figh for virtue, but defpair. 
* All may be done, (methinks I hear them fay) 
 Ev’n death defpis’d by generous actions fair; 
« All, but for thofe who to thefe bowers repair, 
« Their every power diffolv'd in loxury, 
« ‘To quit of torpid Duggithnefs the lair, 
« And from the powerful arms of floth get free. 
© "Tis rifing from the. dcad—Alas!—Ie cannot be! 


Would you then learn to diflipate the band 

4 Of thefe huge threatening dificulties dire, 

“@ That in the weak man’s way like ltons ftand, 

« His foul appall, and damp his rifing fire? 

« Refolve, refolve, and to be men afpire. 

« Exert that noblett privilege, alone, 

« Here to mankind indulg’d: control defire:’ 

« Let godlike reafon, from her fovereign throne, | 
© Speak ie commanding word—J wili—aad it is 

« done, 







Meantime a moving feene was open laid; * 
"That Iazar-hovfe, I whilom in my lay 
Depainted have, its horrors deep-difplay'd, _” 
‘And gave unnumber’d wretches to the day, 
‘Who toffing there in fqualid mifery lay. 
Soon as of facred light th’ unwonted {mile 
Four'd-on thefe living catacombs its ray, 
‘Through the drear caverns ftretching many @ 
mile, [wees awhile. 
The fick up-rais'd their heads, and dropp’d their 


* ©, heaven! (they cry’d) and do we once 
« more fee 
«Yon blefled fun, and this green earth fo fair? 
Are we from noifome damps of peft-honfe free? 
And drink our fouls the fweet cthercal air? 
« O, thou! or knight, or god! who holdeft there 
* ‘That fiend, oh, keep him in eternal chains! 
« But what for us, the children of defpair, 
Brough to the brink of hell, what hope re- 
« mains? : . 
Repentance does itfelf but aggravate our pains.” 


Fhe gentl2 knight, who faw their rueful cafe, 
Let fall adown his filver beard fome tears. 

© Certes (quoth he), it is not ev’n in grace, 

« 'T’ undo the pat, and cke your broken years: 
« Nathlefs, to nobler worlds repentance rears, 
With humble hope, her eye; tu her is given 
« A power the truly contrite heart that cheers; 
& She quelis the brand by which the rocks are 
¢  @ ive; -* . fven. 
She more than merely foftens, fhe rejoiccs hea- 


Heavens! can you then thus watte, in fhame- 
« ful wife, 
«Your few important days of trial here? 
© Heirs of eternity! yborn to rife = 
Through endlefs ftatcs of being, fill morenear. 
«To bli approaching, and perfeétion clear, 
Can you renounce 2 fortune fo fublime, 
« Such glorious hopes, your backward fteps to 
" fkeery [and flime ?; 
« And roll, with vileft brutes, through mud 
« No! no'!—-Your heaven-touch'’d heart difdains 
7 « the fordid crime!” 
"« Enough! enough! they cry’d—ttrait from 
the crowd, 
we The’better fort on wings of tranfport fly: 
y As when amid the lifelefs fummits proud: * 
Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid fky 
* Snows pil’d on faows in wintery torpor lie, 
‘The rays divine of vernal Phorbus play 5 
h' awaken’d heaps, in ftreamlets from on high, 
ous'd into aétion, lively leap away, {ing gay. 
Glad warbling through the vales, in their new be- 


Not lefs the life, the vivid joy ferene, 
 ?That lighted up thefe new-created men; 

"Than that which wings th’ exulting {pirit clean, 

When, jut deliver’d from his flefhly den, - 

It foaring feeks its native fkics agen: 

«How light its effence! how uncloge’dits powers, 

Beyond the blazon ef my rhortal pen! 

Ev’n fo we glad forfook thefe finful bowers, 
Ev’n fuch enraptur'd life, fuch et ergy was ours. 


But far the greeter part, with rage inflam’d, 

;,. Dire-mutter'd curfes, and blafphem’d high Jove. 

Ye fous of hate! (they bitterly ex 
“«& What brought youto this {eat of peaceand love ? 
rn While with kind nature, here amid the grove, 

« We pafe'd the‘harmleis tabbath of our time, 

% What to difturb it could, fell men, emove 

* Your barbarous hearts? Is happinefs a crime? 
.% ‘Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon heaven 
« fublime. 


“Ye impious wretches,” (quoth the knight in 
. wrath 
* “& Your happinefs behold!"”—Then firait awand 
atte wav'd, an anti-magic pawer that hath, ~ 
‘Truth from illufive falichood to command, 


* 


R 






« ‘Then patient bear the fufferings you have 
 earn’d, 
« And by thefe fufferings purify the mind 5. 
* Let wifdom be by pat duct learn’ds 
“ Or pious die, with penitence refign'd, 
“4 And to a life more happy and refin'd,” 
« Doubt not, you shall, new creatures, yet arife. 
« Till then,.you may expeét in me to find © 
One who will wipe your forrow from your 
“ eyes, a “ 
One who wili foothe your pangs, and wing you 
« to the ikies.. ~ 
They filént heard, and pout’d their thanks in 
_ © tears. oe. fteae) 
_“ For you (refom’d the knizht, with flerner 
“ Whofe hard dry hearts th’ obdurate demon 
“ fears, 7 : 
"That villain’s gifts will cof you many a groan; 












« In dolerots mandion long you maft bemoan 
“ His fatal charms, and weep your ftains away: 
* ‘Till, foft and pure as infant goodnefs grown, 
_ * You feel a perfedt cliange: then, who can fay, 
® What grace may yet fhinc forth in heaven's eter- 
nal day P ’ 
‘This faid, his powerful wand he wav’d anew : 
Tnflant, a glorious angel-train defends, 
The charities, to-wit, of rofy hue 5 
Sweet love their looks a gentle radiance lends, 
And with feraphic flame compafiion blends. 
At once, delighted, to their charge they Ay : 
‘When, lo! a goodly hofpital afcends; 
In which they bade cach lenient aid be nigh, 
‘That could the fick-bed {moothe of that fad ‘com- 
pany. 
It wasa worthy edyfying fight, , 
And gives to human-kind peculiar grace, 
To fee kind hands attending day and night, 
With tender miniftry, from place to place. 
Some prop the head; fome fom the pallid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature fheds; 
Some reach the healing draught : the whilft, to 
chafe 
‘The fear fupreme, around their foften’d beds, 
Some holy man by prayer all opening heaven 
» difpreds, a 
Attended by a glad acclaiming train, 
Of thofe he refcued had from gaping hell, 
"Then turn’d the knight; and, to his hall again 
Softspacing, fough: of peace the mofly ceil : 
Yet down his checks the gems of pity fell, « 
‘To fee the helplefs wretches that remain’d, 
‘There left through delves and defertsdire to yell; 
Amaz'd,theirlooks with paleditimay were ftain'd, 
And fpreading wide their hands they meek re- 
: pentance feign’d, 





But, ali! their fcorned day of grace was paft': 
For (horrible to tell!) a defert wild 
Before them fretch'd, bare, comfortlefs, and 


vall 5 . 
With gibbets, bones, and carcafes defil’d, 
‘There nor trim field, nor lively culture fmil’d ; 
Nor waying fhade was feen, nor fountain fair ; 
But fands abrupt on fands lay loofely pil’d, 
Through which they floundering voil’d with 
painful care, 
*Whilft Phabus fmote them fore, and fir’d the 
2 cloudlefs air, _ 


Then, varying to a joylefs land of bogs, 

"The fadden’d country a gray waite appear’d; 
‘Where nought bur putrid ftreams and noifome 
For ever hung on drizzly Aufter’s beard; [fogs 
Or elfe the ground by piercing Caurus fear'd, 


Was jagg’d with froit, or heap’d with glazed 


inow: 
Through thefe extremes a ceafelefs round they 
Reer'd, 
“By cruel fiends fill hutrry’d to and fra, 
@aunt beggary, and feorn, with many hell-hounds 
moe. 


‘The firt was with bafe dunghill rags yclad, 

. Tainting the gale, in which they fiutter’d light; 
Of morbid hue his features, funk, and fad; 
His hallow eyne fhook forth a fickly light ; 
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And o’er his lonk jaw-bone, in, piteotts pligi 
His black rough beard was matted rank find 
Dircful to fee! an heart-appalling fiht! 
Meantime foul feurf and blotches him defile; | 
And dogs, where-e’er he went, ftill barked al} the 


while. 


The other was a fell defpightful fiend + 
Heli holds-none worfe in baleful bower below: 
By pride, and wit, and rage,-and rancour, 
keeu’d; 
Of man alike, if good or bad, the foe: 
With nofe up-turn’d, he always made a fio 
As if he fmelt fome naufeous {cent ; his eye 
Was cold, and keen, like bla from boreal Snow; 
And taunts he caften forth moft bitterly. 
Such were the twain that off. drove this ungodly 
. BY 
Ev'n fo through Brentford town, a town of mud, 
An herd of brifly fwine is prick'd along; 
‘The filthy beafts, that never chew the cud, 
Still grunt, and fqueak, and fing their troub« 
lous fong, 
And oft they plunge themfelves the mire among : 
But ay the ruthiefs driver goads them on, 
And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew their unmeledious moans 
Ne ever find they reft from their unrefting fone. 





TO MR. THOMSON, “ap 
On bis unfinifhed plan of a Poem, called the Casati 
or InpoLencs, ix Spenjer’s fiyle, o 


“BY OR. MORELL. | 


As when the fi.k-worm, erft the tender carge” 
Of Syrian maidens, ‘gins for to unfold bow 
From his fleck fides, that now much fice! 
The glofly treafure, and foft threads of ud! 
In various turns, and many 2 winding fold 
He fpins his web, and as he {pins decays; 
Till, within circles infinite enroli’d, 
He refts fupinc, imprifon'd in the maze, 
The which bimfelf did make, the gathering of 
his days, : oh 


So thou, they fay, from thy prolific brain, 

Acaftle, hight of indolence, didit raife; 

Where liftleis fprites, withouten care or paint, 

In idle pleafaunce {pend their jocund days, 

Nor heed reywardful toil, nor feeken praife. 

‘Thither thot\didft repair in lucklefs hour 5 

And lulled with thine owr enchanting lays, 

Didit lie adown, entranced wi the bower, 

The which thyself didit make, the gathcring eff 

thy power. . ; 


{ 


But Venus, fnffering not her favourite worm 
For ay to fleepen in his filky tomb, a 
Inftrus him to throw off his priftine form, 
And the gay features of a fly 2ffume; % 
When, lo! eftfoons from the furrounding gloom, 
He vigorous breaks, forth iffuing from the 
wound . 7 aes 
His horny beak had made, and finding som, 
On new plum'd ‘ons flutters all around, =~ 
And buzzing ‘peak his joy in moft expreflive 
, found. : 






THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 


‘Qo may the god of {cience and of wit, 
With pitying eyo ken thee his darling fon 
Shake from thy fatty fides the Muinberous Gt, 
In which, alas! thou art fo woe begon! 
‘Or with his pointed arrows goad thee ons 


239 
‘Till thou refeeleft life in all thy veins > a 
And, on the wings of refolution, 

Like thine own hero dight, flieft o’er the plains, 

Chauncing his peerleis praife innever-dying ftrains. 


a eed 


BRITANNIA, A POEM. 


aa 


( —— Ft tantas audetis tollere moles? 
“ Quos egom-fed motos praftat componere fludus, 
fa 


© Poft mihi non fimili pena commi: 


luetis. 


Maturate fugam, regique hxc dicite veftro: 


« Non illi imperium pelagi, farvumgue tridentem, 


* Sed mihi fortem datum ”— 


As on the fea-beat fhore Britannia fat, 
Of her degenerate fons the faded fame, 
Deep in her anxious heart, revolving fad: 
Bare was her throbbing befom to the gale, 
‘That hoarfe, and hollow, from the bleak furge blew 3 
Loofe flow’d her treffes; rent her azure robe, 
Hung o'er the deep from her majeftic brow 
She tore the laurel, and fhe tore the bay. f 
Nor ceas’d the copious gricf to bathe her cheek ; 
Nor ceas'd her fobs to murmur to the main. 
; "ace difcontented nigh, departing, ftretch’d 
*dove-like wings. And war, though greatly 
} rous'd, | [queen 
mourns his fetter’d hands, While thus the 
“aations fpoke: and what fhe faid the mufe 
wSecortfed, faithful, in unbidden verfe. 

*” Ey'n not’von fail, that, from the tky-mixt wave, 
Dawns on the fight, and wafts the royal youth*, 
A freight of future glory to my fhore; 

Ev'n not the flattering view of golden days, 
And rifing periods yet of bright renown, 
Beneath the pareats, and their endlefs line 
Through late revolving time, can footh my rage; 
While, unchaftis’d, tht infuléing Spaniard dares 
Tofeft the trading floog, full of vain war 

Defpife my navies, and my mevhants feize ; 
As, trufting to falfe peace, they fearlefs roam 
‘The world of vaterawvild ; made, by the toil, 
And liberal blood of glorious ages, mine: 

Nor burfts my fleeping thunder on their head. 
‘Whence this unwonted patience? this weak doubt? 
This tante befceching of rejected peace? 

‘This meek forbearance? this unnative fear, 

‘To generous Britonf never known before? 

And fail’d my fleets for this; on Indian tides 

To float, inactive, with the veering winds ? 

‘The mockery of war! while hot ifeafe, 

And flothtittemper'd, {wept off burning crowds, 
For’a@tion ardent ; and amid the deep, 
Inglorious, funk them in a watery grave. 





4 * Frederick, 


"} My dauntlefs Britons came, a gloomy 


Vine. 


‘There now they lie beneath the rolling food, 

Far from their friends, snd country unaveng'd 

And back the drooping war-fhip comes again, 

Difpirited, and thin ; her fons afham’d 

‘Thus idly to review their native fhore $ 

With not one glory fparkling in their eye, 

One triumph on their tongue. A paffenger, : 

‘The violated merchant comes along ; 

That far-fought wealth, for which the noxious gale 

He drew, and fwect beneath equator funs, 

By lawlefs force detain’ds a force that foon 

Would melt away, and every fpoil refign, 

Were once the Britifh lion heard to roar. 

Whence ie it that the proud Iberian thus, 

In their own well-afferted element, 

Dares roufe to wrath the mafters of the main ? 

Who told him, that the big incumbent war 

Would not, ere this, have roll’d -his trembling 

In fmoky ruin? and his guilty flores, [pores 

Won by the ravage of a butcher’d world, 

Yet unaton’d, funk in the {wallowing deep, 

Or led the glittering prize into the Thames? 
There was a time (oh, let my languid fons « 

Refume their fpirit at the roufing thought!) -- 

When ail the pride of Spain, in one dread fleet, 

Sweli’do’er the labouring furge;likea whole heave, 

Of clouds, wide-roll’d before the boundlefs breeze. 


Gaily the fplendid armament along 
Exultant fough'd, reflecting a red gleam, 
As funk tl 


fun, o’er all the flaming vai ; : 
‘Tall, gorgeous, and elate; drunk with the dreane 
OF ealy conqueft:, while their bloated-war, 
Stretch’d out from fky to fky, the gather’d fores 
Of ages held in its capacious womb. 
But foon, regardlefs of the cumberous OP, . 
ew, 

With tempeft black, the goodly fcene deform’d, 
And laid their glory wafte. The bolts of fate 
Refiftlefs thunder’d through their yielding fideas 
Fierce o’er their beauty blaz’d the Inrid fame a 
And feiz’d in horrid grafp, or thatter'd wide, 


| Amid the mighty waters deep they funk. 


r , 








chite&ture ;, to ver. 256. 
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* Such thy dire plains, thou /elfadeffroger ! foe 
‘To human kind! Thy mountains too, profufe, 145 
Where {avage nature blooms, feem their fad plaint 
To raife aga.nt thy defolating rod. 


_There on the breezy brow, where thriving ftates, 
And famous cities, once, to the pleas’d fun, 


Far other feenes of rifing culture fpread, * . x50 
Pale ihine thy ragged towns. Negleéted round, 
Each harveft pines; the livid, lean produce 

Of heartle(s labour: while thy hated joys, 

Not proper pleafure, life the lazy hand. 

Better to fink in floth che woes of life, 15s 


‘Than wake their rage with unavailing toil. 
Hence drooping art almoft to nature leaves 
The rude unguided year. Thin wave the gifts 
OF yellow Ceres, thin the radiant bluth 

OF orchard reddens in the warmeft ray. 

‘To weedy wildnefs run, no rural wealth 
(Such as didtators fed) the garden pours, 
Crude the wild olive flows, and foui the vines 
Nor juice Ceecubian, nor Faleruian, more, 
Streams life and joy, fave in the mufe’s bowl. ‘165 
Unfeconded by art, the {pinning race 

Draw the bright thread in vain, and idly toil. 

In vain, forlorn in wilds, the citron blows ; 

And flowering planes perfume the defert gale. 
‘Through the vile thorn the tender myrtle twines. 
Inglorious droops the laurel, dead to fong, 17% 
And long a ftranger to the hero's brow. _[fie!ds, 

Nor half thy triumph this: caft, from brute 
Ynto the haunts of nen thy ruthlefs eye. 

There buxom plenty never turns her horns 175 
‘The grace and virtue of exterior life, 
No cfean convenience reigns; ev’n fleep itfelf, 
Leaft delicate of powers, reluctant, there, 
Lays on the bed impure his heavy head. 
‘Thy horrid walk ! dead, empty, unadorn’d, 80 
See ftreets whofe echoes never know the voice 

f cheerful hurry, commerce many-tongu’d, 
Aad art mpchanic at his various tafk, 
Fervent, employ’d. Mark the defponding race, 
Of occupation void, as void of hope; - 85 
Hope, the glad ray, glanc’d from Eternal Good, 
‘That life enlivens, and exalts its powers, 
‘With veiws of fortune—-madnefs all to them! 
By thee relentlefs feiz'd their betters joys, 
‘Yo the foft aid of cordial airs they Ay, 
Breathing a kind oblivion o’er their woes, 
And love and mufic melt their fouls away. ': 
From feeble juftice fee how rath revenge, 
"Trembling, the balance fraches; and the fword, 
Fearful himfelf, to venal rufiians gives, 195 
See where God’s altar, nurfiny murder, ftands, 
‘With the red touch of dark affaffins ftain’d. 

But chief let Rome, the mighty city ! {peak 
The full-exerted genius of thy reign. 
Behold her rife amid the lifelefs wafte, 
Expiring nature all corrupted round ; 
‘While the lone Tyber, through the defert plain, 
‘Winds his wate Lores, and fullen fweeps along. 
Patch’d from my fragments, in unfolid pomp, 
Mark how the temple glares; and, artfabdrete, 205 
Amutfive, draws the fuperftitious train. 
Mark how the palace lifts a lying front, 
Concealing often, in magnific rae : 
Proud want; a deep unanimated gloom! 
And oft adjoining to the drear abode 
Of mifery, whofe melancholy oe 
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Seerh its voracious grandeur to reproach, 

Within the city bounds, the deere fee. = 

See the rank vine o’er fubterranean roofs, 

Indecent, fpreads beneath whofe fretted gold 21g 

{t once, exulting, low’d. The people mark, 

Matchlefs. while fir’d by me; to public good 

Inexorably firm, juft, generous, brave, 

Afraid of nothing but unworthy life, 

Elate with glory, an heroic fou! 220 

Known to the vulgar breaft: behold then now, 

A thin defpairing number, all-fubdued, 

The flaves of flaves, by fuperftition fool'd, «° * 

By vice nnmann’d and a Jicentious rule, 

In guile ingenious, and in murder brave. 

Such in one fand, beneath the fame fair clime, 

Thy fons, opzicflion, are; and fuch were mine.  — 
Ev’nwith thy labour’d pomp, for whofe vain fhow 

Deluded thoufands ftarve ; all age-begrim'd, 

Torn, robb'd and fcatter’dinunnumber’d facks, 230 


225 


| And by the tempeft of two thoufend years 


Continual shaken, let my ruins vic. : 
‘Thefe roads that yet the Roman hand affert, ~, 
Beyond the weak repair of modern toil , : 
Thefe fra&tur'd arches, that the chiding ftream 235 
No more delighted hear ; thefe rich remains 
Of marbics now unknown, where thines imbib’d 
Each parent ray; thefe mafly columns, hew’d . | * 
From Afric’s fartheft fhore : onc granite all, 
‘Thefe obelifks high-towering to the iky, 
Myfterious mark’d with dark Egyptian lore; 
‘Thefe endicfs wonders that this /icred way * 
Ti'umine till, and confecrate to fume; 6 
Thefe fountains, vafes, urns, and ftatues, charg’d’. 
With the fine ftores of art-completing Greece. 245 
Mine is, befides, thy every later boatt ; 
Thy Buonarotis, thy Palladios mine ; 
And mixe the fair defigns, which Raphael’s foul: * 
O’er the live canvas, emanating, br.ath’d. + 

What would you fay,ye conquers of earth! +, 
Ye Romans! could you raife the iaurel’d head ; 
Could you the country fee, by feas of klood, 
And the dread toil of ages, won fo d. :r3 
Your pride. your triumph, and fupree. € delight.’ 
For whofe defence oft, in the doubtful hour, 255 
You ruth’d with rapture down the guif of fate, 
Of death ambitious! till by aweful deeds, 
Virtues, and courage, that amaze mankind, © > 
‘The qucen of nations rofe; poffeft of all 
Which nature, art, and glory could beftew: 260 
What would you fayNeep jn the lait abyfs 

d unas gious want, 

Thus to behold hgy funk ? Yo\r crowded plains, 
Void of their citi Hf 
Ungrac’d your lake’ ips unknown; 
Your lawlefs floods, ad abandon’d {treams: 
Thefe could you know? tnéi could ye love again? 
Thy Tibur, Horace, could i’ tow infpire - 
Content, poetic eafe, and ru. «| 
Soon burfting into fong; whi y 
Of headlong Anio, dathing te (he vale, 
In many a tortur’d fream: you\pus'd along? 
Yon wild retreat, where fiuperfti\on dreams, ___ 
Could, Tully, you your Tufculun. , 
And could you deem yon naked hills, coNforpy 255 
Fam’d in old fong, the thip-forfaken bay} ~ 
Your Formiar fhore? Once the delight of varth, 
Where art and nature, evet-fmiling, join’d =| | 
On the gay land to lavith all their ores, 499, 
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‘And mountains, in whofe jaws ¢ 
Hunger, and toil; Armenian 
And circling myriads till of barbarous 
Greece in their view, and glory yet 


‘Their fteady column picie’d the 
empire 'p 3 


In Attic bounds hence heroes, fa; 
Shone thick as gtd bape stag 





faows, and form 
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Deep through the human heart, with playful art, 
His fimple queftion flole : as into truth, 230 
And ferious deeds, he fmil'd the laughing race ; 
‘Taught moral happy life, whate’er can blefs, 
Or grate mankind; and what he taught he was. 
Compounded high, though plain, ‘his dodtrine 
In different {chools, The bold poetic phrafe (broke 
Of figur’d Plato ; Xenophon’s pure ftrain, 236 
Like the clear brook that fteals along the vale; 
Diffedting truth, the Stagyrite’s keen eye 
Th’ exalted Stoic pride; the Cynic {ner ; 
‘The flow-confenting Academic doubt ; 
And, joining blifs to virtue, the glad eaie 
Of Epicurus, feldom underftood. 
‘They, ever candid, reafon {til} oppos’d 
‘To reafon ; and, fince virtue was their aim, 
Each by fure practice try’d to prove his way 245 
The beft. Then ftood untouch'd the folid bafe 
Of Liberty, the liberty of mind: 
For fyftems yet, and foul-enflaving creeds, 
Slept with the montters of fuccecding times. 249 
From prieftly darknefs fprung th’ enlightning arts 
Of fire, and fword, and rage, and horrid names. 
O, Greece! thou fapient murfe of finer arts! 
Which to bright feience blooming fancy bore, 
Be this thy praife, that, thou, and thou alone, 
In thefe haft led the way, in thefe exccll'd, ag 
Crown’d batts the inure of ailentia es 
In thy full language, fpeaking mighty things; 
Like a ice toerant Boe, or alte diffusa e 
A broad majeftic ftream, and rolling on ‘ 
Through all the winding harmony of found; 260 
In it the power of eloquence, at large, 
Breath’d the perfuafive or pathetic foul ; 
Still’d by degrees the democratic ftorm, 
Or bade it threatening rife, and tyrants fhook, 
Fluth’d at the head of their victorious troops. 265 
“In it the Mufe, her fury never quench’d, 
By mean unyielding phrafe, or jarring found,} 
Her unconfin’d divinity difplay’d ; 
And, {till harmonious, form’d it to her wills 
Or foft deprefs'd it to the fhepherd’s moan, 
Or rais'd it fwelling to the tongue of gods. 
Heroic fong was thine ; the Fountain-Bard, 
‘Whence each poetic itream derives its courfe. 
‘Thine the dread meral feene, thy chief delight ! 
Where idle fancy durft not mix her voice, 275 
‘When reafon fpoke auguit ; the fervent heart 
Or plain’d, or ftorm’d; and in th’ impaffion’d 
Concealing art with art, the poet funk. —  [man, 
‘This potent fchool of manners, but when left 
‘Yo loofe negle&, a land-corrupting plague, 
‘Was not unworthy deem’d of public care, 
Aad boundlefs coft, by thee ; whofe every fon, 
Ev’n Jaft mechanic, the true tafte poffefs’d 
Of what had flavour to the nourifh’d foul. 
‘The fweet enforcer of the poet's ftrain, 
‘Thine was the meaning mufic of the heart. 
Not the vain trill, that, void of paffion, runs 
An giddy mazes, tickling idle ears; 
But that deep-fearching voice, and artful hand, 
‘To which refpondent (hakes the varied foul, 290 
‘Thy fair ideas, thy delightful forms, 
By love imagin'd, by the graces touch’d, 
‘The boatt of well-pleas'd nature! Sculpture feiz’d, 
And bade them ever fmile in Parian ftone, 
Selecting beauty’s choice, arid that again 295 
Exalting, blending in 2 perfe@ whole, 
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Thy workmen Icft ew’n nature’s felf bebind. 
From thofe far different, whofe prolific hand 
Peoples a nation ; they for years on years, 
By the cool touches of judicious toil, 
Their rapid genius curbiag, pour’d at all 
Through the live featurcs of one breathing ftone, 
‘There, beaming full, it fhone ; exprefling gods: 
Jove’s awful brow, Apollo’s air divine, 
The fierce atrocious frown of finew'd Mars, 305 
Or the fly graces of the Cyprian queen. 
Minutely perfcé all! Each dimple funk, 
And every mofcle fwell’d, as nature taught. 
In trefles, braided gay, the marble wav'd; : 
Flow’d in loofe robes, or thin tranfparent veils ; 
Sprung into motion ; foften’d into fieth ; git 
Was fir'd to paflion, or refin'd to foul, 

Nor lefs thy pencil, with creative touch, 
Shed mimic life, when all thy brighteft dames, 
Affembled, Zeuxis in his Helen mix’d. ars 
And when Apelles, whe peculiar knew os 
‘To give a grace that more than mortal fmil'd, 
The foul of beauty ! call’d the queen of love, 
Frefh from the billows, blufhing orient charms. 
Ev’n fuch enchantryent then thy pencil pour’d, 
‘That cruel-thoughted war th’ impatient torch 
Dath’d to the ground; and, rather than deftroy 


“ee 


The patriot pidture, let the city ’feape. 
Firft elder fculpture taught her filer art 
Correct defign; where great ideas fhone, 
And in the fecret trace expreffion fpoke : 
Taught her the graceful attitude ; the turn, 
And beauteous airs of head; the native act, 
Or bold, or eafy ; and, caft free hehind, 
The {welling mantle’s well-adjufted flow, 330° 
Then the bright mufe, their eldeft fifter, came 3 
And bade her follow where fhe led the way: 
Bade earth, and fea, and air, in colours rife ; 
And copious action on the canvas glow ; 
Gave her gay fable; fpread invention’s {tore ; 335 
Enlarg’d her view; taugkt compofition hi,.h, 
And juft arrangement, circiing round onc point, 
That saris to fight, binds and commands the 
whole. 
Caught from the heavenly mufe a nobler aim, 
And, {corning the foft trade of mere delight, 340 
O’er all thy temples, porticos, and {chools, 
Heroic deeds the trac’d, and warm difp'ay’d 
Each moral beauty to the ravith'd eye. 
‘There, as th’ imagin’d prefence of the God, 2 
Aroue’d the mind, orqgacant hours induc’d 345 
Calm contemplation, oNadebled youth : 
Burn’d in ambitiots circle romad the fage, 
The living leffon Mle into the heart, 
With more prevail \¢ force t¥an dwells in words. 
Thefe roufe to glory , while; to rural life, 350 
The fofter canvas oft re" che foul. :. 
There gayly broke the fun-ii min’d cloud; “«. 
The Teflening profpect, and t : mountain blue, 
Vanifh'd in air; precipice Xown’d,dire; 354, 
White, down the rock, the ru. ig torrent dafh’d ; 
The fun fhone, trembling, o'er ie diflant main; 
The tempeft foam’d, immenfe; 
Sadden’d the fkies, and, from the 
On the feath’d oak the ragged ligh Nisgefell ; 
In clofing fhades, and where the current 1S =, 
With peace, and love, and innocence aroung 36x 
Pip’d the lone thepherd to his feeding flock $ : 
Round happy parents fmil’d younger their felv-§ 
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_And/triends convers'd, by death divided long. 

To public virtue thus the fmiling arts, 365 
Unblemifh’d handmaids, ferv'd! the graces they 
To drefs this faireft Venus. ‘Thos rever’d, 

;, And plac’d beyond the reach of fordid care, 

“Vhe high awarders of immortal fame, 

Alone for glory thy great mafters ftrove ; 
Courted by kings, and by contending ftates 
Affum’d the buatted honour of their birth. 

In architecture too thy rank fupreme ! 

That art where moft magnificent appears 
The fittle builder man; by thee refin'd, 
And, fmiling high, to full perfedtion brought. 
Such thy fure rules, that Goths of every age, 
Who fcorn their aid, have only loaded earth 
With labour'd heavy monuments of fhame. 

Not thofe gay domes that o’er thy fplendid fhore 

Shot, all proportion, up. Firft unadorn’d, 381 

And nobly plain, the manly Doric rofe ; 

Th’ Tonic.then, with decent matron grace, 

Her airy pillar heav’d; luxuriant Jatt, 

‘The rich Corinthian fpread her wanton wreath, 
‘The whole fo meafnr’d true, fo leffen’d off 386 

By fine proportion, that the marble pile, 

Form’d to repel the {till or ftormy wate 

Of rolling ages, light as fabrics look’d 

‘That trom the magic wand aérial rife. 90 

‘Thefe were the wonders that illumin’d Greece, 

From end to endFlere interrupting warm, 

- Where are they now? (I cry’d) fay, goddefs, 

where?” 

And what the land thy darling thus of old? 

. Sunk! fhe refum’d: deep in the kindred gloom 395 
Gf fuperttition, and of flavery funk ! ‘ 
No glory now can touch their hearts, benumb'd 
By Soofe dejected floth and fervile fear ; 

No feience pierce the darknefs of their minds; 
€No nobler art the quick ambitious foul 4O0O 
Of imitation in their breaft awake. 
iKv'n, te,fupply the needful arts of life, 
fMcchannstoil denies the hopelefs hand. 

SScarce any trace remaining, veltige gray,” 

Or nodding column on the defert fhore, aes 

‘To point where Corinth, or where Athens ftood. 

A faithlefs land of violence, and death! 

Where commerce parleys, dubious, on the fhore; 

And his wild impulfe curious fearch reftrains, 

Afraid to truft th’ inhofpitable clime. 410 

Neglected nature fails; in fordid want 

Sunk, and debas’d, their bear:y beams no more, 

The fun himfelf feems gpe-y, to regard, 

Of light unworthy, tW¥é degenera.e race ; 
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And fires them oft pAth peftilenal rays: 415 
While earth, blue poifon fea on the fkies, 
Indignant, fhakes ther¥ fro troubled fides, 
But as from man to ny “ycace’s firft decree, © 
Impartial death the tf « of riches rolis, 

So itates muft die, an} liberty go round, are 


Fierce was the ftp ., ere virtue, value, arts, 

And the foul fir'd ¥, me (that often, lung 

‘With thoughts of l¥tter times and old renown, 

From hydra-tyrar‘s try’d to clear the land} 

Lay quite extindy in Greece, their works effac’d 

And Regen unfeeling bondage fpread. 426 
~“cov'd my much reluctant fight, « 

Pois’d c': the doubtful wing; when Greece with 

‘ reece 

“¥ink‘oil’d in foul contention fought no more 






; 24g 
For common glory, and for common weal: 430 
But, falfe to freedom, fought to quell the frees; * 
Broke the firm band of peace, and facred love, 
‘That lent the whole irrefragable force; __ 
And, as around the partial trophy blufh’d, 
Prepar’d the way for total overthrow. 
‘Then to the Perfian power, 
{corn’d, 
When Xerxes pour’d his millions o'er the land, * 
Sparta, by turns, and Athens, vilely fued ; ‘ 
Sued to be venal parricides, to {pill 2 
‘Their country’s braveft biood, and on themfelves 
To turn their matchlefs mercenary arms, * 44u 
Peaceful in Sufa, then, fat the great king ; ° 
And by the trick of treaties, the ftill waite * 
OF fly corruption, and barbaric gold, 
Effeded what his fteel could ne'er perform. 
Profufe he gave them the luxurious draught, 
Inflaming all the land: unbalane’d wide ‘ 
Their tottering ftates; their wild aflemblies rul’d, 
As the winds turn at every blaft the feas: 
And by their lifted orators, whofe breath 452 
Still with a factious ftorm infefted Greece = 
Rous'd them to civil war, or dath’d them down 
Tofordid pcace—Peace! that, when Sparta fhook 
Aftonith’d Artaxcres on his throne, ; 
Gave up, fair-fpread o'er Afia’s funny fhore, ASS 
Their kindred cities to perpetual chains, 
What could fo bafe, fo infamous a thought 
In Spartan hearts infpire ? Jealous, they faw 
Refpiring Athens rear again her walls ; 
And the pale fury fir’d them, once again 
To crufh this rival city to the duft. 
For now no more the noble facial foul 
Of Liberty my families combin’d; 
But by thort views, and felfith pafliots, broke, 
Dire as when friends are rankied into foes, 465 
They mix’d fevere, and wag’d cternal war; : 
Nor-felt they, furious, their exhauited force; * 
Nor, with falfe lery, difcord, madnets blind, 
Saw how the Ttackening ftorm from Thracia 
came. 469 
Tone ears roll'd on, by many a battle. ftain’d, 
The bluth and boaft of Fame, where courage, art, 
And milititary glory, fhone fupreme : : 
But let detefting ages, from the fcene 
Of Greece felf-mangled, turn the fickening eye. 
At laft, when bleeding from a thoufand wounds, . 
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She felt her {pirits fail ; and in the duft 476 
Her lateft heroes, Nicias,,Conon, lay, 

Agefilaus, and the Theban Friends: 

The Macedonian vulture mark’d his time, 

By the dire feent of Cheronza lur’d, 480 


And, fierce-defcending, feiz'd his haplefs pr 
‘Thus tame fubmitted to the vidors yokes 
Greece, once the gay, the turbulent, the bold 3 
For every grace, and mufe, and feience born; - 
With arts of war, of government, elate; 485 
‘Po tyrants dreadful, dreadful to the beft; 
Whorn { myfelf could fcarcely rule: and thus. 
The Perfian fetters, that inthrall’d the mind, ,_ 
Were turn’d to formal and apparent chains, 
Unlefs corruption firft deje& the pride, 
And guardian vigour of the free-born foul, 
All crude attempts of violence are vain ; 
For, firm within, and while at heart untouch’ 
Ne’er yet by force was freedom overcome, . 








But foon as independence ftoops the head, 495 
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= wer heard amid the ftorm of zeal, - 
his méntal eye firft launch’d into the deeps 40 
Of boundlefs ether; where unnurober’d orbs, 
-. Myriads on myriads, through the pathlefs fy 
~"Ynerring roll, and wind their fteady way. : 
‘There he the full confenting choir beheld ; 
There firft difcern’d the facred band of love, 45 
‘The kind attraction, that to central funs ° 
Binds circling earths, and world with world unites, 
Inttructed thence, he great ideas form'd 
OF the whole-moving, all-informing God, 
‘The fun of beings! beaming unconfin’d 
Light, life, and love, and ever-attive power : 
Whom nought can image, and who beft approves 
The filent worfhip of the moral heart, 
‘That joys in bounteous heaven,and {preads the joy. 
Nor fcorn’d the foaring fage to ftoop to life, © 55 
And bound his reafon to the fphere of man. 
He gave the four yet reigning virtues name ; 
Infpir’d the ftudy of the finer arts, 
"That civilize mankind, and laws devis’d 
‘Where with enlighten’d juftice mercy mix'd, 
He ev’n, into his tender fyftem, took 
Whatever fhares the brotherhood of life + 
He taught that life's indiffoluble flame, 
From brute to man, and man to brute again, 
For ever fhifting, runs th’ eternal round ; 65 
‘Thence try'd againft the blood-polluted meal, 
And fimbs yet quivering with fome kindred fotil, 
‘To turn the human heart. Delightful truth ! 
Had he beheld the living chain afcend, 
And not a citcling form, bét rifing whole, 
Amid thefe fall! republics one arofe, 
On yellow Tyber’s bank, almighty Romey. 
Fated for me. A nobler fpirit warm’d 
Her fons; and, rous'd by tyrants, nobler ftill 
‘It burn’d in Brutus; the proud Tarquins chas’d, 75 
With all their crimes; bade radiant cras rife, 
And the long honours of the conful-line. 
Here, from the fairer, not the greater plan 
‘Of Greece I vary’d; whofe unmixing ftates, 
By the keen foul of emulation pierc’d, 80 
7 ong wag’d alone the bloodlefs war of arts, 
And their Je empite gain’d, But to diffufe 
‘O’er men anvempire was my purpofe now: 
‘To let my martial majefty abroad 5 
Into the vortex of one ftate to draw 85 
‘The whole mix’d force, and liberty, on earth; 
‘To conquer tyrants, and fet nations free. 
Already have I given, with flying touch, 
A broken view of this.my ampleft reign. 
Now, while ite firit, latt, periods you furvey, go 
Mark how it labouriag rofe, anc rapid fell. 
When Rome in ncon-tide e'apire grafp’d the 
And, foon as her refift'efs leggons shone, [world, 
‘The nations ftoop’d ary * though then appear’d 
Her grandeur moft, yf in her dawn of power, 95 
By many a jealous eq) +1 people prefe'd, 
‘Then was the toil, ‘mighty ftruggle-then : 
‘Then for each Rom} t. Ean hero told s % 
And every paffing fin, and Latian fcene, 
Saw patriot virtue? then, and awful deeds, 
_ That er furpale ie faith of modern times, 
Or, if beliey’d>“ith facred horror ftrike. 
For 40% to prove my moft exalted power, 
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To fopdaefs or enthufiattic zeal, 
Whe Areat, the reigning paffion of the free. 
. 


‘| Patience, that baffled fortune’s utmoft rage; 


‘gst 


<3 
That godlike paffion; which, the bounds of felf 
Divinely burfting, the whole public takes 
Into the heart, enlarg’d, and burning high 
With the mix’d ardorof unnumber’d felves; 10 
Of all who fafe beneath the voted laws 7 
Of the fame parent ftate, fraternal, live. y 
From this kind fon of moral nature flow’d 
Virtues, that thine she light of human kind, 
And, ray’d through ftory, warm remoteft time. 18 
Thefe virtues too, reflected to their fource, i 
Tacreas’d its fame. ‘The focial charm went round, 
‘The fair idea, more attractive ftill, 
As more by virtue mark’d; till Romans, all 
One band of friends, unconquerable grew. 120 
Hence, when their country rais’d her plaintiff 
The voice of pleading nature was notheard ; [voice, 
And in their Jama the fathers throbb’d no morei 
Stern to themfelves, but gentle to the whole, 
Hence fweeten’d pain, the luxury of toil; 125 
High-minded hope, which at the loweft ebb, 
When Brennus conquer’d, and when Cannx bled, 
‘The braveft impulfe felt, ‘and {corn’d defpair. 
Hence moderation 2 new ‘conqueft gain’d; 
As on the vanquifh’d, like defcending heaven, 
‘Their dewy mercy dropp'd, their bounty beam’d, 
And by the labouring hand were crowns beftew’d. 
Fruitful of men, hence hard laborious life, _ — 
Which no fatigue can quell, no feafon pierce. 135. 
Hence, Independence, with his little pleas'd, 
Serene, and felf-fufficient, like a god; 
Tn whom corruption could not lodge one charm, 
While he his honeft roots to gold preferr’d ; 
While truly rich, and by his Sabine field, 140 
The man maintain’d, the Roman’s {plendor all . 
Was in the public wealth and glory plac'd: . 
Or ready, a rough fwain, to guide the plough ; 
Or elfe, the purple o'er his thoulder thrown, 
In long majeftic flow, to rule the ftate, 
With wifdom’s pureft eye ; or, clad in fteel, 
To drive the fteady battle on the foe. 
Hence every paffion, ev’n the proudeft, ftoop’d, 
‘To common good: Camillus, thy revenge 5 
Thy glory, Fabius. AL {ubmiffive hence, 
Confuls, diGators, ftill refign’d their rule, 
The very moment that the laws ordain'd. [wings, 
Though conqueft o’er them clapp’d her eagles 
Her laurels wreath’d, and yok’d her frowy ftceds 
‘To the triumphal car; foon as expir’d . 158 
‘The lacett hour of fway, taught to fabmit 
(A harder leffon that than to commend) 
Into the private Roman funk the chief, 
Tf Rome was ferv’d, and glorious, carclefs they 1 59 
By whom, their country’s fame they deem’d their 
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And, above envy, ina rival's train, . [own 3 
Sung the loud los by themfelves deferv'd. 
Hence matchlefs courage. On Cremera’s hank, 





Hence fell the Fabii; hence the Decii dy’d; 
And Curtius plung’d into the flaming gulf. 
Hence Regulus the wavering fathers firm’d, 
By dreadful counfel never given before ; . 
For Roman honour fued, and his own doom. 
Hence he fuitain’d to dare a death prepar’d 
By Punic rage. On earth his manly look 
Relentlefs fix’d, he from a left embrace, 
By chains polluted, put his wife afide, 
His little children climbing for a kifs; [friends, 
‘Then dunib through rows of weeping wondering 
. a ork! tong: oR 
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A new illuftrions exile! prefe'd along. 

Nor lefs impatient ditt he pierce the crowds 
Oppofing his return, than if, efeap’d 
From long litigious fuits, he glad forfook 
‘The noify town a while, and city cloud © 
"To breathe Venafrian, or Tarentine air. 
Need I thefe high particulars recount ? 

‘The meaneft bofom felt a thirft for fare ? 
Flight their worft death, and fhame their only fear. 
Life had no charms, nor any terrors fate, [185 
When Rome and glory call’d. But, in one view, 
Mark the rare hoaft of thefe unequall’d times, 
Ages revolv’d unfully’d by a crime: 

Altrea reign’d, and fearcely needed laws 

‘To bind a race elated with the pride 

Of virtue, and difdaining to defcend Igo 
"To meannefs, mutual violence, and wrongs. 
While war around them rag’d, in happy Rome. 
All peaceful fmil’d, all fave the pafling clouds 
‘That often hang on freedom’s jealous Erow ! 


“175 


18 


And fair unblemifh’d centurics elaps'd, 195 
‘When not a Roman bled but in the field. 

"Their virtue fuch, that an unbalane’d ftate, 

Still between noble and plebeian tof, 

As flow’d the wave of fiudiuating power, [199 


‘Was thence kept firm, and with triumphant prow 
Rode out the ftorms. Oft though the native feuds, 
‘That from the firft their conflitution fhook, 
A latent ruin, growing as it grew) 
tood on the threatening point of civil war 
Ready torufh: yet could the lenient voice 
Of wifdom, foothing the tumultuous foul, 
‘Thofe fons of virtue calm. Their generous hearts, 
Unpetrify’d by felf, fo naked lay, 
And fenfible to truth, that o’er the rage 
Of giddy faction, by oppreffiori fweli’d, 
Prevail'd a fimple fable, and at once 
‘Fo peace recover'd the divided ftate. 
But if their often-cheated hopes refus’d 
The foothing touch; ftill, in the love of Rome, 
‘The dread dictator found a fure refource. 
‘Was the affaulted ? was her glory ftain’d? 
One common quarrel wide inflam’d the whole. 
Foes in the forum in the field were friends, 
By focial danger bound ; each fond for each, 
And for their deareft country all, to die. (220 
‘Thus up, the hill of empire flow they toil'd: 
‘Till, the bold fummit gain’d, the thoufand ftates 
Of proud Italia blended into one; 
‘Then o’er the nations they refiftlefs rufh'd, 
And touch’d the.limits of the failing world. 225 
Let Fancy’s eye the diftant linesrunite. 
See that which borders wild the weftern main, 
‘Where ftorms at Jarge refound, and tides immenfe: 
From Caledonia’s dim cerulean coaft, 
And moift Hibernia, to where Atlas, lodg’d 230 
Amid the reftlefs clouds, and leaning heaven, 
Hangs o’er the deep that borrows thence its name. 
Mark that oppos’d, where firft the fpringing morn 
Her rofes theds, ind fhakes around her dews: 
From the dire deferts by the Cafpian lav’d, 
. To where the Tigris and Euphrates, join’d, 
Impetuous tear the Babylonian plain ; 
And bleft Arabia aromatic breathes. 
See that dividing far the watery north, « 
Parent of floods! from the majeftic Rhine, 240 
Drunk by Batavian meads, towhere, feven-mogth'd, 
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In Euxine waves the flafhing Danube roare? 
To where the frozen Tanais {carcely firs 
The dead Meotic pool, or the long Rha, 

In the black Scythian fea his torrent throws. aug 
Laft, that beneath the burning zone behold, 

See where it runs, from the deep-loaded plains 


| Of Mauritania to the Libyan fands, “ 


Where Ammon lifts amid the torrid wafte 

A verdant ifle, with fhade and fountain freth : 256 

And farther to the full Egyptian fhore, ¢ 

‘To where the Nile from Ethiopian cloudg, 

His never-drain’d ethereal urn, defcends. - 

In this vaft fpace what various tongues, and ftatest 

Wh bounding rocks, and mountains, floods and 

eas) gi 2: 

What purple tyrants quell’d, and nations freed a 
O’er Greece defcended chief, with ftealth diviney 

‘The Roman bounty in a flood of day: 

As at her Ifthmian games, a fading pomp ! 

Her full-affembled youth innumerous fwarm’d, 26q, ° 

On atribunal rais’d Flaminius fat; * 

A viétor he, from the dezp phalanx piere’d 

Of iron-coated Macedon, and back 

The Grecian tyrant to his bounds repell’d, 

In the high thoughtlefs gaicty of game, 265° 

While {port alone their unambitious hearts : 

Poffefs’d; the fudden trumpet, founding hoarfe, 

Bade filence o’er the bright affembly reign. 

Then thus a herald :— To the ftates of Greece 

“ The Roman people, unconfin’d, reftore 270 

“ Their countries, citigs, liberties, and laws ¢ 

« ‘Taxes remit, and garrifons withdraw.” | 

The croy'd aftonith’d half, and half inform’d, 

Star’d dubious round ; fome queftion’d, fome exe 


claim’d, 274 
(Like one who dreaming, between hope and fear, 
Is loft in anxious joy) Be that again, 


Be that again proclaim’d, diftiné, and loud. 
Loud, and diftin, it was again proclaim’d ; 
And ftill as midnight in the rural fhade, 
When the gale flumbcrs, they the words devour’d. 
A while fevere amazement held them mute, 281 
‘Then, burfting broad, the boundlefs fhout to héh- 
ven 
From many q thoufand hearts ecfatic fprung. 
On every hand rebellow’d to their joy 
‘The fwelling fea, the rocks, and vocal hile: 
‘Through all her turrets ftately Corinth thook; 
And, from the void above of fhatter’d air, 
‘The flitting bird fell breathdcis to the ground, 
What piercing blifs! howkeen a fenfe of fame, 
Did then, Flaminius, reach thy inmoft foul! 290, 
And with what decp-felt glory didfi thou then 
Efcape the fondne(s of tranfported Greece! 
Mix'd ir 2 tempeft cX{uperior joy, 7 
‘They left the {ports; like Yacchanals they flew, - 
Each other ftraining in a {ts & embrace, 295 
Nor firain’d a flave ; and lq qd acclaims till night . 
Round the proconful’s tent r peated rung. 
orc crown’d with garlana\, came the feftive 
ours 5 
And mufic, {parkling wine, ahd converfe wart, 
Their raptures wak'd anew—% Ye goda! they 
ery’d, ~ : “R309 
“ Ye guardian gods of Greece ! And af. we free? 
Was it not madnefs deem’d the very thyught ? 
“ And is it truce? How did we purchafe Cis? 
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_» what a dire expence of kindred blood? 
« And are they now diffulv’d? And fearce one 
« dro 305 
& For the fair firft of bleflings have we paid 2 

> Courage, and condud, in the doubtful field, 

« When rages wide the ftorm of mingling war, . 
« Are rare inkeed; but how to generous ends 

To turn faccefs, and conqueft, rarer flill: 3x0 
« That the great gods and Romans only know. 

© Lives there on earth, almoft to Greece unknown, 

. * A people fo magnanimous, to quit 
« Their native foil, traverfe the ftormy deep, 

a7 And by theirblood and treafure, tpent for us, 315 
Redeem our ftates, our liberties, and laws! 
“There docs! there does! oh, faviour Titus! 

«“ Rome!’ {fouls, 
Thus through the happy night they pour'’d their 
And in my laft reflected beams rejoic’d. 
As when the fhepherd,on the mountain brow, 320 
Sits piping to his flocks, and gamefomz kids ; 
Meantime the fun, bencath the green earth funk, 
Slants, upward o’er the fcene a parting gleam : 
Short is the glory that the mountain gilds, 
Plays on the glittering flocks, and glads the fwain; 
‘To weftern worlds vocable roll'd, 326 
"Rapid, the fource of light recals his ray. 
Here interpofing I.—* Oh, queen of men! 
Beneath whofe feeptre in effential rights 
; “ Equal they live; though plac’d, for common 
: « good, 330 
Various, or in fubjection, or command; 
[ « And that. by common choice: alas! the fcene, 
« With virtue, freedom, and with glory bright, 
Streams into blood, and darkens into woe.” 
‘Thus the purfued.—Near this great era, Rome 335 
Began to feel the fwift approach of fate, F 
"That riow her vitals gain’d: ftill more and more 
Her deep divifions kindling into rage, 
And war with chains and defolation charg’d, 
From an unequal balance of her fons 340 
‘Thefe fierce contentions fprung; and, as increas’d 
‘This hated inequality, more fierce 
"They flam’d to tumult. Independence fail’d; 
Here by luxurious wants, by real there; 
* And with this virtue every virtne funk, 
As, with the fliding rock, the pile futtain’d. 
A \aft attempt, too late, the Gracchi made, 
To fix the flying feale, and poife the ftate, 
-9n one fide fwell’d ariftocratic pride ; 
‘With ufury, the villaift! whofe fell gripe 
Bends by degrees to bafenefs the free foul ; 
And luxury rapacious, cruel, mean, 
Mother of vice! while on the ether crept 
A populace in want, with pleafure fir'd; 
Fit for profcriptions, fopshe darkeft deeds, 
As the proud feeder bede: inconftant, blind, 
Deferting friends at nf:d, and dup’d by foes; 
Loud and feditious, wien a chief infpir’d 
Their headlong fury” but, of him depriv?d, P 
Already flaves that “ick’d the fcourging hand. 360 
This firm republic, that againt the blaft 
Of oppofition rofe ; that (like an oak, 
Nurs’d on ferociras Algidum, whofe boughs 
Still ftrang.r fhoot beneath the rigid an) 

, By lofs, vy flaughter, from the ftecl itfelf, 365 
Fv'n force and {pirit drew; finit with the calm, 
Tbe d:ad ferene of profperous fortune, pin’d. 
Vought now her weighty legions could oppofe ; 
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Her terror once on Afric’stawny fhore, 
Now finok’d in dutt, a Rabling now for wolves; g 
And every dreaded power receiv’d the yoke. 
Befides, deftrutive, from the conquer’d eaft, 
In the foft plunder came that wortt of plagues, 
‘That peftiience of mind, a fever’d thirft 

For the falfe joys which luxury prepares, 


And public weal no more: but party rag"d 5 
And partial power, and licence unreftrain’d, 
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Unworthy joys! that wafteful leave behind : 
No mark of honour, in reflecting hour, 

No feeret ray to glad the confcious fouls 

At once involving in one ruin wealth, : 
And wealth acquiring powers : while ftupid felf, 
Of narrow guift, and hebetating fenfe 38k 
Devour the nobler faculties of blifs. 

Hence Roman virtue flacken’d into floth; 
Security relax’d the foftening fate ; 


And the broad eye of government lay clos’d 


No more the laws inviolable reizn'd, 
385 


Let difcord through the deathful city loofe. 

Firft, mild Tiberius, of tRy facred head 3 
The fary's vengeance fell; the fir whofe blood 
Had fiuce the conful’s ftain’d contending Rome. 
Of precedent pernicious! with thee bled 

Three hundred Romans; with thy brother, next, 
Three thoufand more; till, into battles turn’d 395 


| Debates of peace, and forc’d the trembling laws, 


‘The forum and comitia horrid grew, 

A {cene of barter’d power, or reeking gore. 
When, half-afham'd, corruption’s thievifh acts, 
And ruffian force began to fap the monnds 400 
And majefty of laws; if not in time 
Reprefs’d fevere, for human aid too ftrong 


‘The torrent turns, and overbears the whole. 


Thus Juxury, diffenfion, a mix’d rage 
Of boundiefs pleafyre and of boundlefs wealth, 40g 
Want withing change, and wafte repairing war, . 
Rapine for ever loft to peaceful toil, 
Guilt unaton’d, profufe of blood revenge, 
Corruption all avow'd, and lawlefs force, * 
Each heightening each, alternate fhook the flate, 


Mcantime ambition, at the dazzling head aly 
Of hardy legions, with the laurels heap’d 

And fpoil of nations, in one circling blaft 
Combin'd in various form, and from its bafe 
The broad republictore, By virtue built, * 415 


It touch’d the fkies, and {pread o’er fhelter’d earth 

An ample roof: by virtue too fuftain’d, 

And balanc’d fteady, every tempeft fung 

Innoxious by, or bade it firmer ftand. 

But when, with fudden and enormous change, 420 

The firft of mankind funk into the Jaft, 

As once in virtue, fo in vice extreme, 

‘This univerfal fabric yielded loofe, ; 

Before ambition fil] ; and thundering down, 

At laft, beneath its ruins crufh’d a world. 

A conquering people, to themfelves a prey, 

Mafgt ever fali; when their victorious troops, 

In blood and rapine favage grown, can find 

No land to fack and pillage but their own. 
By brutal Marius, and keen Sylla, firft 

Effus’d the deluge dire of civil blood, 

Unceafing woes began, and this, or that, 

(Deep-drenching their revenge) nor virtue fpar'd, 

Nor fex, nor age, nor quality, nor name ; 

Till Rome, ito an human-fhambles turn’d, 435 
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‘The nurfery of n —Thefe isd, 
Drove land on land, on people people ‘d; 
Till from almoft perpetual night th 
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pi fehoat-boy's tafk. ‘and fpoil his playful hours. 
Ror could the child of reafon, feeble man, 

With vigour through this infant being dradge ; 
“Oid brighter worlds, their unimagin’d blifs 
Difelofing, dazzle and diffolve his mind, 57° 


Notes on Part LID, 


Ver. 7. The laft ftruggles of Liberty in Greece, 

Ver. 15. A promontory in Calabria. 

Ver. 32. Pythagoras, 

Ver. 34. Samos, over which then reigned the 
tyrant Polycrates. 

Ver. 37. The fouthern parts of Italy and Si- 
cily, fo called becaufe of the Grecian colonies there 
fettled. 

Ver. 38. His fcholars were enjoined filence for 
five years, 

Ver. 57. The four cardinal virtues. 

Ver. 244. The ancient name of the Volga. 

Ver. 245. The Cafpian fea. 

Ver, 264. The king of Macedonia. 

Ver. 286, The Ithmian games were celebrated 
‘at Corinth. . = 

Ver. 369. Carthage. 

Ver. 390. Vib. Gracchus, ‘ ‘ 

Ver. 465. Pub, Servilius Rullus, tribune of the 
people, propofed an Agrarian Law, in appearance 
very advantageous for the people, but dettructive 
of their liberty ; and which was defeated by the 
eloquence of Cicero, in his fpeech againit Rullus. 

er. ey: ‘Viberius. 

Ver. 496. Thrafea Pztus, put to death by Nero. 
‘Tacitus introdnices the account he gives of his death 
thus:—“ After having inhumanly faughtered fo 
« many illuftrious men, he (Nero) burned at laft 
« with a defire of cutting off virtue itfelf in the 
 perfon of ‘Thrafea, &c.”” 

er. 505. Antoninus Pius, and his adopted fon 
Marcus Aurelius, afterwards called Antoninus Phi- 
lofophus. : 

Ver. str. Conftantine’s arch, to build which, 
that. of Trajan was deftroyed, fculptare having 

ppeen then almoft entirely loft, 

Ver. 515. ‘Fhe, ancient Sarmatia contained a 
vaft tract of country running all along the north 
of Europe and Afia. 
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PART JV. BRITAIN. 


Contents. 


Diiference betwixt the an-iws and moderns flight- 
ly touched upon, to ver. 30. Defcription of the 
.dark ages. The Godfiefs of Liberty, who dur- 
ing thefe is fuppofedAo have left carth, returns, 
attended with Arts and Science, to ver. 100. 
She firft defcends on Italy. Sculpture, Painting, 
and Architecture fix at Rome, to revive their 
feveral arts by the great models of antiquity 
there, which many barbarous invafions had not 
‘been able td deflroy. The revival of thete arts 
« marked out. That fometimes arts may flourifh 
-for a while under defpotic governments, though 
paver the natural and genuine produGion of 
chefs, to ver, 254. Learning begins io dawa. 
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‘The Mufe and Science attend Liberty, who im - 

her progrefs towards Great Britain raifes feveral 

free ftates and cities. Thefe enumerated, to ver. 

381. Author’s exclamation of joy, upon feeing 

the Britifh feas and coafts rife in the vifion, 

which painted whatever the Goddefs of Liberty 
faid. She refumes her narration. The Geuius 
of the Deep appears, and, addreffing Liberty, 
affociates Great Britain into his dominion, to 
ver. 451. Liberty received and congratulated by 

Britannia, and the Native Genii or Virtues of 

the ifland. Thefe defcribed. Animated by the 

refence of Liberty, they begin their operations, 

Their beneficent influence contrafted with the 

works and delufions of oppofing demons, to 

ver. 626. Concludes with an abftradt of the 

Englith hiftory, marking the feveral advances of 

Liberty, down to her complete eftablifhment at 

the Revolution. . - . . 
Sravcx with the rifing fcene, thus I amaz’d: . 
Ah, Goddefs, what a change ! Is earth the fumed 
Of the fame kind the ruthiefs race the feeds? 

“ And does the fame fair fun. and ether fpread 

“ Round this vile {pot their all-enlivening foul? ¢ 
Lo! beauty fails; loft in unlovely forms : 
“ Of little pamp, magnificence no more 

“ Exalts the mind, and bids the public {mile : 

“ While to rapacious intereft glory leaves, 

“ Mankind, and every grace of life is gone.” 1@ 

To this the power, whofe vital radiance calls 
From the brute mais of man an order’d world, 

“ Wait will the morning shines, and from the 
OF Gothic darknefs fprings another day. (depth: 
“ True genius droops ; the tender ancicnt taite 1g 
* Of beauty, then freth-blooming in her prime, 

“ But faintly trembles through the callous foul ; 
“ And grandeur, or af morals, or of life, 

* Sinks into fafe purfuits, and creeping cares, 

“ Ev’n cautious virtue feems to ftoop her flight, 20 
“ And aged life to deem the gencrous deeda 

“ Of youth romantic, Yet in cooler thought 

“ Well-reafon’d, in refcarches piercing deep 

“ Through nature’s works, in profitable arts, 

“ And all that calm experience can difclofe, . 2g 
“ (Slow guide, but fure) behold the world anew 
“ Exalted rife, with other honours crown’d ; 

“ And, where my fpirit wakes the finer powers, 

“ Athenian laurels ftill afrefh fhall bloom.” 

Oblivious ages pafs’d ; while earth, forfook, 3@ 
By her beft genii, lay to demons foul, 
And unchain'd furies, an abandon’d prey. 
Contention led the van; firft fmail of fize, 
But foon dilating to the fkies the towers: - 
‘Then, wide as air, the livid fury fpread, 35° 
And high her head zbove the ftormy clouds, ° 
She blaz’d in omens, fwell’d the groaning winds, 
With wild furmifes, battlings, founds of war: 
From land to land the maddening trumpet blew, ' 
And pour’d her venom through the heart of man, 4g 
Shook to the pole, the north obey’d her call. - 
Forth ruth'd the bloody power of Gothic war, ~ 
War againft human kind: Rapine, that led 
Millions of raging robbers in his train : 
Unliftening, barbarous force, towhom thefword 4g“ 
Is reafon, honour, law : the foe of arts : 
By moniters follow’d, hideous to behold, _[thefe: 
‘That claim’d their place. Qutrageoug gaix'd withey 
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~ Another fpecics of tyrannic rule, 

Unknown before, whole cancrous fhacklesfeiz’d 50 
‘Th’ envenom’d foul ; a wilder fury, hhe 

Ev'n o'er her elder fifter tyranniz’d ; 

Or, if perchance agreed, inflam’d her rage. 

Dire was her train, and loud; the fable band, 
"Thunderiag-—Submit, ye laity! ye profane! 55 
* Earth is the Lord’s, and therefore ours; let kings 
«t Allow the common claim, and half be theirs ; 
“If not, behold! the facred lightning flies :” 
Scholaftic difcord, with an hundred tongucs. 

For feience uttering jangling words obfcure, 60 
‘Where frighted reafon never yet could dwell : 

Of peremptory feature, cleric pride. 

Whole reddening cheek no contradiétion bears ; 

~ And holy Qander, his affociate frm, 

On whom the /ying fpirit {till defends: 65 
‘Mother of tortures! perfecuting zeal, - 
‘High-fiafhing in her hand the ready torch, ( 
Or poniard bath’d in unbelieving blood ; 

Hell's fierceft fiend! of faintly brow demure, 
Affuming a celeftial feraph’s name, 70 
While the beneath the blafphemous pretence 

Of pleafing Parent Heaven, the fource of love f 

Was wrouzht more horrors, more detefted deeds, 
Than all the reft combin’d. Led on by her, 
And wild of head to work her fell defigns, m8 
Came idiot fuperftition ; round with ears 
Tnnumerous ftrow’d, ten thoufand monkith forms 
With legends ply’d them, and with tenets, meant 
"To charm or fcare the fimple into flaves, 

And poifon reafon; grofs, fhe fwwallows all, 8 
"The mot abfurd believing ever molt. « 

Broad o’er the whole her univerfal night, 
The gloom {till doubling, ignorance iffus’d, 

Nought to be feen, but vifionary monks 

‘To councils trolling, and embroiling creeds ; 8s 
Banditti faints, difturbing diftant lands; 

‘And unknown nations, wandering for a home. 
‘Alllay revers'd: the facred arts of rule 
*Turn'd to fagitious leagues againft mankind, 
And arts of plunder more and more avow’d 5 
Pure plain devotion to a folemn farce ; 

To holy dotage virtue, ev'n to guile, 

To murder, and a mockery of oaths; 

Brave ancient freedom to the rage of flaves, 
Proud of their ftate, and fighting for their chains; 
Difhonour’d courage to the bravo's trade, 96 
‘To civil broil; and glory to romance. 

"Thus human life unhing’d to ruin reel’d, 

And giddy reafon totter’d on her throne. 

‘at laft Heaven’s beft inexplicable fcheme, 100 

_Difclofing, bade new brightening eras fmile. 

‘The high command gone forth, Arts in my train, 
And azure-mantled fcience, fwift we fpread =~ 
‘A founding pinion. Eager pity, mixt : 
‘With indignation, urg’d her downward flight. 105 
“On Latium firft we ftoop’d, for doubtful lite 

‘That panted, funk beneath unnumber’d woes. 
Ah, poor Italia! what a bitter cup 

Of vengeance haft thou drain’d! Goths, Vandals, 

Hans, 

Lombards, barbarians broke fromevery land, 110 
How many a raffian form haft thou beheld! 
_ What horrid jargons heard, where rage alone 
‘Was all thy frighted ear couid comprehend ! 

‘How frequent ie the red inhuman hand, [blood, 
“Yet warm with brother's, hufband’s, father’s 
Wai thou thy matrons and thy virgins fen 
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To violation dragg’d, and m! :gled death! Aaa, 
What conflagrations, earthquakes, ravage, floods, 
Have turn’d thy cities into ftony wilds ; es 
And fuccourlefs, and bare, the poorremains aq 
Of wretches forth to nature’s common caft! 
Added to thefe, the ftill continued wafte 
Of inbred foes, that on thy vitals p-ey, 
And, double tyrants, feize the very foul. 7 
Where hadft thou treafures for this rapine all ? 
‘Thefe hungry myriads that thy bowels tore, 
Heap’d fack on fack, and bury’d in their rage 
Wonders of art; whence this grey fcene a mifie 
Of more than gold becomes and orient gems, 129 
Where Egypt, Greece, and Rome, united glow. 
Here fculpture, painting, archite@ture, bent 
From ancient models to reftore their arts, 
Remain’d. A little trace we how they rofe. 
Amid the hoary ruins feulpture firft, 134 
Deep-digging, from the cavern dark and damp,, 
"Their grave for ages, bid her marble race 
Spring to new light. ~ Joy fparkled in her eyes, 
And old remembrance thrill’d in every thought, 
As fhe the pleafing refurreétion faw. 
In leaning fite, refpiring from his toils 
The well-known hero, who deliver’d Greece, 
His ample cheft, all tempefted with force, 
Unconquerable rear'd. She faw the head, 
Breathing the hero, fmall, of Grecian fize, 
Scarce more extenfive than the finewy neck; 145 
‘The fpreading fhoulders, mufcular, and broad ; 
"The whole a mafs of {welling fincws, touch’d © 
Into harmonious fhape ; fhe ‘haw, and joy’d. _ 
The yellow hunter, Meleager, rais’d ie 
His beauteous front,and through the finifh’d whole 
Shows what ideas {mil’d of old in Greece. 358 
Of raging afpeét, rufh’d impetuous forth 
‘The Gladiator. Pitylefs his look, zs 
And each keen finew brac’d, the ftorm of war, 
Ruffling, o’er all his nervous body frowns. 155 
‘The Dying Other from the gloom fhe drew. 
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Supported on his fhorten'd arm he leans, 
Prone agonizing ; with incumbent fate, 
Heavy declines his head; yet dark beneath 159 
The fuffering feature fullen vengeance lowers, 
Shame, indignation, unaccomplith’d rage, 

‘And fill the cheated eye expe@s his full, 

All conqucft-flufh'd, from proftrate Python, came 
The quiver'd god. In graceful ad he ftands, 

His arm extended with the flackcn’d bow. 165 
Light flows his cafy robefand fair difplays 
A manly foften’d form. The bloom of gods 
Seems youthful o’er the beardlefs check to wave. 
His features yet heroic ardour warms; 

And fweet fabfiding to a native {mile, 

Mixt with the joy elating conqueft gives, 

‘A featter’d frown exalts bis matchlefs air. s 
On Flora mov'd ; her full-proportion’d limbs 
Rife through the mantle fuuttering in the breeze. 
"The queen of love arofe, as'from the deep x78 
She {prung in all the melting pomp of charms. 
Bathful fhe bends, her well-taught look afide 
"Turns in enchanting guife, where dubious mix, 
Vain confcious beauty, a diffembled fenfe 

Of modeft thame, and flippery looks of Jove. 180 
"The gazer grows enamour’d, and the fione, 
As if exulting in its conqueft, {miles. 


So turn’d each limb, fo fwell’d with foftening art, 
That the deluded eye the marb‘e doubts. 


At laf her utmoft mafter-piece fhe found, “185: 
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seat Maro fir'd; the miferable fire, 

Wrapt with his fons 2 fates fevereft grafp. 

The ferpents, twifting round their ftringent folds 
Anextricable tie, Such paffion here, 

Such agonies, fuch bitternefs of pain, 190 
Scem fo to themble through the tortur'd ftone, 
That the touch’d heart engroffes all the view. 
Almoft unmark’d the beft proportions pafs, 
‘That ever Greece beheld ; and, feen alone, 
On the rapt eye th’ imperious paffions feize: 195 
The father’s double pangs, both for himfe]lf 
And fons convuls’d ; to heaven his rueful look, 
Imploring aid, and half-accufing, caft ; 

His fell defpair with indignation mixt. 

As the ftrong curling moniters from his fide 200 
His full extended fury cannot tear. . 
More tender touch’d, with varicd art, his fons 
Adi the foft rage of younger paflions fhow. 

Ina boy’s helplets fate one finks opprefs'd ; 
‘While, yet unpiere’d, the frighted other tries 205 
His foot to Leal out of the horrid twine. 

She bore no more, but ftrait from Gothic ruft 
Her chile] clear’d, and duft and fragments drove 
Impetuous round, Succeflive as it went, 

From {on tofon, with more enlivening touch, 210 
From the brute rock it call’d the breathing form; 
‘Till, in a legiflator’s awful grace 

Drefs’d, Buonaroti bid a Mofes rife, 

And, looking love immenfe, a Saviour-God, 

Of thefe. obfervant, painting felt the fire 
Burn inward. . Then ecftutic the diffus'd 
‘The canvas, feiz’d the pallet, with quick hand 
‘The ¢olours brew’d; and on the yoid expenle 
Her gay creation pour’d, her mimic world. : 
Poor was the manner of her eldeft race, 220 
Barren, and dry; juft ftruggling fron®the tafte, 
‘That had for ages fear'd in cloyfters dim 
‘She fuperftitious herd: yet glorious then 
Were deem: their works; where undevelop’d 

a i 
The future wonders that enrich’d mankind, 225 
And a new light and grace o’er Europe caft, 
Axte gradual yather ftreams. Enlarging this 
‘Té each his portion of her various gifts 
The goddefs dealt, to none indulging all; 
No, net to Raphael. At kind diftance ftill 230 
Perfection ftands, like happinefs, to tempt 
‘Th’ eternal chafe. In elegant defign 
Improving nature ; in ideas fair, 
Or great, extracted from the fine antique ; 
Tn attitude, expreflion, airs divine ; “ a35 
Her fons of Rome and Florence bore the prize. 
‘To thofe of Venice fhe the magic art 
Of colours melting into colours gave. 
Theirs too it wash one embracing mafs 239 
Of light and fhade that fettle3 round the whole, 
Or varies tremulous from part to part, 
O’er all a binding harraony to throw, 
To raife the picture, ead repole the fight. 
‘Lhe Lombard {choo} fuccecding, mingled both. 

Meantime dread fanes, and palaces, around, 245 
Rear'd the mapnific front. Mufic again 
Her univerfal language of the heact 
Renew’d; and, rifing from the plaintive vale, 
‘To the full concert {pread, and folemn quire. 249 
+ Ev’n bigots finil’d; to their proteétion took 
Arts not their own, and from them borrow’d 

*  pompi , 


W6u. IX, 


ais 


257 
For in a tyrant’s garden thefe a while : 
May bloom, though freedom be their parent foil. 

And now confeit, with gently-growing gleam, 
The ntorning fhone, and weftward ftream'd its 

light, M 255 

The mufe awoke: -Not fooner on the wing _ 
Is the gay bird of dawn, Artlefs her voice. 
Untaught and wild, yet warbling through the 

woods ee oe 
Romantic lays. But as her northern ceurfe 
She, with her tutor fcience, in my train, 
Ardent purfu'd, her ftrains more noble grew : 
While reafon drew the plan, the heart inform’d 
The moral page, and fancy lent it grace. 2 

Rome and her circling deferts cait behind, 

I pafs’d not idle to my great fojourn. 265 

On Arno’s fertile plain, whete the rich vine 
Luxuriant o’er Etrurian mountains roves, 

Safe in the lap repos'd of private blifs, 

I {mall republics rais'd. ‘Thrice happy they! 269 
Had focial freedom beund their peace, and arts, 
Inftead of ruling power, ne’er meant for them, . 
Employed their little cares, and fav’d their fate. 

Beyond the rugged Apennines, that roll nd 
Far through Italian bounds their wavy tops, * 
My path too I with public bleffings ftrow’d ; 275 
Free ftates and cities, where the Lombard plain, 
In fpite of culture negligent and grofs; 

From her deep bofom pours unbidden joys, 
And green o’er ail the land a garden {preads. 

The barren rocks themfelves beneath my foot 
Relenting bloom’d on the Ligurian fhore. 28 
Thick fwarming people there, like emmets, feiz’d 
Amid forrounding cliffs, the fcatter’d {pots, 
Which nature lett in her deftroying rage, 

Made their own fields, nor figh’d for othet lands, 
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|. There, in white profpect, from the rocky hili, 286 


Gradual deicending to the fhelter’d fhore, 
By me proud Genoa’s marble turrets rofe. 
And while my genuine fpirit warm’d her fons, 
Beneath her Dorias, no: unworthy, fhe 290- 
Vy'd for the trident of the narrow feas, 
Ere Britain yet had open’d all the main; - «+ 

Nor be the then triumphant flate forgot; [ ill, 
Where, pufh’d from plunder’d earth, a remnant 
Infpir’d by me, through the dark ages kept 295. 
Of my old Roman fiame fome fparks alive : 
The feeming god-built city! which my hand * 
Deep in the bofom fix'd of wondering fea, 
Aftonifh’d mortals fail’d, with pleafing awe, 
Around the fea-girt wails, by Neptune fenc’d, 300 
And down the briny ftreet ; where on each hand, 
‘Amazing feen amid unftable waves, 
The {plendid palace fhines ; and rifing tides, 
‘The green fteps marking, murmur at the door. ° 
"To this fair queen of Adria’s ftormy gulf, - 305 
‘The mart of nations! long, obedient feas 
Roll’d all the treafure of the radient Eaft ; 
But now no more. ‘Than one great tyrant worfo 

Whofe fhar'd opprefiion lightens as diffus'd) 

Each fubjeét tearing, many tyrants rofe.. 31a 
The leait the proudeft. Join’d in, dark cabal, 
"Phey jealous, watchful, filent, and fevere, = 
Cait o'er the whole indiffoluble chains 2 
‘The fofter shackles of luxurious eafe 
‘They likewife added, to fecure their fway. 375 
‘Thus Venus fainter fhines; and commerce thus, © 
Of toil impatient, flagsthe drooping fail. 
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enceforth the partner of my rou 
“ All my dread walks to Britons open 
“ Thofe that refulgent, or with rofy mi 
“ Or ycilow evening, flame; thofe’ that, 
“ Drunk by equator-funs, feverely fhine ; 
) | “ Or thofe'that, to the poles aproachin, 


“ Long I n'd inviolate my reign 

« ROR cyan nor Cafes bend. 
“ Till the crook of fhore, the coward fai 
« Till 
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in afh, and lund pe 
in. white mazes toft, 
lake below: 
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« Long months from land, while the ory 
“Around them rages, ou the groaning maft [1 
“ With unhook knee to know their gi 
“ To fing, unquell 
Of hardy men and hearts affronting deaths 365 |“ To laugh at dan; 
I gave fome favour’d cities there to lift» 4S co EU See Eavention’s keep 
+ brow,and through their fwarming frets, | « t of c re 
ore bufy, wealthy, cheerful, and alive, ~ “ 
pee contre: iee solo ory foul, 369 b 
‘Thence the loud Baltic pafling, | ae 5 hyd robiprne ge, 
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Ey quick putfued, that from the friiling fea 
Receiv'd me joyous, Loud acclaims were heard ; 
And mufic, more than mortal, warbling, fill'd 

> With pleas’d uftonithment the labouring hind, 455 

“Who for a while th’ unfinifh’d furrow ttt, 

And let the likening fleer forget his toil. 

Unfeen by groifer eye, Britannia breath’d, 

And her arial train, thefe founds of joy, 

* Full of old time, fince firft the rufhing flood, 460 

Urg'd by almighty power, this favour'd ile + 
‘Turn’d flashing from the continent afide, 

! Indented fhore to thore refponfive mill, 

Its guardian fhe—The goddefs, whofe ftaid eye 
Beains the dark azure of the doubtful dawn. 465 
Her treffes, like a fluod of foften’d light, 

i Through clouds imbrown’d, in waving circles play. 
‘Warm on her check fits beauty’s brighteft rote. 

Ofhigh demeanour, ftately, thedding grace 

‘With every motion. Full her rifing chet; 470 

And new ideas, from her finish'd shape, 

Clrarm'd fculpture taking might improve her art. 

* Such the fair guardian of an ille that boafts, 

Profafe as vernal blooms, the faireft dames, 

High-fhining on the promontory’s brow, 

A\waiting me, fhe ftood ; with hope inflam’d, 

By my mixt fpirit burning in her fons, 

To rm, to pollth, and exale the ftate. 

‘The native Genii, round her, radiant fmil’d. 
Courage of foft deportment, afpect calm, 480 
Unboatting, fuffering long, ‘and, till provok'd, 

As mild and harmlefs as the {porting child ; 

But, on jut reafon, once his fury rous'd, 

Nodion {prings more eager to his prey : 

Blood is a pallimes and his heart, elate, 485 

Knows no deprefling fear, That virtue known 

By the relenting look, whofe equal heart 

For others feels, as forsinother felf : 

Of various name, as various objects wake, 

‘Warm into aétion, the kind fenfe within : 49° 

Whether the blamelefs poor, the nobly maim’d, 

‘The loft to reafon, the declin’d in life, 

‘The helplefs young that kifs no mother's hand, 

And the gray fecond infancy of age, 

She gives in public families to live, 495 

A fight to gladden heav’n! whether fhe ftands 

Fair beckoning at the hofpitable gute, 

And bids the ttranger take repofe and joy: 

Whether, to folace honelt labour, fhe ‘ 

Rejoices thofe that make the land rejoice ; 

Or whether to philofophy, and arts, 

(At once the bafis and the finith'd pride 

Of government and life) the fpreads her hand; 

Nor knows her gift profufe, nor feems to know, 

Doubling her bounty, that fhe gives at all, 
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505 
uftice to thefe her awful prefence join’d, 
"he mother of the ftate! No law revenge, 
No turbid paffions in her breaft ferment: 
‘Tender, ferene, compaflionate of vice, 
As the laft woe that can uffict mankind. Sto 


She punifhment awards; yet of the good F 
More pitcous fill, and of the fuffering whole; 
Awards it fir. So fair her juft decree, 
‘That, in his judging peers, cach on himfelf 4 
Pronounces his own doom. ©, happy land! 515 
Where reigns alone this juftice of the free! 

°Mid the bright groupe fincerity his front, 
Diffufive, rear’d; his pure untroubled eye 
‘The,fount of truth, The thoughtiul power apart, 
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Now, penfive, caft on earth his fix’d regard, 520 
Now touch’d celeftial, launch’d it on the tky. 

‘The genius he whence Britain fhines fupreme, 
‘The land of light, and rectitude of mind. 

He too the fire of fancy feeds intenfe, 7 
With all the train of paffions thence deriv’d. 5257 
Not kindling quick, a noify tranfient blaze, “ 

But gradual, filent, lafting, and profound, © ~~ 
Near him retirement, pointing to the fhade; 

And independence ftood: the gencrous pair, 

‘That fimple life, the quict-whiipering grove, 530 
And the ftill raptures of the free-born foul” 

‘To cates prefer by virtue bought, not earn'd, 
Proudly prefer them to the fervile mp, 

And to the heart-embitter'd joys of flaves. " ~ 
Or fhould the latter, to the pubic feene 


Demanded, quit his fylvan friend a while: dea 
Nonght can his firmnefs fhake, nothing feduce 
His zeal, Rill a@ive for the commonweal : 

Nor flormy tyrants, nor corruption’s tools, 

Foul minifter’s dark-working by the foree” “540 


Of fecrei-fapping gold. All their vile arts, 
‘Their shameful honours, their perfidious gifts, 
He greatly fcorns; and, if he muft betray 9 
His plunder’d country, or his power refign, 
A mament's parley were eternal fhame: 
Hluftrious into private life again, oJ 
From dirty levecs he unftain'd afcends, 
And firm in fenates itunds the patriot’s ground, 
Or draws new vigour in the peaceful fhade. 
Aloof the bafhful virtue hover’d coy, 55a 
Proving by {weet diftruft diftrufted worth: * 
Rough labour clos’d the train: -and in his hand 
Rude, callous, finew-fwell’d, and black with toil, 
Came manly indignation. *Sour he feems, 

And more than feems, by lawful pride aflail’d; 555 
Yet kind at heart, and juft, and generous, there 
No vengeance lurks, no pale infidious galls 
Ev’n in the very luxury of rage, 

He foftening can forgive a gallantfoe; 

‘Che nerve, fupport, and glory of the land ! 
Nor be religion, rational and free, 

Here pafs'd in filence ; whofe enraptur'd eye 
Sees hguven with carth conne@ed, human things 
Link’d to divine: who not from fervile fear, 
By rites for fome weak tyrant incenfe fit, 
‘The god of love adoves, but from a heart 
Effuling gladnefs, into pleafing awe 

That now aftonith’d fwells, now in a calm 
Of fearlefs confidence that fmiles ferene; @ -* 
That lives devotion, one continual hymn, 570 
And then moft grateful, when Heav’ns bounty 
Is right cnjoy’d. ‘This ever-cheerful power finoit 
O’er the rais’d circle ray’d fuperior day. 

1 joy'd to join the virtues whence my reign 
O'er Albion was to rife. Each cheering each, sap 
And, like the circling plancts from the fun, 

All borrowing beams from me, a heighten’d zeal, 
lwypatient fir'd us to. commence our toils, 

Or pleafures rather, Long the pungent time « 
Pafs’d not in mutual hails: but, through the Iand- 
Darting our light, we thone the fogs away. 582 

The virtues conquer with a fingle look. 
Such grace, fuch beauty, fuch viétorious light, 
Live in their prefence, ftream in every glance, 
‘That the foul won, enansour’d, and rein’d, {58 
Grows their own image, pure ethereal fame. » 
Hence the foul eae shat oppoie our xeign,, 
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ough more pet Oe times® 
Difown, yet ftill the fearlefs habit lives. 
Ner were the furly gifts of war their all. 
wi qikewile theirs: j 
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Fixing at laft, the pary race 
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=*py where the Thames devolves his gentle maze, 
And with fuperior arm the Saxon aw’d. -. 725 
But fuperftitiop firft, and monkith dreams, 
‘And monk-diry-éted cloytter-fecking kings, 
Hind ate away jis vigour, ate away ¢ 
His edge of coukage, and depref’d the foul , 
Of conquering frecdom, which he once refpir’d, 
‘Thos cruel ages pafs’d; and rare appear’d 731 
White-mantled peace, exulting o’er the vale, . 
As when, with Alfred, from the wilds the came 
To polic’d cities and protedted plains. 
"Thas by degrees the Saxon empire funk, 735 
‘Then fet entire in Haftings bloodysfield. : 
Compendious war! (on Britains glory bent, . 
So fate ordain’d) in that decifive day, 
The haughty.Norman feiz’d at once an ifle, 
For which, through many a century, in vain, 740 
‘The Roman, Saxon, Dane, had toil’d and bled. 
‘Of Gothic nations this the final burft ; 
And, mix'd the genius of thefe people all, 
Thele virtues mix’d in one exalted ream, ~ 
Here the rich tide pf Englith blood grew full. 745 
Awhile my fpirit cpt the land'a while, 
Affrighted, droop'd beneath defpotic rage. 
Inttead of Edward’s equal gentle laws, 
The furious victor’s partial will prevail’d. 
Allproftrate lay; and, in the iecret fhade, _ 750 
Deep-ftung, but fearful, indignation gnafh’d 4 
His teeth. Of freedom, property, defpoil'd, 
And of their bulwark, arms; with cattles erufh’d, 
With ruffian’s quartcr’d o'er the bridled land; 
‘The thivering wretches, at the curfew found, 755 
‘Dejected thrunk into their fordid beds, 
And, through the mournful gloom, of ancient times 
Mus'd fad, or dreamt of becter, Ev'n to feed 
A tyrant’s idle fport, the peafants ftarv’d: : 
1’ the wild herd, the pafture of the tame, 760 
‘The cheerful hamlet, {piry town, was giv’n, 
And.the brown foreft roughen’d wide around. .. 
But this fo dead, fo vile fubmiffion, lon: 
Endir’d not. Gathering force, my gradual fame 
@book of the mountain of tyrannic fway, 765. 
Unus’d to bend, impatient of control, 
‘Tyrants themifelves the cummon tyrant check’d. 
The charch, by kings intra@able and fierce, 
Deay’d her portion of the plunder’d ftate, 
Qr tempted, by the timorous and weak, 270 
“ gain new ground, firtt taught their rapine law, .. 
"vac barons next a nobler league began, 
Both thofe of Englith andlof Norman race, 
ln one fraternc} nation blended now, 
‘The nation of the free! prefs’d by a band 975 
Of patriots, ardent as the fummer’s noon 
‘That looks delighted on, the tyrant fee ! - 
Mark ! how with feign’d alacrity he bears 
His ftrong relu@tance down, his dark revenge, 
Ang gives the charter, by which life indeed 780 
Becomes of price, a glory to be man. [affirm’d 
Through this and through fucceeding reigns 
“Chefe long contefted rights, the wholefome witds 
Of oppofition hence began to blow, 
And often fince have lent the country life.. 785 
Before their breath corruptions infea-blights, © 
The darkening clouds of evil counfel, fly; 
Or, fhould they founding fwell, a putrid court, 
A pittilential minifiry, they purge, 789 | To guard the fubject, and to quell the foe: 
And ventilated fates renew their bloom. [mix'd | When fuch with me their vital influence fhed, - ~ 
Though with the temper’d monarchy here | No mutter’d srievante, hopelefs figh was heard; 
: . 7° uy 


Ariftocratic fway, the people ftill, 

Flatter’d by this or that, as intereft lean’d,, 

No full perfe@tion knew. For me refery'd, 

And for my commons, was that glorious turn. 795 

‘They crown’d my firft attempt, in femates rofe, 

The fort of freedom! flow till then, alone, 

Had work'd that general liberty, that foul, [left 

Which generous nature breathes, and which when 

By me to bondage was corrupted Rome, 800 

I through the northern nations wide diffus’d. 

, Hence many a people, fierce with freedom, rufh’d 

From the rude iron regions of the north, 

‘To Lybian deferts {warm protruding fwarm, 804 

And pour'd new fpirit through a flavith world. 

Yet, o'er thefe Gothic ftates, the king and chiefs 
etain’d the high preregative of war, 

And with enormous property engrofs’d 

‘The mingled power. But on Britannia’s fhore- + 

Now prelent, I to raife my reign began ~~ 810 

By raifing the democracy, the third fom eet 

And broadeft bulwark of the guarded ftate. 

‘Then was the full, the perfeét plan difclos’d 

Of Britain's matchlefs conftitution, mixt 

Of mutual checking and fupporting powers, 855 

King, Lords, and Commons; nor the name of free 

Deferving, while the vaffal-many droop'd: 

For fince the moment of the whole they form, 

‘So, as deprefs'd or rais'd, the balance they 

Of public welfare and of glory cait. 820 

Mark from this period the continual proof. . 
When kings of narrow genius, minion-rid, 

Neglecting faithful worth for fawning flaves; 

Proudly regardlefé of their people’s plaints, 

And poorly paflive of infulting foes; - « Bag 

Double, not prudent, obftinate, not fitm, : 

| Their mercy fear, neceflity their faith ; 

Inftead of generous fire, prefumptuous, hot, 

Rath to refolve, and flothfulto perform ; 

‘Tyrants at once and flaves, imperious, mean, 830 

‘To want rapacious joining shameful waite; 

By counfels weak and wicked, eafy rous'd 

‘To paltry fchemes of abfolute command, 

To feck their ipiendor in their fure difgrace, 

And in a broken ruin’d people wealth : 835 

When fuch o’ercaft the ftate, no bond of love, 

‘No heart, no foul, no unity, no nerve,, 4G 

Combin’d the loofe disjointed public, lo 

To fame abroad, to happinefs at home. - 839 
But when an Rdward and an Henry breath’d 

Through the charm’d whole one all exerting foul: 

Drawn fympathetic from his dark retreat, 

When wide-attracted nierit round them glow’d i 

When counfels juft, extenfive, generous, firm, 

Amid the maze of fate, determin’d kept 845. 

Some ruling point in view: when on'the ftock 

Of public good and glory grafted, fprcad 

‘Their palms, their laurels; r,if thence they ftray’d, 

Swift to return, and patient of reftraint : : 

When regal ftate, pre-eminence of place, 850 

‘They feorn’d to deem pre-eminence of cafe, 

‘To be luxurious drones, that only rob‘ 

‘The bufy hive : as in diftintion, power, 

Indulgence, honour, and advantage, firft 5 - 

When they too claim’d in virtue, ger, toil, 855 

Superior rank; with equal hand, prepar’d 















“By private feuds, almoft extinguith'd lay 
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No foul diftrutt through wary fenates tan, 860 
Confin’d their bounty, and their ardour quench'd: 
On aid, ungueftion’d, Hberal aid was given: 

Safe intheir condua, by their valour fir'd, 

Fond where they led victorious armies rufh’d; 
And Crefly, Poitiers, Agincourt proclaim - 865 
‘What kings fupported by almighty love, 
And people fir'd with liberty, can do. 
Be veil’d the favage reigns, when kindred rage 
‘The numerous once Plantagenets devour’d, 

A race to vengeance vow'd! and when, opprefs'd 
87x 
My quivering fame. But, in the next, behold ! 
A cautious tyrant lend it ail anew. 

Proud, dark, fufpicious, brooding o’cr his gold, 
As how to fix his throne he jealous ca‘t 875 
His crafty views around; pierc’d with a ray, 
Which on his timid mind 1 darted fall. 

He mark’d the barons of exceflive fway, 

At pleafure making and unmaking kings ; 
And hence, to cruih thefe petty tyrants, plann’d 880 
A law, that Jet then, by the filent waite 


* Of luxury, their landed wealth diffufe, 


* While undivided, oft, wiel 


And with that wealth their implicated power, 
By foft degrees a mighty change enfued, 884 
Ev'n working to this day, With fireams, deduc’d 
From thefe diminith’d fldods, the country fmil’d. 
As when impetuous from the fnow-heap'd Alps, 
‘To vernal fans relenting, pours the Rhine ; 

f waftciul fweep, 
‘He foanis along ; -but, through Batavian meads 8g0 
Dranch'd into tair canals, indulgent flows ; 


. Waters a thoufand fields; and cultare, trade, 


. Her motly fons, fantaftic figures all; 


“Towns, meadows, gliding fhips, and villas mix'd, 
A rich, a wondrous landfkip rifes round, 
Tis furious fon the foul-enflaving chain, 895 
‘Which many a doating venerable age 
Had link by link ttrong-twifted round the land, 
Shook off. “ No longer could be borne a power 5 
From heaven pretended; to deceive, to void 
Fach folemn tie, to plunder without bounds, 
“fo curb the generous foul, to feol mankind; 
And, wild at laft, to plunge into a fea 
Of blood and horror, "he returning light, 
“That firft through Wickliff ftreak’d the prieftly 
Now burft in open day. Bar'dto the blaze, igioom, 
Forth from the haunts of fuperftition crawl'd 906 


And, wide-difpers'd, their ufelefs fetid wealth 
In graceful labour bloom’d, and fruits of peace. | 

‘Trade, join’d to thefe, on every fea difplay'd 
A daring canvas, pour'd with every tide gir 
A golden flood, From other worlds were roll’d 
‘The guilty. glittering flores, whofe fatal charms, 
By the plain Indian happily defpis'd, 

Yet work’d his woe; and to the blifeful groves, 
‘Where nature liv’d herfelf among her fons 916 
And innocence and joy for ever dwelt, : 
Drew rage unknown to Pagan climes before,’ - 
‘The worft the zeal inflam’d barbarian drew. 

Be no fuch horrid commerce, Britain, thine ! 920 
But want for want, with mutual aid, fupply. 

The commons thus enrich’d, and powerful 
Again the barons weigh’d. Eliza then, [ grown, 
Amid thefe doubtful motions, @eady, gave 
‘The beam to fix. She! like the fecret eye 925 
‘That never clofes on a guarded world, 

So fought, fo mark’d, fo feiz’d the public good, : 
: ass 
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| Tnfpir'd by me, beneath her fhelteribg arm, 
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That felf-fupported, without one ally, * . 
She aw’d her inward, quell’d her circling foes, 
: 
In fpite of raging ahiverful fway, - . 
And raging feas reprels'd, the Belg’ tates, 
My bulwark on the continent, arof |, 
Matchlefs in all the ipirit of her days! 
With confidence, unbounded, fearlefs love 
Flate, her fervent people waited gay, - 
Cheerful demanded the long-thréaten’d fleet, 
And dafh’d the pride of Spain around their ifl 
Nor ccas'd the Britifh thunder here to rage: 
‘Vhe deep, reclaiin’d, obey’d its awful call 
Jn fire and fmoke Tberian ports involv'd, 
The trembling foe ev'n to the centre fhook __ 
Of their new-conquer'd world, and fkulking fole 
By veering winds their Indian treafure home. 
Meantime, peace, plenty, juftice, feience, arts, 945 
With fofter laurels crown’d her happy reign. 

As yet uncircumfcrib'd the regal power, 
And wild and vague prerogative remain'’d, . 
A wide voracious gulf, where fwallow'd oft 
‘Lhe helplefs fubject lay. "Fhis to reduce 
Te the juft limit was my great effort. 

By means, that evil feem to narrow man, 
Superior beings work their myftic will ; 
From ftorm and trouble thus a fettled calm, 
At laft, effulgent, o’er Britannia fmil’d, 955 

The gathering tempeft, heaven-commiffion'd, 

came, - 
Came in the prince, who, drunk with flattery, 
His vain pacific counfels rul’d the world; [dreamt 
Though f{corn’d abroad, bewildcr'd in a maze. 
Of fruitlefs treaties; while at home enflav’d, 960 
And by a worthlefs crew infatiate drain’d, 
He loft his peopte’s confidence and love : 
Irreparable lofs! whence crowns become 
An anxious burden, Years inglorious pafa'd: -: 
Triumphant Spain the vengeful draught enjoy’d 


Abandon’d Frederick pin’d, and Raleigh bled. 966 

But nothing that to thefe internal broils, 

That rancour, he began; while lawlefs {way 

He, with his flavith doétors, try’d to rear. & 

On metaphyfic, on enchanted ground 

And all the mazy quibbles of the fchools: 

As if for one, and fometimes for the worft, -*, 

Heaven had mankind in vengeance only made. 

Vain the pretence ! not fo the dire effect, A 

‘The fierce, the foolifh difcord thence deriv’d 975" 

‘That tears the country ftill, by party-rage ge 

And minifterial clamour kept alive. 

In action weak, and for the wordy war 

Beft fitted, faint this prince purfued his claim: 

Content to teach the {ubje@-herd, how great, 980 

How facred he! how defpicable they ! : 
But his unyielding fon thefe dodtrines drank, 

With all a bigot’s rage (who never damps ~ 

By reafoning his fire); and what they taught - 

Warm, and tenacious, into practice push’d. 985 

Senates, in vain, their kind reftraint apply'd: : 

‘The more they ftruggled to fupport the laws, 

His juftice-dreading minifters the more check 

Drove him beyond their bounds. ‘Fir*d with the 

Of faithful love, and with the flattery pleas’d 990 

Of falfe-defigning guilt, the fountain he 

OF public wifdom and of juftice fhut. ' 

Wide mourn’d the land. “Strait to the voted aid 

Free, cordial, large, of never-failing faurce, . 
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egal impolition follow'a hari, 
‘With execr: tion given, or ruthle(s fqueez'd 
From an inf ilted people, by a band 

Of the worft rufiians, thofe of tyrant power. 
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* Oppreffion v alk’d at larze, and pour'd abroad 


' With the wild rage of mad enthufiaft fwe 


er unrelent'ng train: informers, pies, r000 
Blood-hounds, that fturdy freedom to the grove 
Purfue; projectors of aggrieving fchemes 
Commerce to load for unproteged feas, 
To fell the Rarving many to the few, 100. 
And drain a thoufand ways th’ exhanfted land. 
Ev'n from that healing place, whence peace thould 
And gofpel truth, inhuman bigots thed (How, 
‘Their poifon round ; and on the venal bench, 
Inftcad of julice, party held the feale, 
And violence the fword, Affigted years, 
‘Too paticnt, felt at laft their vengeance full. 

Mid the low murmurs of fubmillive fea 
And mingled rage, my Hambden rais'd his voice, 
And to the laws appeal'd; the laws no more 
In judgment fat, behov’d {ome other ear. 
‘When initane front the kec!. refentive north, 
By long oppreffion by religion rous'd, 
‘The guardian army came. Beneath its wing 
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“Was cail’d, though meant to furnith hoftile atd, 


‘The more than Roman fenate, ‘here a flame ro 


Broke out, that clear’d, confim'd, r:new'd the land. 


In deep emotion hur?’d, nor Greece, nor Rome, 
Indignant burfting from a tyrant’s chain, 
While, full of me, cach agitated foul 
Strung every nerve, and flam'd in every eye, 1025 
Had e’er beheld fuch light and heat combin'd ! 
Such heads and hearts! fuch dreadful zeal, led on 
By calm majeftic wifdom, taught its courfe 
What nvifance to devour ; fuch wifdom fir'd 
With unabating zeal, and aim’d fincere 
To clear the weedy ftate, reftore the laws, 
And for the future to fecure their fway. 
This then the purpofe of my mildeft fons, 
Bat man is blind. A nation once inflam’d 
(Chief, thould the breath of fa@ious ary blow, 6 
"d) 103 
Not eafy cools again. From breaft to brea 4 
Jrom eye to eye, the kindling paflions mix 
In heighten’d blaze ; and, ever wife and jut, 
High Veaven to gracious ends directs the ftorm, 
“hus to one conflagration Britain wrapt, 1041 
And by conlution’s lawlefs fons defpoil'd, [ground, 
King, Lords, and Commons, thundering to the 
Succeflive, rufh’d—Lo-! from their afhes rofe, 
Gay-heaming radiant youth, the Phenix-Qate. 
‘The grievous yoke of vaffilage, the yoke 1046 
OF private life, lay by thofe flumes diffoly’d ; 
Aad, from the wafteful, the luxurious king, (bend, 
‘Was purchas’d that which taught the young to 
Stronger reftor’d, the Commons tax’d the whole, 
And baile on that eternal rock their power. Tost 
‘The crown, of its hereditary wealth 
Defpoil’d, on fenates more dcrendeng grew, 
And they more frequent, more affur'd, Yet liv'd, 
And in fall vigour fpread that bitter Toot, 1055 
‘The paffive dottrines, by their patrons firit 
epee ferocious, when they touch themfelves. 
‘This wild delufive cant; the rath cabal 
Of hungry courtiers, ravenous for prey; 
‘Tbe bigot, reftlefs in a double chain 
“Lo bind anew the land 3 the conftant need 
Wi nding faithlefs means, of fhifting forma, 
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And flatrering fenates, to fupply his wafte 
‘Thefe tore fome moments from the carclefs prince, 
And in his breaft awak'd the kildred plan. to6s 
By dangerous foftnefs long he min'd his way} 
By fubtle arts, dilfimulation deep 5 
By fharing what corruption thower'd, profuse s 
By breathing wide the gay licentious plague, 
And pleafing nianners, fitted to deceive. 

At laft fubfided the delirious joy, 
On whofe high billow, from the faintly reign 
The nation drove too far. A penfion’d king, 
Againtt his country brib'd by Gallic gold ; 
‘Lhe port pernicious fold, the Scylla fince, 
And fell Charybdis of the Britifh feas ; 
Freedom attack’d abroad, with furer blow 
‘Vo cut it off at home; the faviour-league 
Of Europe broke ; the progref ev’n advane’d 
Of univerfal fway, which to reduce 1089 
Such feas of blood and treafure Rritain coft ; 
‘Vhe millions, by a generous pevple given, 
Or {quander’d vile, or to corrupt, difgrace) 
And awe the Jand with forces not their own, To84 
Employ’d; the darling church herfelf betray'ds 
All thefe, broad glaring, op'd the general eye, 
And wak'e my fpirit, the refifting foul. 

Mild was, at firft, and half afham’d, the check 
Of fenates, firook from the fantaftic dream 
Of abfolute fubmiffion, tenets vile ! 1090 
Which flaves would bivth ta own, and which, 
To praétice, always honeit nature fhock. [redue’d 
Not ev'n the mafk remov'd, and the fierce front 
Of tyranny difclos’d; nor trampled laws; 
Nor feiz’d each badge of freedom through the land 3 
For Sidney bleeding for th’ unpublith'd page 5 
Nor on the bench avow'd corruption plae’d, 
And niurderous rage itfelf, in Jefferies’ form ; 
Nor endlefs ads of arbitrary power, 
Cruel and falfe, could raife the public arm. 1100 
Diftruftful, fcatter’d, of combinin: chiefs 
Devoid, and dreading blind rapacious war, 
‘The patient public turns not till impell’d 
To the near verge of ruin. Hence I rous'd 
The bigot king, and hurried fated on 
His meafures immuture. But chief his zeal, 
Out-flaming Rome herfelf, portentous fear'd 
The troubled nation : Mary’s horrid days 
‘To fancy bleeding rofe, and the dike whire 
OF Smithfield lighten’d in its eyes anew. IIIo 
Yet filence reigu’d. Each on another fcowl'd 
Rueful amazement, prefling down his rage : 
As, muftering vengeance, the decp thunder frowns, 
Awfully ftill, waiting the high command 
Yo fpring. Strait from his country Europe fav’d, 
To fave Britannia, lo! my darling fon, 1116 
‘Thau hero more! the patriot of mankind! 
Immortal Naffau came. I hufh’é the deep, 
By demons rous'd, and bade the lifted winds, 
Still thifting as behov'd, with various breath, 1120 
Waft the deliverer to the longing thor:. 
See! wide alive, the foaming channel bright 
With twelling fails, and all the pride of war, 
Delightful view ! when juftice draws the fword : 
And, mark! diffufing ardent foul areund, 4125 
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And feet contempt of death, my ftreaming flag. 


Fv'n adverfe navies blefs'd the binding gale, 

Kept down the glad acclaim, and filent joy’d. 

Arriv'd, the pomp, and not the waite of arms 

His progrefe mark’d, ‘The faint oppofing hoft 130 
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For once, in yielding, their heft victory found, Ver. 86. Crufades. Pe 

And by defertion prov'd exalted faith; Ver. yt. Corruption of the Church if Rome: 

While his the bloodlefs conqueft of the heart, Ver. 94. Vaifalage, whence the atfachment of 

Shouts without groan, and triumph without war. | clans to their chief. H 

‘Then dawn’d the period deftin'd to confine Ver. 96. Duelling. 

The farge of wild prerogative, to raife 1136 Ver. 123. The hierarchy. 

A mound retraining its imperious rage, Ver. 141. ‘The Hercules of Farnefe. 

And bid the raving deep no farther flow. Ver. 153. ‘The fighting gladiator. 

Nor were, without that fence, the fwall Ver. 156. The dying gladiator. 

Better than Belgian plains without th dikes, Ver. 164. The Apollo of Belvidere. 

Suftaining wei; hty feas. ‘This, often fav'd I14t Ver. 175. ‘The Venus of Medici, % 

By more than Ruipan hand, the pablic faw, [yield Ver. 185. ‘The groupe of Laoccon and his two 

And feiz'd the white-wing'’d moment. Pleas’d to fons, deftroyed by two ferpents. 

Deftrudtive power, a wife heroic prince Ver. 186. See Zincid it, ver, 199—_227. 

Ey’n lent his aid—Thrice happy! did they know | Ver. 408. It ig reported of Michael Angelo 

Their happinefs, Britannia's bowed kings. 1146 | Buonaroti, the molt celebrated mater ey modern 

What though not theirs the Loaf, in dungeon | feulpture, that he wrought with a kind of infpira- 

glooms, tion, or enthufiaftic fury, which produced the effect 
* 'To plunge bold freedom; or. here mentioned. 

To awe him from the cord: cof friend 5 Ver. 213, 214, Efteemed the two fineft picces 

Or fierce to ftrike him at the aight hour, 1150 | of modern fculpture. 

By mandute blind, not juttice, that delights Ver. 244. The fchou! of the Caracci. 

‘To dare the keeneit eye of open day. Ver, 266. The river Arno runsthrough Florence. 

‘What though no glory to controul the laws, Ver, 269. The republics of Florence, Pifa, 

And make injurious will their only rule, [power, | Lucca, and Sienna. They formerly have had 

‘They deem it! what though, tools of wantun | very erucl wars together, but are now all peace= 

Peftiferous armies fwarm not at their -all! 1156 | ably fubjegt to the Great Duke of Tufcany, except 

What though they give not a rclentlels crew it be Lucca, which ftill maintsins the form ofa 

OF civil furics, proud oppreffion’s fangs! republic, 

To tear at leature the dejected land, Ver. 282. The Genoefe territory is reckoned 

‘With ftarving labour pempering idle wafte. 1160 | ver populous, but the towns and villages for the 

‘To clothe the naked, feed the hun, pry, wipe moft part lie hid among the Apcnnine rocks and 

‘The guiltlefs tear from lone affition’s eye; mountains, ~ 

To raife hid merit, fet th’ alluring light Ver. 283. According to Dr. Burnet’s fyftem 

Of virtue high to view; to nourifh arts, of the deluge. 

Dire the thunder of an injur'd fate, 1165 Ver, 293. Venice was the moft flourithing city 

» Make a whole gloricus people fing for joy, in Kurope, with regard to trade, before the paf- 

Blefs human kind, and through the downward fage to the Eaft indies by the Cape ef Good ‘ope 

Of future times to fpread that better fun {depth | and America were difcovered, 

Which lights up Britith foul! for deeds like thefe, Ver. 294. Thofe who fled to fome marfhes in 

The dazzling fair career unbounded lies; 1170 | the Adriatic gulf, from the defolation {pread over 
* ‘While, (till fuperior blifs!) the dark abrupt Italy by an ircuption of the Huns, firt founded 

As kindly barr’d, the precipice of ill. there this famous city, about the beginning of the 

‘Oh, luxury divine! O, poor to this, fifth century. 

Ye giddy glories of defpotic thrones ! Ver. 339. The main ocean. - 

By this, by this indeca, is imag’d Heaven, T1735 Thid. Great Britair 

By boundless goog, without the power of ill. Ver. 325. The Swifs Cantons, 

And now behold ! ited as the cope Ver, 329. Gcueva, fituated on the Lacus Le- 
That fwells immenfe o'er many peopled carth, manus, a fmail ftate, but noble example of the 
~And like it free, my fabric ftands complete, hicflings of civil and religiousliberty. 

“The palace of the laws. ‘Fo the four heavens t180 v 7. The Swifs, after having been long 

Four gates impartial thrown, unceafing crewda, absent from their native country, are feiz’d with 

With kings themfulves the hearty peafunt n fuch a violent defire of feeing it’ again, as affedts 

Pour urgent in, And though to rent ranks them with a kind of janguifhing indifpofition, 

Refponfive place belongs, yet equal fpreads 1184 d the Swifs ficknefs. 

‘The fheltering roof o'er alls while pleuty flows, Ver, 366. ‘The Hans Towns. 

And glad contentment echoes round the whole, 72. The Swedes, 

Yr floods, defcend ! ye winds, confirming, blow ! See note on verfe 672, 

Nor ontward tempeft, nor corrofive time, - 624. Great Britain was peopled by the 

Nought but the felon undermining hand Celtz, or Gauls. 

Of dark corruption, can its frame diffolve, 190 Ver. 630. The Druids, among the ancient 

And lay the toil of ages in the duft. Gauls and Britons, had the care and direétion of 

i all religious matters. 

Ver. 645, ‘The Roman empire. 

Ver. 647. Caledonia inhabited by the Scots 
and Pids; whither a great many Britons, who 
would uot fubmit to the Romans, retired. 

Ver. 653. The wall of Severus built upor - 




















to chrerlefs wilds, 











































Notes on Part IV. ° 


Ver. 49. Church power, or ecclefiaftical ty- 
tranny. 
Ver. 52. Civil tyranny, 


a Sdrian’s\eampart, 


Flarold if, the Jatt of the Saxon king 


LIB 


which ran for eighty miles 
from the mouth of the 





quite crofs the country, 
“Lyne to So, way frith. 

Ver. 654, Irruptions of the Scots and Picts. 

Ver. 658, The Roman empire being mifer- 
ably torn by.the northern nations, Britain was for 
ever abandoned by the Romans in the year 426 
oF 427° 
Ver. 662. The Britons applying to Ztius the 
Roman general for affiftance, thus expreffed theit 
miferable condition.--- We know not which way 
<9 turn us. The barbarians drive us to fea, 
“and the fea forces us back to the barbarians ; 
between which we have only the cheice of two 
* deaths, either to be fwallowed up by the waves, 
“ or butchered by the fword.” 

Ver, 665, King of the Silures, famous for his 
great exploits, and accounted the bett general 
Great Britain had ever produced. ‘The Silures 
were efteemed the braveft and moft powerful of 
all the Britons: they inhabited Herefordthire, 
Radnorthire, Brecknockfhire, Monmouththire, 
and Glamorganfhire. 

Ver. 666. Queen of the Iceni: 
well known. 

Ver. 678, It is certain, that an opinion was 
fixed and general among them (the Goths) that 
death was but the entrance into another life ; 
that all men who lived lazy and unactive lives, 
and died natural, deaths, by ficknefs or by age, 
went into vaft caves under ground, all dark and 
miry, full of noifome creatures ufual to fuch places, 
aud there for ever grovelled in endlefs ftench and 
mifery. On the contrary, all who gave them- 
felves to warlike ations and enterprifes, to the 
cenqueft of their neighbours and the flaughter of 
their enemies, and died in battle, or of violent 
deaths upon bold adventures or refolutions, went 
immediately to the vat hall or palace of Odin, 
their god of war, who eternally kept open houfe 
for all {uch guefts, where they were entertained 
atinfinite tables, in perpetual feafts and mirth, 
caroufing in bowls made of the fkulls of their ene~ 
iies they had flain; according to the number of 
whom, every one {n thefe manfions of pleafure 
was the moit honoured and beft entertained. 

Sir William Ten:ple's Effay on Heroic Virtue. 

Ver. yor. ‘The feven kingdoms of the Anglo- 





her ftory is 


“Saxons, confidered astbeing united inte one com- 


mon government, under a general in chief, or 
monarch, and by the means of an affembiy gene 
ral, or Wittenagemot. 

Ver. 704. Egbert, king of Effex, who, after 
having reduced all the other kingdoms of the hep- 
tarchy under his dominiun, was the firft king of 
England. 

Ver. 709. A famous Danith ftandard was cal- 
led reafisn, ot raven. The Dances imagined that, 
hetore a battle, the raven wrought upon this 
fandard clapt its wings or hung down its head, 
in token of victory or defeat. : 

Ver. 733. Alived the Greats renowned in war 
and no lefs famous in peace tor hiv many exccilent 
inftitutions. particularly thet of juries. 

Ver. 936 ‘The battle of Hattings, i 










ERTY. 169. 
and William the Gonqueror made himfelf mafter® 
of England. i 

Ver. 743. Edward IIL. the Confeffor, who re~ 
duced the Weft-Saxon, Mercian, and Danifh laws 
into one body; which from that time became 
common to all England, under the name of the 
laws @f Edward. 

Ver. 755- The curfew bell (from the French 
couvrefex) which was rung every night at eight 
of the clock, to warn the Englith to put out thei 
fires and candles, under the penalty of a devere 
fine. oy 

Ver. 762. The New Foret jn Hampthire; to 
make which, the country for above thirty miles 
in compats was laid waite. 

Ver. 775. On the sth of June, 1215, Kin, 
John, met by the barons on Runnemede, figned- 
the Great Charter of Liberties, or Magna Charta, ” 





Ver. 784. ‘Fhe league formed by the barons, 
during the reign of John, in the year £243, Was_ 
the firft confederacy made in England in defeiice* 
of the nation’s intereft againft the king. ws 

Ver. 795. Thecommons are enerally thought 
to have been firft reprefented & parliament ‘to, 
wards the end of Henry the Third's reign. To's’ 
parliament called in the year 1264) each county . 
was ordered to fend four knights, as reprefenta- 
tives of their refpettive thires; and to a parliae 
ment called in the year following, each county’ 
was ordered to fend, as their reprefentatives, two ~ 
knights, and each city and borough as many Cie 
tizens and burgeffes. Till then, hiftory makes no 
mention of them; whence a very ftrong argue | 
ment maf be drawn, to fix the original of the 
houfe. cf commons to that zra. se 

Ver. 840. Edward III. and Henry V. out 

Ver. 865. Three famous battles, gained by. 
the Englith over the French, 

Ver. $68. During the civil wars, betwixt the 
families of York and Lancafter. age 

Ver. 873. Henry VIL. 

Ver. 879. The famous Earl of Warwick, dur- 
ing the reigns of Henry VI. and Edward IV. was 
called the King-maker. 

Ver. 881. Permitting the barons to alienate 
their lands. 

Ver. 895. Henry VIII. 

Ibid. Of papal dominion. 

Ver. 9oq- John Wicklif, doctor of divinitys” 
who, towards the clofe of the fourteenth centirys 
publithed doétrines very contrary to thofe of the 
church of Rome, and particularly denying the 
papal authoriry. His followers grew very nunite 
rous, and were called Lollards, 

Ver. 906. Suppreffion of morfaftries. 

Ver. 912. .The Spanith Weft-Indies. 

Ver 931. The dominion of the houfe of Ate 
ftria. 

Ver. 937- 
that after proper 


"The Spanith Armada. Rapin fays, 
ures had been taken, the 







cnemy was expected with uncommon alacrity. 
Ver. 057 


st 

Palatine. and who had been 
but was fript of all his 
| Jomiz 1 disnitics by the Emperor Ferdt< 
j wand, while James the Firft, bis father-in-law, 








"+ Ver. 1078, The triple alliance. 


+g England, though his fleet had been at firft dit. 
Peited’ e 
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being amufed from time to time, endeavoured to 
mediate 2 peace. 

Ver. g7e. The monttrous, and till then un- 
heard-of doctrines of divine indefeafible heredita- 
ay right, paflive obedience, &c. 

Ver. 975. The parties of Whig and Tory. 

- Ver. 982. Charles I. * 
_ Ver. gor. Parliaments. 

Ver. 1603. Ship-money. 

Ver. 1004. Monopolies. 

Ver, 1008. The raging High Church fermons 
of thefe times, infpiring at once a fpirit of ftavith 
fubmiffion to the court, and of bitter perfecution 
omgsinft thofe whom they call Church and State 
Paritans. 

Ver 104s. At the Reftoration. 

Ver. 1045. Charles II. 

Ver. 1049. Court of Wards. 

Ver, 1075. Dunkirk. 

Ver. 1077... The war, 
France, againft the Dutch. 

















in conjundtion with 


Ver. 1080. Under Lewis XIV. 
’Ver, 1084. A flanding army, raifed without 
the sonfent of parliament. . 
Ver. 1095. The charters of corporations, 
er 1105, James IL 
Ver. 1119. ‘The Prince of Orange, in his paf- 


by a ftorm, was afterwards extremely fa- 
’ woured by feveral changes of wind. 
Mar. 114%. Rapin, in his Hittory of England. 
i-'The third of November the fleet entered the 
Channel, and Jay between Calais and Dover, to 
ftay for the thips that were behind. Here the 
Prince called a council of war.—It is not ealy to 
imagine what a glorious show the fleet made. 
Five or fix hundred flips in fo narrow a channel, 
and both the Englith and french thores covered 
“with numberlefs Frectatars, are no common fight. 
For my’ part, who was then on board the fleet, I 
own it ftrack me extremely. 
ec.2a6. The Prince placed himfelf in the 
main body, carrying a flag with Englith colours, 
and their Highneffes’ arms furrounded with this 
andtto, The Proteftant Religion and the Liberties 
of England; and underneath the motto of the 
houfe of Nauffau, Je Maintiendrai, 1 will main. 
tain. Rapin. 
Ver. 1147. The Englith fleet. 
* Wer. 1130. The king’s army. 
|, Var. 1143. By the Bill of Rights, and the A@ 
ef Succeffion, 
Ver. 1144. William NL 
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PART V. THE PROSPECT. 
: Contents. 


rf 
‘Tae Author addrefles the Goddels of Liberty, 
marking the happinefs and grandeur of Great 
Britain, as arifing from her influence; to ver. 
88, She refumes her difcourfe, and points out 
the chief virtues which are neceflary to main- 
tajn ber eftablifhment there; to yer. 374. Re- 


Henry interpofing, as the 


“Where bold ungivall’d 
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commends, as its Iaft ornament a 
feiences, fine arts, and public works# The ; 
couragement of thefe urged from te exan 
of France, though under a defpoftc gove 
ment; to ver. sao. The whol 
with a profpect of future times, 
Goddefs of Liberty: this de(cribed by the A. 
thor, as it paffes in vifion before him, 


goddefs paus’d ;— 

Oh, bleft Britannia! in thy prefence blett, 

Thoe guardian of mankind! whence fpring, 
* alone, 

All human grandeur, happinefs, and fame : 


For toil, by thee protected, feels no pain; § 
The poor man’s lot with milk and honey flows; 
And, gilded with thy rays, ev'n death looks gay. 
Let other lands the potent blefling boatt 

OF more exalting funs. Let Afia’s woods, 
Untended, yield the vegetable fleece : Io 


And let the little infect-artift form, 

On higher tife intent, its filken tomb, 

Let wondering rocks, in radiant birth, difclofe, 

‘The various-t:nétur’d children of the fun. 

From the prone beam let moredeliciaus fruits 1 Ss 

A flavour drink, that in one piercing tafte 

Bids each combine. Let Gallic vineyards burft 

With floods of joy ; with mild balfamic juice 

The Tufcan olive. Let Arabia breathe 

Her fpicy gales, her vital gums diftil. 20 

Turbid with gold let fouthernrivers flow; [maze. 

And orient floods draw foft, o'er pearls, their 

Let Afric vaunt her treafures ; let Peru 

Deep in her bowels her own ruin breed 

The yellow traitor that her blifs betray'd,— 25 

Unequali'd blifs !—~and to unequall’d rage 

Yet nor the gorgeous eaft, nor golden fouth, 

Nor, in full prime, that new-dilcover'd world, 

Where famaes the falling day, in wealth and 
“ praife, 

Shail with Britannia vie, while, Goddefs, the 30 

Derives her praife from thee, her matchleis 
“ charms, 

Her hearty fruits the hand of freedom own; 

And, warm with culture, hér thick cluttering 
“ fields 

Prolific teem. Etetnal verdure crowns 

Her meads; her gardens {mile eternal {pring. 35 

She gives the hunter-horfe, unquell'd by toil, 

Ardent, to ruth into the rapid chafe: 

She, whitening o'er her downs, diffufive, pours 

Unnumber'd flocks: the weaves the fleecy robe, 

‘That wraps the nations: the, to Iufty droves, 40 

The richeft pafture {preads 3 and, hers, deep- 
“* wave 

Autumnal feas of pleafing plenty round. 

‘Thefe her delights: and by no baneful herb, 

No darting tiger, no grim lion's glare, 

No fierce-defcending wolf, no ferpent roll’d 45 

In {pires immenfe progreffive o’er the land, 

Difturb’d. Enlivening thefe, add tities, full 

Of wealth, of trade, of cheerful toiling crowds ; 

Add thriving towns; add villages and farms, 

Innumerous fow'd along the lively vale, Sp 

peafants happy dwell: 

Add ancient feats, with venerable oaks 

Embofom’d high, while kindred floods below 


"Unbleft by virtue, government a league 


LIBERTY: ¥ "ay 


“ ‘Win through the mead ; and thofe of modern 
: * hand, 
“* More p mpous, add, that fplendid thine afar. 55 
© Weed I ter limapid Jakes, her rivers name, 
Where : warm the finny race? Thee, chief, © 
« Vhames y 

« On whole each tide, glad with returoing fails, 
* Flows in the mingled harvett of mankind? 59 
« And thee, thon Severn, whofe prodigious fwell, 
« And waves, refounding, imitate the main? 
Why need E name her deep capacious ports, 
© That point around the world? and why her feas? 
« All ocean is her own, and every land 

To whom her ruling thunder ocean bears. 65 
She too the ainetal feeds: th’ obedient lead, 
The warlike iron, nor the peaceful lefs, 
Forming of life art-civiliz'd the bond ; 
‘And that the Tyrian merchant fought of old, 
« Not dreaming then of Britain's brighter fame. 
© She rears to freedom an undaunted race: 71 
Compatriot, zealous, hofpitable, kind, 
Hers the warm Gambrian: hers the lofty Scot, 
Yo hardthip tam’d, active in arts and arms, 
Fir’d with a reftlels, an impatient flame, 75 
‘That leads him raptur'd where ambition calls: 
And Englith merit hers; where mect, combin’d, 
Whate’er high fancy, found judicious thought, 
An ample generous heart, undsooping foul, ~ 
« “And firm tenacious valour. can bettow. 89 
Great nurfe of fruits, of flocks, of commerce, 

She! [taught, 

Great nurfe of men! By thee, O Goddefs, 
Her old renown I trace, difclofe her fource 
Of wealth, of grandeur, and to Britons fing 
'A frain the mutes never touch’d before.” 85 
« But how fhall this thy mighty kingdom ftand ? 
On what unyielding bafe ? how finith’d thine?” 
At this her eye, collecting all its fire, 
Beam'd more than human; and her awful voice, 
Majeftic thus he rais'd—* To Britons bear 90 
‘This clofing ttrain, and with intenfer note 
Loud let it found in their awaken’d ear.” 

On virtue can alone my kingdom ftand, 
On public virtue, every virtue join'd. 
For, loft this focial cement of mankind, 95 
The greateft empires, by fearce-felt degrees, 
Will moulder foft away ; till, tottering loofe, 
They prone at laft to total ruin rufh. 


Everting life, and turning love to gaul ; 
Man hates the face of man, and Indian woods 
And Libya’s hiffing fands to him are tame. 

By thofe three virtues be the frame fuftain'd 
Of Britith freedom: Independent life ; iar 
Integrity in office ; and o’er all 
Supreme, 2 paffion for the commonweal, fgift 

Hail! Independence, hail! Heaven's next beit 
To that of lite and an immortal foul! 125 
The life of life! that to the banquet high 
‘And fober meal gives tafte ; te the bow’d roof. 
Fair-dream’d repofe, and to the cottage charms. 
Of public freedom, hail, thou fecret fource $ 
Whole ftreams, from every quarter confluent, form. 
My better Nile, that nurfes human life. ~ 13% 
By rills from thee deduc’d, irriguous, fed, 
The private field looks gay, with nature’s wealth 
Abundant flows, and blooms with each delight. 
‘That nature craves. Its happy mafter there, 135 
The only free-man, walks his pleafing round : 
Sweet-featur’d peace attending ; fearlefs truth; ~ 
Firm refolution ; gooduefs, bletlf&g all 
That can rejoice ; contentment, fure& frteud 
And, till freth ftores from natare’s book de: 
Philofophy, companion ever-new. 14k 
Thefe cheer his rural, and fuftain or fire, 

When into action call’d, his bufy hours. 
Meantime true judging moderate defire, 
Oeconomy and tatte, combin’d, dire& EAS 
His clear affairs, and from debauching fiends 
Secure his little kingdom. Nor can thofe = 
Whom fortune heaps, without thefe virtues, reach 
‘That tence with pain, that animated eafe, 
‘That felf enjoyment {pringing from withiry +36 
That independence, ative, or retir’d, © i 
Which make the foundett blifs of man below # 
But, loft beneath the rubbifh of their means, . 
And drain’d by wants to nature all unknown, 
A wandering, taftelefs, gaily-wretched train, 1 
Theset. rich, are beggars, and, though noble, 
aves. 

Lo! damn’d to wealth, at what a grofs expence, 
They purchafe difappointment, pain, and fhame. 
Inftead of hearty, hofpitable cheer, 

See how the hall with brutal riot flows ; 160 

While in the foaming flood, fermenting, fteep’d, 

The country maddens into party-rage. . 

Mark thofe difgraceful piles of wood and fons 

Thofe parks and gardens, where, his Baunts Ri 
uimm'd, 

And nature by preCamptuous art opprefs’d, - 46, 4 

The woodland genius mourns, See! the full baar 

That teams diiguft, and bowls that give a0 jey3” 

No truth invited there, to feed the mind ; 

Nor wit, the wine rejoicing réafon qualls. 

Hark! how the dome with infolence refounds, 176 

With thofe retain’d by vanity to fcare 

Repofe and friends. ‘To tyrant fafhion mark 

The coftly worfhip paid, to the broad gaze 

Of fools. From ftill delufive day to day, 

Led an eternel round of lying hope, * 

See! {clf-abandon’d, how they roam adrift, 

Dafh'd o’er the town, a miferable wreck! 

I'hea to adore fome warbling eunuch turn’d, 

With Mides? ears they crowd ; or to the‘bur’ 

Of mafquerade unbluthing ; or, to fhow © * aa 

Their fcora of uature, at the tragic feene~ “* 



















































Becomes, a circling junto of the great, Too 

‘To rob by Jaw; religion mild a yoke 

‘Yo tame the ftav foul, a trick of ftate 

"To matk their rapine, and to thare the prey. 

‘What are without it fenates, fave a face 

Of confultation deep and reafon free, 105 

‘While the determin’d voice and heart are fold ? 

‘What boafted freedom, fave a founding name? 

And what election, but a market vile 

Of flaves felf-barter’d? Virtue! without thee, 

‘There is no ruling eyes no nerve, in fates; If 

‘War has no vigour, and no fafety peace = 

Ev'n juice warps to party, laws opprefs, 

Wide through the land their weak protectien fails, 

Firft broke the balance, and then fcorn'd the 
fword. 

Thus nations fink, fociety diffolves ; INS 

Rapine and guile and violence break loofe, 








te 


By fyodas tremble at the fliffening gale, 
And ner ‘elefs fink while others fing rejoic’d. 315 
Or (dark :x profpect | fcatce one gleam behind 
Difclofing) fhould the broad corruptive plague . 
Breathe fyom the city to the fartheft hut, 

‘That fits ferene within the forelt-ihade ; 

The fever’d people fire, inflaine their wants, 320 
‘And their luxurious thirit, fo gathcring rage, 
That. were a buyer found, they ftand prepar’d 
To fell their birthright for a cuoling draught. 


+ Should flamelefs pens for plain corruption plead ; 


The hir'd affaflins of the commonweal ! B28 
Deem’d the declaiming rant of Greece and Kome, 
Should public virtue grow the public feof, 

Till private, failing, flaggers through the land: 
Till round the city lovie mechanic want, 
Dire-prowling nightly, makes the cheerful haunts 
Of men more hideous than Numidian wilds, 331 
Nor from its fury fleeps the vale in peace; « 
And murders, horrors, perjuries abound: 
Nay, till to loweft deeds. the highet ftoop ; 
The rich, like ftarving wretches, thirft for gold; 
And thofe, on whom the vernal thowers of heaven 


_ All bounteous fall, and that prime lot beftow, 


- A zeal unyielding in their country’s caufe, 


A power to live to nature and them(elves, 
Jn fick attendance wear their anxious days, 
With fortune, joylefs, and with honours, mean. 
Meantime, perhaps, profufion dows around, 341 
The waste of war, without the works of peace ; 
No mark of millions in the gulf ab‘orpt 
Of uncreating vice, none but the rage 
Of rous’d corruption ftill deroanding more. 
That very portion, which (by faithful fill - 
Employ’d) might make the {miling public rear 
Her ornamented head, drill’d through the hands 
Of mercenary tools, ferves but to nurfe 
A locuft-band within, and in the bud - 350 
Leaves ftarv'd each work of dignity and ufe. 
I paint the wort. But thould the(e times arrive, 
If any nobler paffion yet remain, 7 
Let all my fons all parties fling afide, 
Defpile their nonfenfe, and together join; 
Let worth and virtue fcorning low de(pair, 
Exerted full, from every quarter thine, 
Commix’d in heighten'd blaze. Light flath’d to 
Moral, or intellectual, more intenfe [light, 
By giving glows. As on pure winter’s eve, 360 
Gradual, the ftars effulge ; fainter, at firft, . 
They, ftraggling, rife ; but when the radiant hott, 
In thick profufion pour’d, fhine out immenie, 
Each cafting vivid influence on each, 
From pole to pole a glittering deluge plays, 
“And worlds above rejuice, and men below. 
But why to Britons this fuperfluous ftrain ?— 
Good-nature, honeft truth ev’n fomewhat blunt, 
Of crooked bafenefs and indignant fcorn, 
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37° 
And ready bounty, wont to dwell with hemo 
Nor-only want-—Wide o’er the land diffus’d, 
Ia many 2 bieft retirement fill they dwell. 
To fofter profpect turn we now the view, 
To laurell’d {cience, arts, and public works, 
‘That lend my finifi’d fabric comely pride, 
Grandeur, and grace. Of fullen geuius he! 
Curs’d by the mufes! by the graces loath’d! 
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» Who deems benesth the public’s high regard 


Thefe laf enlivening touches of my reign. 
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“, However puff’d with power, . and gorg'd with | 
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‘A nation be ; let trade enormous rife, [wealth, 
Let caft and foxth their mingled treafure pour, 
‘Till, fwell'd impetuous, the corrupting flood 
Burit o’er the city, and devour the land :, 
¥et thefe neglected, thete recording arts, 
Wealth rots, a nuifance; and, oblivious funk, ~ 
That nation muft another Carthage lie. : 
If not by them, on monumental brafs, 7 
On fculptur’d marble, on the deathlefs page, 350 
Impreft, renown had left no trace behind : Z 
In vain, to future times, the fage had thought, 
The legiflator plann’d, the hero found 
A beauteous death, the patriot toil’d in vain, 
‘Th’ awarders they of fame’s immortal wteath, 395 
They ronfe ambition, they the mind exalt, 
Give great ideas, lovely forms infufe, . *. 
Delight the general eye, and, dreft by them, 
The moral Venus glows with double charms. - : 
Science, my clofe affuciate, {till attends 402 
Where’er Igo. Sometimes, in finple guife, 
She walks the furrow with the conful (wajn, 
Whifpering unletter’d wifdom to the heart, 
Direct ; or, tometimes, in the pompous robe 
Of fancy dreft, ihe charms Athenian wits, 
And a whole fapient city, round her burns. ~ 
Then o’er her brow Minerya's terrors nod + 
With Xenophon, fometimes, in dire extremes, 
She breathes deliberate foul, and makes retreat 
Unequall’d glory: with the Theban fage, ») g1@ 
Epaminondas, firt and beit of men! 
Sometimes the bids the deep-embattled hoft, 
Above the vulgar reach, refiitlefs form’d, ‘ 
March to fure conqueft—never gain'd before! 
Nor on the treacherous {eas of giddy ftate 4 t§ 
Unfkillfal the: when the triumphant tide 
Of high-fwoln empire wears one boundiefs finile, 
And the gale tempts to new purfuits of fame, 
Sometimes, with Scipio, the collects her fail, 
And feeks the blifsful fhore of rural eafe, 
Where, but th’ Aonian maids, no fyrens fing; 
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Or fhould the deep-brew'd tempeft muttering rife, 


While rocks and thoals perfidious lurk around, 
With Tully the her wide-reviving light 

To fenates holds, a Cataline confounds, 425 
And faves a while from Czfar, tinking Rome. 
Such the kind power, whofe piercing eye diffolves 
Each mental fetter, and fets reafon free; 

For me infpiring an enlighten’d zeal, 

‘The more tenacious as the more convine’d = -43@ 
How happy freemen, and how wretched flaves, 
-To Britons not unknown, to Britons full . 
The goddefs fpreads her ftores, the fecret foul 
‘That quickens trade, the breath unfeen that wafts 
To them the treafures of 2 balane’d world. 
But finer arts (fave what the mufe has fang 
In daring flight, above all modern wing) 
Neglected droop the head; and*public works, 
Broke by corruption into private gain, 


‘| Not ornament, difgrace; not ferve, deftroy. 440 


Shali Britons, by their own joint wifdom rul’a 
Beneath one royal head, whofe vital power 
Conneéts, enlivens, and exerts the whole ; 

In finer arts, and public works, fhall they 


To Gallia yield? yield to a land that bends, 445 : 


Depreft, and broke, beneath the will of one? 
{Of one who, fhould th’ unkingly thir of gold, 
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Or tyrant paitions, or ambition, prompt, 

Calls locuft-armies o'er the blafted land : 19 

Drains from its thirty bounds the {prings of 

His own infatiate refervoir to fill: (wealth, 

To the lone defert patriot-merit frowns, 

Or jnto dungeons arts, when they, their chains, - 

Indignant, burfting, for their nobler works 

All other licence fcorn but truth’s and mine. 455 

Of, thame to think! fhall Britons, in the field 

Unconquer'd fill, the better laurel lofe ? 

Ev'n in that monarch’s reign, who vainly dreamt, 

By giddy power, betray’d, and flatter’d pride, 459 

To grafp unbounded fway; while, {warming 

His armies dar'd ail Europe to the field; {round, 

To hoftilé hands while treafure flow’d profute, 

And, that preat fource of treafure, fubject’s blood, 

Inhuman fquander'd, ficken'd every land ; 

From Britain, chief, while my fuperior fons, 465 

in vengeance rufhing, dath'd his idle hopes, 

And bade his agonizing heart be low : 

Ev'n then, as in the golden calm of peace ! 

What public works at home, what atts arofe! 

What various fcience thone ! what genius glow'd ! 
*Tis not for me to paini, diffufive thot 47% 

O’er fair extents of land, the thining road ; 

‘The flood-compelling arch; the long canal, 

‘Through mountains piercing, and uniting feass 

The dome refounding {weet with infant JY, 475 

From famine fav’d, or cruel-handed fhame, 

And that where valour counts his noble {cars 3 

The land were focial pleafure loves to dwell, 

Of the fierce demon, Gothic duel freed ; 

The robber from his farthett foreft chas'd; 480 

The turbid city clear'd, and, by degrees, 

Into fure peace'the belt police refin'd, 

Magnificence, and grace, and decent joy, 

Let Gallic bards record, how honour'd arts, 

And f{cience, by defpotic bounty bleis'd, 48s 

At diftance flourifh'd from my parent-eye, 

Reftoring ancient tafte, how Boileau role. 

How the big Romaa foul thook, in Corneille, 

The-trembling ftage. In elegant Racine 3s 489 

How the more powerful, tho’ more humble voice 

Of nature-painting Grecce, refittlefs breath'd 

The whole-awaken'd heart. How Moliere’s fcene, 

Chaftis‘d and regular, with well-judg’d wie, 

Not featter’d wild, and native humour, grac’d, 

“Was life itfelf. To public honours tais'd, 495 

How learning in warm feminaries {pread ; 

And, more for glory than'the fmatl reward, 

How emulation ftrove. How their pure tongue 

Almoft obtain'd what was deny'd their arms. 

From Rome, awhile, how painting, courted Jong, 

‘With Pouffin came; ancient defign, that lifts 50x 

A fairer front, and looks another foul. 

How the kind art, that, of unvalued price, 

‘The fam'd and only picture, eafy, gives, 

Refin’d her touch, and, thro’ the thadow'’d piece, 

All the live fpirit of the painter pour'd, 596 

Coyett uf arts, how feulpture norward deign'd 

A look, and bade her Girardon arife, 

How lavith’d grandeur blaz’d; the barren watte, 

Attonith'd, faw the indden palace fwell, 5to 

And fountains (pout amid its atid thades, 

For leagues, bright vittas Opening to the view, 

How foretts in majettic gardens {mil'd, 

How menial -arts, by their $y Gers tapght, 













Wove the deep flower, the blooming folii fe train <' 
In joyous figures o'er the filky lawn, / gue 
The palace cheer'd, illum’d the ftory’d wall, 
And with the pencil vy’d the glowing! toom. 
Thefe laurels, Louis, by the droppings rais'd 
OF thy profafion, its dithonour fhade, §20 
And, green thro’ future times, fhall bind thy brow ; 
While the vain honours of perfidious war 
Wither abhorr'd, er in oblivion loft. 
With what prevailing vigour had they fhot, 
And ftole a deeper root, by the full tide” gag 
Of war-funk millions fed ? Superior fill, 
How had ‘they branch'd luxuriant to the thies, 
In Britain planted, by the potent juice 
Of freedom {well’d?’ Fore’d is the bloom of arts, 
A falfe uncertain fpring, when bounty gives, 53@ 
Weak without me, a tranfitory gleam, 
Fair thine the flippery days, enticing fkies * 
Of favour {mile, and courtly breezes blow ; 
Tiil arts, betray’d, truft to the flattering air 
Their tender bloffom : then malignant rife 
The blights of envy, of thofe infeét-clouds, 
That, blafting merit, often cover courts: 
Nay, thould, perchance, fome kind Maecenas aid 
The doubtful beamings of his prince’s foul, 
His wavering ardour fix, and unconfin't 540 
Diffufe his warm beneficence around ; 
Yet death, at laft, and wintery tyrants come, 
Each fprig of genius killing at the root. 
But when with me imperial bounty joins, 
Wide o’er the public blows eternal tpring: 545 
While mingled autumn every harveft pours © s 
Ofevery land; whate’er invention, art, 
“Creating toil and nature can produce, ~~. > 
Here ceas'd the goddefs ; and her ardent wings, 
Dipt in the colours of the heavenly bow, 
Stood waving radiance round, for fudden flight 
Prepar’d, when thus, impatient, burft my prayer. 
“ Oh, forming light of life! O, better fun ! 
“ Sun of mankind ! by whom the cloudy north, 
“ Sublim’d, net envies Languedocian fkies, 555 
“ That, unftain’d ether all, diffufive fmile, 
“ When fuall we cail thefe ancient laurels ours 2 
“ And when Thy work complete 2” Straight with 
ber hand, 
Celeftial red, the touch'’d my darken’d eyes. 
As at the touch of day the fhades diffelve, 560 
So quick, methought, the mifty circle clear’d, 
That dims the dawn of being here below: € 
The future thone difclos’¢, and, in long view, 
Bright rifing eras inftant ruth'd to light. [hold ! 
(hey come! great goddefs! I the times be- 
“ The times our fathers, in the bloody field, 566 
Have earn’d fo dear, and, not with lefs renown, 
Tn the warm ftruggles of the fenate fight. + 
The times I fee ! whofe glory to fuppiy, i 
For toiling ages, commerce round the world | ~ 
“ Has wing'd unnamber’d fails, and from each 
: land [Rome 
“* Materials heap’d, that, well-employ’d, with 
Might vie our grandeur, and with Greece our 
“ Lo! Princes I behold! contriving ftill, [art. 
“ And ftill condu@ting firm fome brave defign; ~ 
Kings! that the narrow joylefs circle feorn, 
“ Burtt the blockade of falie defigning men, 571, 
“ OF treacherous funiles, of adulation fell, . 
“* And of the blinding cloudsazound them throws: 
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my ‘Thelconrt rejoicing millions; worth alone, 
And virtue dear to them; their beft delight, 
« In juft ; roportion, to give general joy; 
Their jealous care thy kingdom to maintain 3 
“ Phe public glory theirs; unfparing love 584 
Their endleis treafure ; and their deeds their 
praile, _ __[force. 
s With thee they work. Nonght can refit your 
"a Life feels it quickening in her dark retreats ; 
« Strong fpread the blooms of genius, {cience, art; 
His bafhful bounds difclofing merit breaks; 
« And, big with fruits of glory, virtue blows 590 
« Expanfive o'er the land. Another sace 
“ Of generous youth, of patriot fires, I fee! 
# Not thofe vain infeéts fluttering in the blaze 
# Of court, and ball and play; thofe venal fouls, 
“ Corruption’s veteran unrelenting bands, 595 
~* That, to their vices flaves, can ne‘er be free. 
“ [fee the fountain’s purg’d ? whence lite de- 
” . Tives % . 
* A clear or turbid flow; fee the young mind 
« Not fed impure by chance, by flattery fool’d, 
@ Or by fcholaitic jargon bloated proud, 6co 
‘** But fill’d and nourithed by the light of truth. 
“ Then, beam'd through fancy the refining ray, 
* And pouring on the heart the paffions feel 
‘At once informing light and moving flame ; 
‘Till moral, public, graceful action crowns 605 
“ The whole. Belold ! the fair contention glows, 
“ In all that mind our body can adorn, 
« And form to life. Inftead of barren heads, 
“| Barbarian pedants, wrangling fons of pride, 
f* And truth-perplexing metaphyfic wits, 610 
* Men, patriats, chiets, and citizens are form’d. 
“ Lo! juftice, like the liberal light of Heaven, 
 Unpurchas’d fhines on all, and from her beam, 
4 Appalling guilt, retire the favage crew, 
4, That prowl amid the dgrknefs they them. 
“felves - * 615 
Have thrown around the laws. Oppreffion 
“ grieves, 
See! how her legal furies bite the lip, [tect, 
“ While Yorks and ‘Talbots their deep {nares de- 
tt, And feize {wift juftice through the clouds they 
“ raife. 
“ See! focial labour lifts his guarded head, 620 
« And men not yield to government in vain, 
“ From the fure land is rooted raffian force, . 
#- And, the lewd nurfe of villains, idle waite ; 
Lo! raz’d their Haunts, down daih’d their mad- 
“ dening bow}, 
A nation’s poifon! beauteous order reigns ! 625 
Manly fubmiffion, unitnpofing toil, : 
“ ‘Trade without guile, civility that marks 
“¢ From the foul herd of brutal flayes thy fons, 
And fearlefs peace: Or fhould affronting war 
To flow butdreadful vengeanceraule the jyft, 630 
Unfailing fields of freemen I behold t 
‘That know, with their own proper arm, to guard 
“, Their own blef ifle againft a leaguing world. 
« Defpairing Gaul her boiling youth reitrains, 
“ Diffolv’d her dream of univerfal (way: 35 
‘The winds and feas are Britain’s wide domain ; 
And not a fail, but by permiffion, fpreads. 
“ Lo {warming fouthward on rejoicing fons, 
® Gay colonies extend ; the calm retreat 
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Of thofe whom bigots chafe from foreign lands. 
Not built on rapine, fervitude, and wae, 
And in their turn fome petty tyrant’s prey; 
But, bound by focial freedom, firm they rife ; 
Such as, of late, an Oglethorpe has form’d, 643 
And, crowding round, the charm’d Savannah 
* fees, 7 J Pots 
“ Horrid with want and mifery, no more 
Our ftreets the tender paflenger afflict. 
Nor fhivering age, nor ficknels without friend, 
Or home, or bed to bear his burning load, 65@ 
Nor agonizing infant, that ne’er earn’d 
Its guiltle(s pangs, I fee! The ftores, profufe, 
Which Britifh bounty has to thefe affign’d, : 
No more the faerilegious riot fwell 
Of cannibal devourers! Right apply’d, 655 
No ftarving wretch the land of treedom ftainss’ 
If poor, employment finds; if old, demands, ~ 
If fick, if maim’d, his miferable due; 
And will, if young, repay the fondeft care. 
Sweet fets the fun of itormy life, and {weet 660 
‘The morning fhines, in mercy’s dews array’d. 
Lo! how they rife! thefe families of Heaven ! 
That! chief, (but why—ye bigots !—why {fo 
_ late?) : 
Where blooms and warbles glad a rifing age: 
What fmiles of praife! and, while their fong 
“ afcends, 665 
The liftening feraph lays his lute afide. 
“ Hark! the gay mufes raife a nobler ftrain, 
With active nature, warm impaftion’d truth, 
Engaging fable, lucid order, notes 
Of various ftring, and heart-felt image fil’d. 67@ 
Behold ! I fee the dread delightful ichool 
Of temper'd paffions, and of polith’d life, ‘ 
Reftor'd: behold! the well-diffembted fcene 
Calls from embellifh’d eyes the lovely tear, 
Or lights up mirth in modeft cheeks again. 675 
Lo! vanifh’d monfter-land. Lo! driven away 
Thofe that Apollo's facred walls profane : 
Their wild creation fcatter'd, where a world* 
Unknown to nature, chaos more confus’d, ~ 
Over thebrute{ceneitsouran-outangs pours; 686 
Detefted forms: that, on the mind impreft, 
Corrupt, confound, and barbarife an age. 
“ Behoid! afl thine again the fiter-arts, 
Thy graces they, knit in harmonious dance. 
Nurs’d by the treafure from a nation drain’d 685 
Their works to purchafe, they to nobler roufe 
Their untain’d genius, their unfetter’d thought 5 
Of pompous tyrants, and of dreaming monks, 
The gaudy tools, and prifoners, nb more. 
* Lo! numerousdomesa Burlington confefs: 696 
For kings and fenates Git, the palace fee! 
The temple breathing # religious awe; 
Ev’n fram'd with elegance the plain retreat, 
‘Ihe private dwelling. Certain in his aim, 
Taite, never idly working, faves expence. 695 
“ See! Sylvan.icenes, where art, alone, pretends 
To drets her miftrefs, and difclofe her chagms: 
Such as a Pope in miniature has fhown ; 
A Bathurtt o’er the widening foreft {preads ; 
And fach as form a Kichmond, Chifwick, 
“ Stowe. * 700. 
* Auguft, around, what public works Tfee! 
Lo! itately ftreets, lo! fquares that caust the: 
S breeze, ; 
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“« In fpite of thofe to whem pertains the care, 

“* Ingulfing more than founded Roman ways, 

“Lo! tay’d from citieso’erthe brighten’d land, 705, 

* Connecting fea te fea, the folid road. 

“ Lo: the proud arch {no vile exactor’s ftand) 

“* With ealy fweep beftrides the chafing flood. 

“ See! long canals, and deepen’d rivers join 

“ Each part with each, and with the circling 

“ main to 
“ The whole enliven’d ifle. Lo! ports expand, 
.“ Free as the winds and waves, their theltering 
“ arms, 

“ Lo! ftreaming comfort o’er the troubled deep, 

“ On every pointed coaft the light-houfe towers; 

“ Aad, by the broad imperious mole repeli’d, 715 

“ Hark ! how the baffled ftorm indignant roars,” 
As thick to view thefe varied wonders rofe, 

Shook all my foul with tranfport, unaflur’d, 

‘The vifion brokes and, on my waking eye, 

Rufb’d the fill ruins of dejected Rome. 920 


Notes on Part V. 
Ver. 79. Tin, eecass 
Ver. 285. Lord Molefworth in his account of 
Denmark fays,—It is obferved, that in limited mo- 
sarchies and commonwealths, a neighbourhood 


‘| and invalids. 
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to the feat of the government is advan; 
the fubjeds; while the diftant provi 
j thriving, and more liable to opprefii 
Ver. 409. The famous retreat of the ten thou~ 
fand was chiefly conducted by Xenophon. 
Ver. 414. Epaminondas, after having beat the 
Lacedemonians and their allies, in the battle of 
Leuétra, made an incurfion at the head of a power. 
ful army, into Laconia. It was now fix hundred 
years fince the Dorians had pofleffed this country, 
and in all that time the.face of an enemy had not 
been feen within their territories, Plutarclyin 
Agefilaus. E “ 
‘Ver. 458. Lewis XIV. . 
Ver. 473. The canal of Languedoc. 
Ver. 475, & 477. 


“es are lefs 


Ver. 496. The academies of 


Sciences, of the 
Belles Lettres, and of Painting... - . 
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Ver. 503. Engraving. 
Ver. 518. The tapeltry of the Gobelins, . « 
Ver. 663. An hofpital for foundlings. 


Ver. 680. A creature which, of all brutes, 
moft refembles man.—See Dr. Tyfon’s treatife on 
this animal. 

Ver. 699. Okely woods, near Cirencefter. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF HIS MOTHER. 


From a MS. in the collcéion of the Earl of 
Buchan, 


Y*x: fabled mufes, I your aid difclaim, 

Your airy raptures, and your fancied flame : 
‘True genuine woe my throbbing breatt iatpires, 
Love prompts my lays, and filial duty fires; 
‘The foul iprings initant at the warm defign, 

And the heart dictates every Rowing line, 

See! where the kindett, beft of mothers lies, 
And death has thut her ever-weeping eyes ; 

* Has lodg’d as laft peace in her weary breatt, 
And full’d her mapy piercing cares to reft. 

No more the orphan train around her ftands, 
While her full heart upbraids her needy hands! 
Ne more the widow's lonely fate the feels, 

The fhock fevere that modeft want conceals, 

‘Thi oppreflor’s fcourge, the fcorn of wealthy pride, 
a\nd poverty’s unnumber'd ills befide. 

For fee ! attended by th’ angelic throng, 
Through yonder worlds of light the glides along, 
And claims the well earn’d raptures of the fky.— 
Yet fond concern recalls the mother’s eye ;~ 

She feeks the helplefs orphans left behind ; 

So hardly left ! fo bitterly refigi'd ! 

Still, till! is the my foul’s divineft theme, 

The walcing vifion, and the wailing dream: 
Amid the ruddy fun’s enliv’ning biaze 

Over my dark eyes her dewy image plays, 

“And in the dread dominion of the night ~ 
Sines out again the fadly pleafing fight. 
‘triumphant virtue all around her darts, 

And more than volumes ev'ry look imparts 


Looks, foft, yet awful, melting, yet ferene, 
Where both the mother and the faint are feen. ; 
But ah! that night—that torturing night remains; 
May darknefs dye it with its deepeft ftains, 

May joy on it forfake her rofy bow’rs, _ 

And tcreaming forrow blatt its baleful hours, 
When on the margin of the briny flood * 

Chill’d with a fad prefaging. damp I ftood, 

Took the laft look, ne’er to behold her more, 
And mix’d our murmurs with the wavy roar, 
Heard the laft words fall from her pious tongue, 
Then, wild into the bulging veffel flung, 


rgeous tp,2 


Which fooi, too foon convey'd me from her fight, « 


Dearer than life, and liberty and light ! 

Why was I then, ye powers, referv'd for this? 
Nor funk that moment in the vat abyfs? 
Devour'd at once by the relentlefs wave, 

And whelm'd for ever in a watery grave 2am 
Dowa, ye wild wifhes of unruly woe t= 

T fee her with immortal beauty glow, 

The early wrinkle care-contraéted gone, 

Her tears all wip’d, and all her forrows flown ¢ 
Th’ exalting voice of Heav'n I hear her breathe,” 
To foothe her foul in agonies of death. 

I fee her through the manfions bleit above, 

And now the nicets her dear expecting love, ~ 
Heart-cheering fight! but yet, alas! overipread _ 


By the damp gloom of grief’s uncheerful thade, 


Come then of reafon the reflecting hour, 
And let me truft the kind o’er-ruling power, 





* On the fuore of Leith, when he embarked fog 
London Sik ergs ewe : 


‘The hofpitals for foundlings 
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~ Whotrom the tight commands the thining day, 
‘The poor-man’s portion, and the orphan's ftay | 


ELEGY CN THE DEATH OF MR. AIKMAN 
“THE PAINTER *. 


From a MS. in the collection of the Eart of 
Buchan. 
Oa could I draw, my friend, thy genuine mind, 
Just, as the living form’s by thee defign'd, 
Of Raphael's figures none fhould fairer thine, 
Mor Titian’s colours longer laft than mine. 
A mind in wifdom old, in lenience young, 
From fervant truth where every vistue {prung ; 
Where all was real, modett, plain, fincere ; 
Worth above thow, and goodnefs unfevere : 
View'd round and round, as lucid diamonds throw 
Stull as you turn them a revolving glow : 
So did his mind reflect with fecret ray, 
In various virtues, heav'n’s internal day, 
Whether in high difcourfe it (ard fublime, 
And fprung impatient o'er the hounds of time, 
Or wand*ring nature throuch with rantur'd eye, 
Ador'd the band that turn’d yon ture thy + 
Whether to focial lit» he bent his thought, 
And the right poife of mingling paffions fought, 
Gay converle blefs’d ; or in the thoughtful grove 
Bid the heart open every fource of love. 
New varying lights ftill fet before your eyes 
The jut, the good, the focial, or the wife, 
For (uch a death who can, who would, refute 
The friend a tear, a verfe thé mournful nite ? 
Yet pay we juft acknowledgment to Heaven, 
Though fnatch'd fo foon, that Aikman e’er was 
given. 
A friend, when dead, is but remov'a from fight, 
td in the luftre of steraat light: 

Oft with the mind he wonted converfe keeps 
Inthe lane walt, or when the body flecps 
Lets ina wankring ray, and all elate 
Wings and attrads ber to anather flate ¢; 
And when the parting florms of life are ver, 

ty. yet rejoin him ona happier jLore. 
As thofe we love decay, we die in part, 
String after ftring is fever’d from the heart $ 
Till loofen'd life at laft—but breathing clay, 
Without one pang, is glad to fall away. 
Unhappy he who latett feels the vlow, 
Whoie eyes have wept o'er ev'ry friend laid low, 
Dragg'd ling’ring onfrom partial death to death, 
And dying, ali he can retiyn is breath. 


SON G. 
WRITTEN IN BIS RARLY YEARS, AND AFTER- 
WARDS SHAPED FOR HIs AM4NDA. 
From a MS. in the calledtion of the Earl of 
Buchan. 
For ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An uarelenting foe to love ; 








* Mr. Aikman died at London, on the ith of 
June, O. 8. 1731, from whence his remains were 
feat to Scotland, and interred in the Gray. Friars 
church-yard, clofe by thofe of his ently fon, who 
Bast been buried only a few months before. 

t This and the three préceding tines, are not 
ta the MS. of Mrs. Forbes Aikman. 

Vax. IX, 








And when we mieet a riutual heart, 
Come in between and bid us part ; 
Bid us figh on from day to day, 

And with apd with the foul away ; 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gore > 

But bufy bufy ftill art thou, 

To bind the lovelefs joyleis vow, 

The heart from pleafure to delude, 
And join the gentle to the rude * ; 
For pomp, and noife, and fcniclefs thow, 
To make us nature’s joys forego, 
Beneath a gay dominion groan, 

And put the guiden fetter on} 





TO DR. DELACOUR, IN IRELAND 


On bis profpe® of poetry. 

Hart geatly-warbling Delacour, whofé fame, 
Spurning Hibernia’s iolitary coatt, 

Where timali rewards attend the tuneful throngs 
Pervades Pritanuia’s well-difeetning ifle: 
To ¢pite of all the gloomy-minded tribe 7 
‘That would eclipfe thy fame, ftill thall the mufe, 
High foaring o'er the tall Parnaffian mount 
With {preading pinions—fing thy wondrous praife, 
Ta ttrains attnn’d to the feraphic lyre. 

Sing unappali'd, though mighty be the theme ! 
O! could the in thy own harmonious. ftrain, 
Where foftett numbers tmouthly howing glide 
Tn trickling cadence; where the milky maze 
Devolves in § : by the hariher found 

Of hoarier periods fill unrufiled, could 

Her lines but like thinc own Euphrates flow—— 
Then might the fing in numbers worthy thee. 
But what can language do, when fancy finds 
Herfelf unequal to the lovely tafk > 

Can feeble words thy vivid colours paint, 

Or fhow the fweets which inexhaufive flow ? 
Hearken ye woods, and long-refuunding groves ; 
Liften ye freams, fott puriing thro’ the meads, 
And hymning horrid, all ye tempefts roar. 
Awake, ye woodlands! ing, ye watbling larks, 
In wildly Lafcious notes! Gut molt of ait, 
Attend, ye gratetul fir, atrend the youth 























Who fweetly Sings of nature and of you: 
From you alone his conicious brea expe@s 
I's foft rewards, by fordid love of gain 
Unbia 


‘dy undebas’d; to meanes minds 

is nobler foul, 
gen'rous thirtt of fume, 
riles with expanded wings, s 
h the lucid empyrean foars, 

g eagle wings its rapid way — [eloft, 
Through heaven's broad azure ; fometimes {prings 
Now drops, now cleaves with even-weving w ings 
The yielding ais, nor feas nor mountains ftop 

its fight impetuous, gazing at the fan 

With irretorted eye, whilit he pervades 
















® For once, O Fortune! 
Aud Latfotve thy future care: 
All other blefings ‘I resign, 
Make but the dear Amanda mine! 


hear my prayer, 






The crisinal of this alfo, as prepared Sor bis 
4,15 tn Lord Bucian’s pofegion. 
$s 
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A tracklefs void, and unexplor’d before. 
Long had the curious’ traveller trove to find 
The ruins of alpiring Babylon— 
In vain--for nought the niceft eye could trace 
Save one wide, wat'ry, undiftinguith’d wafte : 
But you with more than magic art have rais‘d 
Semiramis’s city from its grave; 
You have revers'd the feripture curfe, which faid, 
Dragons thal here inhabit; in your page 
‘We view the rifing fpires ; the hurtied eye 
Diftraaed wanders through the verdant maze ; 
In middle dir the pendant gardéns hang, 
‘Tremendous ceiling !-~whilf no folar beam 
Falls _on the lengthen’d gloom beneath: the 
Project above a ftecp-alluring fade; {woods 
The finith’d garden opens to the view 
Wide-ftretching viftas, while the whifpering wind 
Dimples along the breezy-rufled lake. 

Now every tree irregular, and hits 
Are prodigal of harmony: the birds 
Frequent th’ aérial wood, and nature bluthes, 
Afham’d to find herfelf vutdone by art: 
Thefe and a thoufand beauties could I fing, 
GolleGting like the ever-tviling bee 
From yonder mingled wildernefs of fow’rs 
‘The aromatic fweets; while you, great youth ! 
O’er thy decaying country chief pretide ; 

fe thou het genius call'd, infpire her youth 

‘ith noble emulation to arrive 
At Helicon’s fair font, which few, alas! 
Save you, have tafted of Hibernian youth. 
Thy country, tho' corrupted, brought thee forth, 
And deem'd her greatett ornament ; and now 
Regards thee as her brighteft northern tar. 
Long may you reign as tuch; and thould grim 

time, 

‘With iron teeth, deprive us of our Pope, 
Then we'll tranfplant thy blooming laurels fret 
From your bleak thore to Albion’s happier coat. 


SONG. 


0 THov, whofe tender ferious cyes 
Expreflive {peak the mind I love ; 
‘The gentle azure of the tkies, 

The penfive thadows of the grove : 








O mix their beauteous beams with mine, 
And let us interchange our hearts; 
Let all their fiveetnefs on me thine, 
Pour’d through r.y foul be all their darts. 


Ah! ‘tis too much ! I cannot bear 
At once fo foft, fo keen, a rays 
Inpity, then, my lovely fair, 

O turnthele killing eyes away ! 


But what avails it to conceal 

Gne charm, where nougkt but charms we fee? 
Their latre then again reveal, 

And let me, Myra, die cf thee. 


. VERSES ADDRESSED TO MISS YOUNG, 


An urge too late! from beauty’s boadage free, 
Why did Ttrutt my fiberty with shee? 

And thou, why didit thou, with inhumon art, 
JF not refolv’d to tuk, feduce my heart? 

Yes, yes, you fuid (for lovers vyes ip ak true): 
You muft have ‘een how fait my paflion grew 5 
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And when your glances chane’d on me tp thine; 

How my fond foul ecttatic {prung to thine ! . 
But mark me, fair-one, what I now déclare 

‘Thy deep attention claims, and ferious care : 

Itis no common paffion fires my breaft, 

I mutt be wretched, or I mutt be blett ! 

My woes all other remedy deny; 

Or, pitying, give me hope, or bid me die! 


A P OEM, 
“SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 
Injcrited to the Right Hon. Sir Robert Waipole. 


Swat the great foul of Newton quit this earth, 
To mingle with his ars; and every mule, 
Altoniih’d into filence, fhun the weight 

OF Lonours due to his iflu®rious name? 

Gut what can man? Ev’n now the fons of light, 
In ftrains high warbled to feraphic lyre, 

Hail his arrival on the coat of blifs, 

Yer am 1 not deterr’d, tho high the theme, 
And tung to harps of angels, for with you, 
Ethereal flames! ambitious, I afpire, 

In nature’s general fymphony to join. 

And whatnew wonderscan you fhow your gueft! 
Who, while on this dim {pot, where mortals toil 
Clouded in duft, from motions fimple laws, 

Could trace the tecret hand of Providence, 
Wide-working through this univerfal frame. 

Have ye not I:iten’d while he bound the funs, 
And planets, to their fpheres! th’ unequal taf 
Of human-kind till then. Ott had they roll’d 
Over evring man the year, and oft dilgrac’d 
‘the pride of fchools, becaufe their courle was 
Full in its fes and effects to him, [known 
All pi ge! Who fat not down and dream’d 
Romantic ichemes, defended by the din 
Of fpecions words, and tyranny of names ; 

Bur, bidding his amazing mind attend, 
And with heroic patience years on years 
Decp tearching, faw at lait the fyitem dawn, 
Aind thine, of ail his race, on him alone. 
What were his raptures then ! how pure! how 
ftrongt 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, 
By hisdiminith’d, but the pride of boys 
In fome fimall fray victorious! when initead 
Of thatter’d parcels of this earth wfurp'd 
By voilence unmanly, and fore deeds 
Of cruelty and blood, Nature herfelf 
Stood ailfubdued by him, aad open laid 
Her every latent glory to his view. 

All intelectual eye, our folar round 
Firlt gazing through, he by the blendid power 
OF gravitation and projed?ion faw 
ike whole in filent harmony revolve. 
nm unaffiited vifiun hid, the moons 
taoter planets namerous iorm’d, 

v mingled tracts were feen. 
wanderwig queen of night, 
nes into a Icanty orb, 

Cr, wexing Lroad, with her pale thadowy light, 
tn a toft deluge overdows the fky. 

He: every motion clear-diicerning, he 

Asjutted to the mutual main, and taught 

“Why now the mighty mafsof water (wells 


Refiilick, heaying on the broken roc 
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And the full river turning : till again 

‘Lhe-tide revertive, unattracted, leaves 

A xellow wafte of idle fands behind. 

Then breaking hence, he took his ardent fight 
‘Through the blue infinite; and every ftar, 
Which the clear concave of a winter's night 
Pours on the eye, or aftronomic tube, 
Far-ftretching, fnatches from the dark abyf ; 

Or fuch as farther in fucceflive fkies 
To fancy thine alone, at his approach 
Blaz’d into funs, the living centre each 
Of an harmonious fyftem : atl combin’d, 
And rol’d unerring by that fingle power, * 
Which draws the ftone projected to thé ground. 
O, unprofufe magnificence divine ! 
O, wifdom truly periect ! thus to call 
Frem a few caufes fich a fcheme of things, 
Effects fo various, beautiful, and great, 
An univerfe complete! And, O belov'd 
Of Heaven! whofe well-pucg'd penetrative eye, 
The myftic veil tranfpiercing, inly (cann'd 
‘The rifing, moving, wide-eftablith’d frame. 
He, firft of men, with awful wing purlued 


-The comet through the long elliptic curve, 


As round innumerous worlds he wound his way 5 
Till, to the forehead of our evening tky 
Return’d, the blazing wonder glares anew 
And o'er the trembling nations thakes difmay. 
The heavens are all his own; from the wild 
Of whitling vortices, and circling fpheres, [rule 
‘Yo their firft great fimplicity reftor'd. 
The {chools aftonith'd ttood ; but found it vain 
‘To combat ftill with demonttration trong, 
And, unawaken’d dream beneath the blaze 
Oftruth. At ouce their pleafing vifions fled, 
‘With the gay thadows of the morning mix’d, 
‘When Newton rofe, aur philofophic fun. 
‘Th’ aérial flow of found was known to him, 
Froni whence it firft in wavy circles breaks, 
‘Fill the touch’d organ takes the mieffage in. 
Nor could the darting beam of {peed immente, 
Elcape his fwift purfuit, and meafuring eye. 
Ev'n light itfelf, which every thing diiplays, 
Shone undifcover’d, till his brighter mind 
Untwitted all the thining robe of day; 
And, from the whitening undiftinguith’d blaze, 
Collecting every ray into his kind, 
To the charm’d eye educ’d the gorgeous train 
Of parent-colours. Firft the flaming red 
Sprung vivid forth » the tawny orange next; 
And next delicious yellow ; by whofe fide 
Fell the kind beams of all-refrething green. 
‘Then the pure blue, that {wells autumnal tkies, 
Ethereal play’d; and then, of fadder hue, 
Emerg’d the deepen'd indico, as when 
‘The heavy-fkirted evening droops with froft. 
While the laft gleamings of refracted light 
Dy’d in the fainting violet away. 
Thefe, when the clouds diftil the rofy thowery 
Shine out diftin@ adown the watery how ; 
While o’er uur heads the dewy vifion bends 
Delightful, melting on the fields beneath. 
Myriads of mingling dyes from thefe refult, 
And myriads til remain; infinite fource 
Of beauty, ever-bluthing, ever-new ! 
Did ever poet image aught fo fair, 





[brook ! 
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Or prophet, to whofe rapture heaven defcends ! 
Ev’nnow the fetting fun and hhifting clouds, 
Seen, Greenwich, from thy lovely heights, declare 
How juft, how beauteous, the refradive law. 
The noifelefs tide of time, all bearing down 
To vaft eternity’s unbounded fea, 
Where the green iflands of the happy thine, 
He ftemmn'd alone ; and to the fource (involv'd 
Deep in primeval gloom) alcending, rais'd 
His liguts at equal diftances, to guide 
Hiftorian, wilder’d on his darkfonte way. 
But who can nynber up his tabouts ?’ who 
His high dilcoveries fing ? when but a few 
Of the deep-fludying race can ftretch their minds 
To what he knew: in faccy’s lighter thought, 
How hall the mule then ctafp the mighty theme? 
What wonder thence that hi. devotion fwell’d 
Refponfive to his knowledge! For could he, 
Whoie piercing mental eye diffufive faw 
‘The finith'd univeriity of things, 
In.all its order, magnitude, and parts, . 
Forbear inceffant to adore that power 
Who fills, fuftains, and aétnates the whole ? 
Say, ye who beft can tell, ye happy few, 
Who faw him in the fofteft lights ot life, 
All unwithheld, indulging to his friends 
The vaft unborrow’'d treafures of his mind, 
Oh, fpeak the wondrous man! how mild, how cala, 
How greatly humble, haw divinely good ; 
How firm ettalish'd on eternal truth ; 
Fervant in doing well, with every nerve 
Still preffing on, forgetful of the pait, 
And panting for pertection: far above 
Thofe little cares, and vilionary joys, ‘ 
That fo perplex the fond impaffion’d heart 
Of ever-cheated, ever-trufting man. 
And you, ye hopelefs gloomy-minded tribe, 
You who unconfcious of thofe nobler flights 
That seach impatient at immortal life, 
Againtt the prime endearing privilege 
Oi being dare contend, fay, cana foul 
Of fuch extenfive, deep, tremendous powers, 
Enlarging ftiil, be but a finer breath * 
OF fpirits dancing through their tubes awhile, 
And then for ever loft ia vacant air? 
But, hark ! methinks I hear a warning voice, 
Solemn as when fome awful change is come, 
Sound through the world—'Tis done—The meas 
fure’s full ; . 
And I refign my charge.—Ye mouldering ftones, 
That build the towering pyramid, the proud 
Triumphal arch, the monument effac’d 
By ruthlefs rain, and whate’er fupports 
The worthip name of hoar antiquity, ; 
Down to the duit! what grandeur can ye boaft 
While Newton lifts his column to the tkies, 
Beyond the watte of time. Let no weak drop 
Be hed for him. ‘Che virgin in her bloom 
Cat off, the joyous youth, and darling child, 
Thefe are the tombs that claim the tender tear, 
Andelegiac tong. But Newton calls 
For other notes of gratulation high, 
That now he wanders through thofe endlefs worlds, 
He here fu well defcried, and wondering talks, 
And hymns their Author with his glad compeers. 
Q, Britain’s boaft whether with angels thea 





Dreaming in whifpering groves, by the hoarle | Sitteft in dread difvourfe, or fe!low-bleft, 
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Who joy to fee the honour of their kind ; 

Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 

Thy fwitt career is with the whirling orbs, 

Comparing things with things, iu rapture loft, 

And grateful adoration, for that light 

So plenteous ray’d into thy mind below, 

From light simjeif; ob, look with pity down 

On human-kind. a frail erroneous race ! 

Evalt the {pirit of a downward world! 

O’er thy dejected country chief prefide, 

And be her Genius call’d! hes ttudies raife, 

Correct her manners, and infpire her youth. 

For, though deprav’'d and funk, fhe brought thee 
forth, 

And glories in thy name: the points thee out 

To al] her fons, and bids them eye thy ftar: 

While, in expectance of the fecond life, 

When time fhall be no more, thy facred duft 

Sleeps with her kings, and dignifies the fcene. 





A POEM, 


“So the memory of the Right Hon. Lord Talbot, 
Lord Ghancelior of Great Britain. Addrefed 
to his fon. 


Wurte, with the public, you, my Lord, lament 
A friend and father loft; permit the mufe, 
The mofe aflign’d of old a double theme, 
To praife dead worth, and huwble living, pride, 
Whole generous tatk begins where intereit ends, 
Permit ber ona Talbot’s tomb to lay 
This cordial verfe fincere, by truth infpir'd, 
Which means not to beftow, but borrow fame. 
Yes, fhe may fing his matchle(s virtues now— 
Unhappy that the may=-But where begin? 
How from the diamond fingle out each ray, 
Where all, though trembling with ten thoufand 
Effue one dazzling undivided [hues, 
Let the low-minded of thefe narrow days 
No more prefme to deem the lofty tule 
f ancient tives, in pity to their own, 
Romance. In Talbot we united faw 
The piercing eye, the quick enliphten’d foul, 
The graceful eafe, the flowing tongue of Greece, 
Join'd to the virtaes and the force of Rome, 
Eternal Wifdom, that all-quickening fun, 
Whence every life, in juft proportion, draws 
Directing light and a@uating flame, 
Never with a larger portion of its heams 
Awaken'd mortal clay. Hence fleady, calm, 
Piffufive, deep, and clear, his renfon (aw, 
With inftantancous view, the truth of things ; 
Chief what to human life and humon blits 
Yertains, that noblet feience, fit jor man: 
And hence, refponfive to his knowledye, glow'd 
His ardent virtue. Ignorance and vic 
In confort foul agree ; each heighteni 
While virtue draws from knowledge bri 
What grand, what comcly,or what tender fenfe, 
Whar talent, or what virtue, was not his; 
‘What that can render man or great, or good, 
Give wleful worth, or amiable ce)! 
Nor could he broek in ftudions thade to lie, 
In foft retirement, indoiently pleas'd 
Wer rlfith peace. The fyrenof the wife, 
(Who feals th’ Aonien fong, and, in the thape 
Mi value, woos them fruia a worihlets werld) 
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Though deep he felt her charms, could never melt 
His ttrenuous fpirit, recollected, caim, ; , 
As filent night, yet active as the day. * 
The more the bold, the buftling, and the bad, 
Prefs to ufurp the reins of power, the more 
Behoves it virtue, with indignant zeal, 
To check their combination. Shall low views 
Of fneaking intereft or luxurious vice, 
The villain’s paffions, quicken more to toil, 
And dart a livelier vigour through the foal, 
‘Chan thofe that, mingled with our truet good, 
With prefent honour and immortal fame, . 
Involve the good of all? An empty form 
Is the weak virtue, that amid the thade 
Lamenting lies, with future fchemes amus'd, 
While wickednefs and folly, bindred powers, 
Confound the world. A Talbot's, different far, 
Sprung ardent into action: aétion, that difdain’@ 
To lofe in deathlike floth one pulfe of life, 
That might be fav'd; difdain’d for coward eafe, 
And her infipid pleafures, to refign 
‘fhe prize of glory, the keen {weets of toil, 
And thofe high joys that teach the truly great 
To live for others, and for others die. 

Early, behold! he breaks benign on life. 
Not breathing more beneficence, the fprin; 
Leads in her fwelling train the gentle airs. 
While gay, behind her, fmiles the kindling watte 
Of ruffian ftorms and winter's lawle{s rage. 
Tn him Aftrea, to this dim abode 
Of ever-wandering men, return’d again t 
To blefs them his delight, to bring them back, 
From thorny error, from unjoyous wrong, . 
Into zhe paths of kind primeval faith, 
Of happinefs and juflice. All his parts, 
His virtues ail, collected, fought the good 
Of human-kind. For that he, fervent, felt 
The throb of patriots, when they model ftates : 
Anxious tor that, nor needful fleep could hold 
His ttill-awaken'd foul; nor fritnds had charms 
To ftcal, with pleafing guile’ one ufeful hour ; 
Toil knew no languor, no attraction joy. 
Thus with unwearied fteps, by virtue led, 
He gain’d the fummit of that facred hill, 
Where, rais’d above black envy’s darkening clouds 
Her (potlets temple lifts its radiant front. 
Be nam’d, victorious ravagers, no mere ! 
Vanith, ye human comets! fhrink your blaze 
Ye that your glory to your terrors owe, 
As, over the gazing defolated earth, 
You featter’a famine, peftilence, and war; 
Vanith ! before this vernal fun of fame ; 
Effulgent fweetnefs! beaming life and joy. 

How the heart liften’d while he, pleading fpoke! 
While on th’ enlighten'd mind, with winning arty 
His gentle reafon fo perfuafive ftole, 

That the charm’d hearer thought it was hisowm 
Ab! when, ye ftudious of the laws, again 

Shall fuch enchanting leffons blefs your ear? 
When thall again the darkeft truths, perplezt, 

Be fet in ample day? when (hall the harfh 

And arduous open into fmiling eafe? 

‘The folid mix with elegant delight? 

Ilis was the talent with the pureft light 

At once to pour conviction on the foul, 

And warm with lawfulfiame th’ impaffion'd heart, 
That dangerous gift with him was fafely lodg’d 


ELEGIES, SONGS, &. 


” By heaven—Ne, facred to his country’s caufe, 
To trampled want and worth, to fuffering right, 
To thg ione widow's and her orphan’s woes, 
Referv'd the mighty charm. With equal brow, 
Defpifing then the {miles or frowns of power, 
He all that nobleft eloquence effus'd, 

‘With generous paffion, taught by reafon, breathes: 
‘Then {poke the man ;. and, over barren art, 
Prevail’d abundant nature. Freedom then 
His client was, humanity and truth. 
- Plactd on the feat of juftice, there he reign’d, 
Ina fuperior {phere of cloudlefs day, 
A pure intelligence. No tumult there, 
No dark emotion, no intemperate heat 
No paffien-e’er difturb’d the clear ferene 
‘That round him fpread. A zeal for right alone, 
The love of juftice, like the fteady fun, 
Its equal ardour lent ; and fometimes rais'd 
Againft the fons of violence, of pride, 
And bold deceit, his indignation gleam’d, 
Yet till by fober dignity reftrain’d, 
As intuition quick, he fnatch’d the truth, 
Yet with progreffive patience, ftep by ftep, 
Self-diffident, or to the flower kind, 
He through the maze of falfehood trac’d it on, 
Till, at the laft, evolv'd, it full appear’d, 
And ev'n the lofer own’d the juft decree. 
Bat.when, in fenates, he, to freedom firm, 
Enlighten’d freedom, plann’d falubrious laws, 
His various learning, his wide knowledge, then, 
His infight deep into Britannia’s weal, 
Spontaneous feem’d from fimple fenfe to flow, 
And the plain patriot fmooth’d the brow of law. 
No fpecious {well, no frothy pomp of words, 
Fell on the cheated ear; no ftudy’d maze 
Of declamation, to perplex the right, 
He darkening threw around: fafe in itfelf, 
In its own force, all-powerful reafon {poke ; 
While on the great, the ruling point, at once, 
He ftream’d decifive day, and fhow’d it vain 
‘To lengthen farther out the clear debate. 
Conviction breathes conviction ; to the heart, 
Pour'd ardent forth in eloquence xzbid, 
The heart attends: for let the venal try 
Their every hardening ftupifying art, 
Truth mutt prevail, zeal will enkindle zeal, 
And nature, tkilful touch’d, is honeft ftili. 
Behold him in the councils of his prince. 
‘What faithful light he lends ! How rare, in courts, 
Such wifdom ! fuch abilities ! and, join’d 
To virtue fo determin’d, public zeal, 
And honour of fuch adamantine proof, 
As ev’n corruption, hopelefs, and o’eraw’d, 
Durft not have tempted ’ Yet of manners mild, 
And winning every heart, he knew to pleafe, 
Nobly to pleafe ; while equally he fcorn'’d 
Or adulation to receive, or give. 
Happy the ftate, where wakes a ruling eye 
Of fuch infpection keen, and general care! 
Beneath a guard fo vigilant, fo pure, 
Toil may retign his carelefs head to reft, 
And ever-jealous freedorh fleep in peace. 
Ah! loft untimely ! loft in downward days! 
And many 2 patriot counfel with him loft! 
»Counfels, that might have humbled Britain’s foe, 
“ Wer native foe, from eldeft time by fate 
+ Appointed, as did once a Talbot's arms 
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Let learning, arts, let oniverfal worth, 
Lament a patron loft, a friend and judge, 
Unlike the fons of vanity, that veil’d 
Beneath the patron's proftituted name, 
Dare facrifice a worthy man to pride, 
And fluth confufion o’er an honeft cheek. 
When he conferr’d a grace, it feem'd a debt 
Which he to merit, to the public, paid, 
And to the great all-bounteous fource of good. 
His fympathifing heart itfelf receiv'd 
The generous obligetion he beftuw’d. 
This, this indeed, is patronizing worth. 
Their kind protector him the Mufes own, 
But {corn with noble pride the boaited aid 
Of taftelefs vanity’s infulting hand. : 
Yhe gracious ftream, that cheers the letter’d 

world, 

Is not the noify gift of fummer’s noon, 
Whote fudden current, from the naked root, 
Wathes the little foil which yet remain’d, 
And only more dejects the bluthing flowers: 
No, ’tis the foft-defcending dews at eve, 
‘The filent treafures of the vernal year, 
Indulging deep tbeir ftores, the ftill night longs 
Till, with returning morn, the frefhen’d world, 
ts fragrance all, all beauty, joy, and fong. 

stil let me view him in the pleafing light 
Of private life, where pomp forgets tu glare, - 
And where the plain unguarded foul is feen. 
There, with that trueft greatnefs he appear'd, 
Which thinks not of appearing ; kindly veil’d 
In the foft graces of the friendly fcene, 
Infpir:ng focial confidence and eafe. 
As free the converie of the wife and good, 
As joyous, difentangling every power, 
And breathing mix’d improvement with delight, 
As when amid the various bloffom’d fpring, 
Or geutle-beaming autumn’s penfive fhade, 
The philofophic mind with nature talks. 
Say ye, his fons, his dear remains, with whom 
‘The father laid fuperfluons ftate afide, 
Yet rais’d your filial duty thence the more, 
With friendfhip rais’d it, with efteem, with love, 
Beyond the ties,of blood, oh ! {peak the joy, ; 
The pure ferene, the cheerful wildom mild, 
The virtuous fpirit, which his vacant hours, 
In femblance of amufement, through the breaft 
Infus'd. And thou, O ® Rundle! lend thy ftrain, 
‘Thou darling friend ! thou brother of his foul! 
In whom the head end heart their ftores unite 5 
Whatever fancy paints, invention pours, 
Judgment digefs, the well-tun'd bafom feels, 
Truth natural, moral, or divine, has taught, 
‘The Virtues dictate, or the Mufes fing. 
Lend me the plaint, which, to the lonely main, 
With memory converfing, you will pout, 
Ason the pebbled thore you, penfive, firay, 
Where Derry’s mountains a bleak crefecut form, 
And mid their ample round receive the waves, 
That from the frozen pole, refounding, rufh, 
Impetuous. Thoveli from native fun-fhine driven, 
Driver: trom your friends, the fun-fhine of the foul, 
By fianderous zeal, and politics infirm, 
Jealous of worth ; yet will you blefs your lot. 


'¢, date Bifbop of Derry, in Trea 
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et will you triumph in your glorious fate, 
Whence Talbot’s friendthip glows to future times, 
Intrepid, warm ; of kindred tempers born ; 
Nurs’d, by experience, into flow efteem. 
Calm confidence unbounded, love not biind, 
And the fweet light from mingled minds difclos'd, 
From mingled chemic oils as burfts the fire. 
I too remember well that cheerful bowl, 
Which round his table flow'd. ‘The ferious there 
Mix’d with the fportive, with the Jearn’d the 
. plain; 
Mirth foften’d wifdom, candour temper’d mirth ; 
And wit its honey lent, without the iting. 
Not fimple nature’s unaffected fons, 
The blamelels Indians, round the foreft-cheer, 
In funny lawn or thady covert fet, 
Hold more unfpotted converfe : nor, of old, 
Rome’s awful confuls, her ditater-fwains, 
As on the produdt of their Sabine farris 
They far’d, with ftricter virtue fed the foul: 
Nor yet in Athens, at an Attic meal, 
‘Where Socrates prefided, fairer truth, 
More elegant humanity, more grace, 
Wit more refin’d, or deeper fcience reign’d. 
But far beyond the little vulgar bounds, 
Of family, or friends, or native iand. 
By jut degrees, and with proportion'd flame, 
Extended his benevolence: a friend 
To human kind, to parent nature's works, 
Of free accefs, and of engaging grace, 
Such as a brother to a brother owes, 
He kept an open judging eag for all, 
And fpread an open countenance, where {mil’d 
The fair effulgence of an open. heart; 
While on the rich, the poor, the high, the low, 
With equal ray, his ready goodnefs thone: 
‘or nothing human foreign was to him. 
Thus to a dread inheritance, my Lord, 
And hard to be fupporied, you fucceed : 
But, kept by virtue, as by virtue gain'd, 
Xe will, through lateft time, enrich your race, 
‘When groffer wealth thall moulder into duft. 
And with their authors in oblivion funk 
Vain titles lie, the fervile badges oft 
Of mean fubmiflion, not the meed of worth. 
‘True genuine honour its large patent holds 
Of all mankind, through every land and age, 
Of univerfal reafon’s various fons, 
And ev'n of God himfelf, fole perfect judge ! 
Yet know, thefe noblett hononts of the mind 
On rigid terms defcend: the high-plac’d heir 
Scann’d by the public eye, that, with keen gaze, 
Malignant fecks our faults, cannot through fife, 
Amid the nameless intects of a court, 
Unheeded fteal: but, with his fire compar’d, 
He mutt be glorious, or he mutt be fcorn’d 
This truth to you, who merit well to bear 
4 name to Britons dear, th’ officious Mute 
May fafely fing, and fing without referve. 
ain were the plaint, and ignorant the tear, 
‘That fhould a Talbot mourn. Ourfelves. indeed, 
Our country robb'd of her delight and ftrength; 
‘Wemay tament, Yet let us, grateful, joy, 
‘That we tuch virtues knew, fuch virtues felt, 
And feel them ftill, teaching our views to rife 
Through ever-btightening icenes of future worlds. 
Be dumb, ye worft of zealots! ye that, prone 





THE WORKS OF THOMSON. 


To thoughtlefs duft, renounce that generous hope, 

Whence every joy below its fpirit draws, 

And every pain its balm: a Talbot's light, 

A Talbot's virtues, claim another fource, 

Than the blind maze of undefigning blood ; 

Nor, when that vital fountain plays no more, 

Can they be quench’d amid the gelid ftream. 
Methitiks I {ee his mounting fpirit, freed 

From tangling earth, regain the realms of day, 

Its native country, whence, to bicfs mankind, 

Eternal goodnefs, on this darkiome fpot, . 

Had ray’d it down a while. Behold! approv'd 

By the tremendous judge of heaven and earth, 

And to th’ Almighty Father's prefence join'd, 

He takes his rank, in glory, and in blifs, : 

Amid the human worthies. Glad around 

Crowd his compatriot fhades, and point him out, 

With joyful pride, Britannia’s blamelefs boaft. 

Ah! who is he, that with a fonder eye 

Meets thine enraptur'd?—'Tis the bett of fons ! 

The beit of friends !—Too foon is realiz’d 

That hope, which once forbade thy tears to flow! 

Mean while the kindred {ouls of every land, 

(Howe'er divided in the fretful days 

Or prejudice and error) mingled now, 

In one jelected never-jarring ftate, 

Where God himfelf their only monarch reigns, 

Partake the joy ; yet, fuch the fenfe that ftill 

Remains of earthly woes, for us below, 

And for our iofs, they drop a pitying tear. 

But ceafe prefumptuous Mufe, nor vainly ftrive 

‘To quit this cloudy {phere that binds thee down 

’Tis not for mortal hand to trace thefe fcenes, 

Scenes, that our grofs ideas groveling caft 

Behind, and ftrike our boldett Janguage dumb. 
Forgive, immortal fhade ! if aught from earth, 

From duft low-warbled, to thofe groves'can rife, 

Where flows celeftial harmony, forgive 

This fond fuperfluous verfe. With deep-felt voice, 

On every heart imprefs'd, thy deeds themfelves 

Atteft thy praife. Thy praife the widow’s fighs, 

-And orphan’s tears embalm. The good, the bad, 

The fons of juftice and the fons of ftrife, 

All who or freedom or who intereft prize, 

A deep-divided nation’s parties all, 

Confpire to {well thy fpotlels praife to heaven. 

Glad heaven receives it, and ieraphic lyres  * 

With fongs of triumph thy arrival hail. 

How vain this tribute then! this lowly lay! 

Yet nought is vain which gratitude infpires. 

The Mule, befides, her duty thus approves 

‘fo virtue, to her country, to mankind, 

Yo ruling nature, that, in glorious charge, 

As to her prieftefs, gives it her, to hymn, 

Whatever good and excellent the forms. 


ON HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE PRINCE OF WALES. 


Wutte fecret-leaguing nations frown around, 
Keady to pour the long-expeéted ftorm ; 

While the, who wont the reftlefs Gaul to bound, 
Britannia, drooping, grows an empty form ; 

While on our vitals felith parties prey, ‘ 

And deep corruption cats our foul away + 


ELEGIES, 


_ ¥et in the Goddefs of the Main appears 
‘A gleam of joy, gay-fluthing every grace, 
‘As fhe the cordial-voice of millions hears, 
Rejoicing, zealous, o’er thy rifing race + 
Strait her rekindling eyes refume their fire, 
The Virtues fmile, the Mutes tune the lyre. 


But more enchanting than the Mufe’s fong, 
United Britons thy dear offspring hail : 

The city triumphs through ber glowing throng ; 
The thepherd tells his tranfport to the dale; 

"he fons of rongheft toil forget their pain, 

Ad the glad failor cheers the midnight main. 





Can aught from fair Auguite's gentle blond, 
‘And thine, thou friend of liberty ! be born t 
Can aught fave what is lovely, generous, good ; 
What will, at once, defend us, and adorn? 
From thence prophetic joy new Edwards eyes, 
Kew Hemys, Annas, and Elizas rife. 


May fate my fond devoted days extend, 
To fing the profis’d glories of thy reign! _ 
What though, by years deprefs’d, my mute might 
bend; 
My heart will teech her fill a nobler itrain: 
How, with recover’d Britain, will fue foar, 
When France intults, and Spain fall rob no more. 


ODE. 


‘Texz me, thou foul of her I love, 
Ah: tell me, whither art thou fled ; 
‘To what delightful world above, 
Appointed for the happy dead ? 


Or dott thou, free, at pleaiure, roam, 
And fometimes thare thy lover’s woe ; 

Where, void of thee, his cheerle!s home 
Can now, alas! no comfort know? 


Oh ! if thou hover’ft round my walk, 
While, under every well-known tree, 
T to thy funcy’d (hadow talk, 
And every tear is full of thee ; 


Should then the weary eye of grict, 
Befide fame fympathetc ftream, 
In flumber find a thort relief, 
Oh, vilit thou my foothing dream ! 


EPITAPH ON MISS STANLEY *, 
IN HOLY ROOD CHURCH, SOUTHAMPTON. 


ELS. 
Once a lively image ef human nature, 
Such as Gop inade it 
When he pronounced every work of his to be good. 
To the memory of Elitabeth Stanley, | 
Daughter of George and Sarah Stanley? 
Who, to all the beauty, modetty, 
And gentlenefs of nature, 
That ever adorned the moft amiable woman, 
Joined ail the fortitude, elevation, 
And vigour of mind, 
That ever exalted the moft heroical man; 


© See suhat is faid of this lady in* Summer.” 


SONGS, &e. ag. 


Who having lived the pride and delight of her 
parents, 3 
The joy, the confolatioa, and pattern ofher friends, 
A miftrefs not only of the Englith and French, 
But in a high degree of the Greek and Roman 
learuing, 
Without vanity or pedantry, 
At the age of eighteen, 
After a tedious, paintul, defperate ilinefs, 
Which, with a Roman fpirit, 
Anda Chriftian refignation, : 
She endured fo calmly, that the feemed infenfible 
Toall pain and fuerins, except thatof her friends, 
Gave up her innocent fou! to her Creator, 
And left to her mether, who erected this monue 
ment, 
‘The memory of her virtues for her greateft fup- 
port ; 
Virtues which, in her fox and ftation of life, 
Were all that could be practifed, 
And more than will be believed, 
Except by thofe who know what this infeription, 
relates. . 


Here, Stanley, ret, efcap’d this mortal ftrife, 
Above the joys, beyond the woes of life. ~ 
Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauties ftain, 
And fternly try thee with a year of pain: 
No more {weet patience, feigning oft relief; 
Lights thy fick eye, to cheat a parent's grief: 
With tender art, to fave her anxious groan, 
No more thy bofom preffes down its own: 
Now well-earo’d peace is thine, and blifs fincere ¢ 
Ours be the lenient, not unpleafing tear! 

O, born to bloom, then fink beneath the ftorm, 
‘To thow us virtue in her faireft form ; 
‘To thow us artlefs reafon’s moral reign, 





| What boaftful fcience arrogates in vain ; 


Th’ obedient paffions knowing each their part; 
Calm light the head, and harmony the heart ! 

Yes, we mutt follow foon, will glad obey, 
When a few fuas have rull’d their cares away, 
‘Tu’d with vain life, will clofe the willing eye: 
Tis the great birth-right of mankind to die. 
Bleit be the bark! that wafts us to the fhore, 
\ e desth-divided friends fhall part no more> 
in thee there, here with thy duft repofe, 
Is all the hope thy haplefs mother knows, 

TO THE REVEREND MR. MURDOCH, 

Rebtor of Siraddijball, in Suffolk, 1958. 

Tus fately low, my friend, thou can’ft not fall: 
Here reigns a deep tranquillity o’er all; 
No noile, no care, no vanity, no ftrife ; 
Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled life. 
Then keep each paffion down, however dear ; 
Truft me the tender are the moft fevere. 
Guard, while ’tis thine, thy philofophic eafe, 
snd aik no joy but that 6f virtuous peace; 
That bids defiance to the ftorms of fate + 
High blits is only for a higher ftate. 


A PARAPHRASE 


On the latter part of the fixth Chapter of Sts. 
Matthew.. 
Wnuen my breaft labours with oppreffive care, 
And o’er my check deicends the falling tear; 
8 ty 








ag 

While alt nm warring paffions are at ftrife, 

G, let me lien tg the words of life | 

Raptures deep-felt his doctrine did impart, 

And thus he rais’d from earth the drooping heart. 
‘Think not, when all your fcanty flores afford, 

Ey fpread at once upon the {paring board ; 

‘Pbink not, when worn the homely robe appears, 

‘While, on the roof, the howling tempeft bears ; 

What farther Mall this feeble life fuftain, 


- And what thall clothe thefe thivering limbs again. 


Say, does not life its nourifhment exceed ? 
And the fair body ‘its invefting weed? 

Behoid! and look away your low defpair— 
See the light tenants.of the barren air: 
To them, wor flores, nor gtanaries, belong, 
Nought, but the woodland, and the pleafing 

fong ; 

¥et, your Kind heavenly Father bends his eye 
On the leat wing, that Hits along the fky. . 
‘To him they fing, when {pring renews the plain, 
To him they cry in winter’s pinching reign ; 


. Nor is their mufic, nor their plaint in vain: 


le heurs the gay, and the diltrefsful call, 
And with unfparing bounty fills them all. 
i Oblerve the rifing lily’s inowy grace, 
Obferve the various vegetable race ; 


_ They neither toil, nor Spin, but carclefs grow, 


Yet fee how warm they.bluth! Low bright they 
glow ! 

‘What regal veftments can with them compare ! 
‘What king fo fhining ! or what queen fo fair! 

Tf, ceafelefs, thus the fowls of heaven he feeds, 
If o'er the fields fuch lucid robes he {preads ; 

ill he not care for you, ye faithlefy, fay? 
As he unwile? or, are ye fefs than they 2 


THE INCOMPARABLE SOPORIFIC 
DOCTOR. 


Swrer, fleeky doctor! dear pacific foul! 


¥ at the beef, and fuck the vital bow! | 

Still let the involving fmoke around thee fly, 
And broad: look’d dulnets fettle in thine eye. 
Ad ! falt in down thefe dainty linybs repoie, 
And in the very lap of flumber doze ; 
But chiefly on the lazy day of grace, 
Gall forth the lambent lories of thy face; 

the thoughts of-dinner can prevail, 
And fare the Sunday’s dinner caanot fail, 
“To the thin church in fleepy pomp proceed, 
Anil lean on the lethargic book thy head. 
‘Thefe eyes wipe often with the hellow’d lawn, 
Frotoundly nod, immeafurably yawn, 
Slow let the prayers by the meek lips be fang, 
Nor let thy thoughts be dittaned by thy tongue ; 
Tf ere the lingerers are within a call, 
Or if on prayers thou deiga’tt to think at all. 
Yet—only yet—the fwi ng head we bend; 
Butwhen ferene, the pulpit you aicend, 
‘Through every joint a gentle hor 
And round you the conlenting au, 
So when an af with duggith front a 
‘The horfes tart, and prick their quiverin: 
But toon as e’er the fage is heard to & 
Whe fields ait thunder, and they bound 
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“THE HAPPY MAN. 2 


Hr’s not the happy man, to whom is given 
A plenteous fortune by indulgent heaven ; 
Whote gilded roofs on thining columns rife, 
And painted walls enchant the gazer’s eyes: 
Whote table flows with hofpitable cheer, 
And all the various bounty of the year; 
Whofe vallies fmile, whofe gardens breathe the 
fpring, 
Whofe curved mountains bleat, and forefts fing ; 
For whom the cooling fhade in fummer twines, * 
While his full cellars give their generous wines ; 
From whote wide fields unbounded autumn pours 
A golden tide into his {welling flores: 
Whofe wigter laughs; for whom the liberal alex 
Stretch the big theet, and toiling commerce fails ; 
When yielding crowds atcend, and pleafure ferves; 
While youth, and health, and vigour, ftring his 
nerves, 

Ev'n not all thefe, in one rich lot combin'd, 
Can make the happy man, without the mind ; 
Where judgment fits clear-fighted, and furveys 
The chain of reafon with unerring gaze; 
Where fancy lives, and to the brightening eyes, 
His fairer fcenes, and bolder fiaures rile; 
Where focial love exerts her foft command, 
And plays the paffions with a tender hand, 
Whence every ‘rue flows, in rival itrife, 
And all the moral harmony of life. 

Nor canft thou, Dodington, this truth decline, 
Thine isthe fortune, and the mind is thine. : 


ON THE REPORT OF A WOODEN BRIDGE 
To be built at Weflminfter. 

By Rufus’ hall, where Thames polluted flows, 

Provpk'd, the genius of the river rofe, 

And thus exclaim’d: “ Have I, ye Britith fwains, 

“ Have I for ages lav'd your fertile plains? 

“ Giv’n herds, and flocks, and villages increafe, 

“ And fed a richer than a fleece ? 

“ Have I, ye merchants, with each fwelli tide, 

** Pour’d Afric’s treafure in, and India’s pride? 

“\ Lent you the fruit of every nation’s toil ? 
Made every climate your's, and every foil ? 

“ Yet pilfer'd from the poor, by gaming bafe, 

“ Yet muft a wooden bridge my waves difgrace ? 

“* Tell not to foreign ftreams the thameful tale, 

“ And be it publifh'd in ao Gallic vale,.” 

He faid ; and, plunging to his cryftal dome, 

While o'er his head the circling waters foam. 


SONG, 
One day the god of fond defire, 
On mifchief bent, te Damon faid, 
Why not difclofe your tender fire, 
Not own it to the lovely maid > 


The thepherd mark’d his teatherous art, 
And, foftly-fighing, thus reply'd : 
‘Tis true, you have fubdued wy heart, 
But thall not triumph o’er my pride 
‘The flave, in private only bears 
Your bondage, who his love conceals; 
But when his paifion he declares, 
You drag bim at your chariot-wheels, 


ELECIES, 
J r SON G 
Harp is the fate of him who loves, 
Yet dares uot tell his trembling pain, 
But to the fympathetié groves, 
But to the lonely liftening plain. 


Oh! when the bleffes next your thade, 
Oh ! when her footfteps next are feen 
In flowery tracts along the mead, 
In freter mazes o'er the. green, 


Ye gentle fpirits of the vale, 

To whom the tears of love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale., 

And figh my forrows in her ear, 


O, tell her what the cannot blame, 
‘Though fear my tonzue mutt ever bind; 
Oh, tell her that my virtuous flame 
Is as her {potlefs foul refin'd. 
Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chatter tendernefs his care, 
; Not purer her own withes rife, 
Not holier her own fighs in prayer, 


But, if, at firtt, her virgin fear 
Should Qart at love's fufpected name, 
With that of friendthip foothe her carn» 
‘True love and frisndthip ure the fame, 


SONG. 


Untess with my Amanda bleft, 

-In vain f twine the woodbine bower ; 
Unlefs to deck her {weeter breatt, 

Tn vain I rear the breathing flower: 


Awaken'd by the genial year, 
In vain the birds around me fing ; 
In vain the freshening fields appear : 
Without my love theré is no Spring. 


$ ON G, 


Come; gentle god of {oft defire, 

Come and poffefs my happy breaft ! 
Not, fury-like, in flames and fire, 

In rapture, rage, and nonfenfe drett. 
Thete are the vain difguife of iove ; 

And, or befpeak diflembled pains, 
Or elfe a fleeting paftion prove— 

The frantic fury of the veins. 


But come in friendthip’s angel-guife : 

Yet dearer thou than friendthip ‘art: 
More tender fpirit in thy eyes, 

More fweet emotions at the heart, 
0, come with goodnefs in thy train, 

With peace, and tranfport void of florm, 
And, would’ thou me for ever gain, 

Put on Amanda’s winning form. 


A NUPTIAL SONG, 
. Antended to have been inferted in the Fourth AG 
of Sopbonifta, a Tragedy. 


Come, gentle Venus! and affuage 
A warring world, a bleeding age. 


SONGS, &e. 


For nature lives beneath thy ray, 
The wintery tempefts hafte away, 
A lucid calm invefts the fea, 
Thy native deep is full of thee 2 
The flowering eaith where-e’er you fly, 
Is allo’er fpring, all fan the fky. 
A genial fpirit warms the breeze; 
Unieen among the blooming trees, 
The feather’d lovers tune their throat, 
The defert growls a foften’d note, 
Glad o'er the meads the cattle bound, 
And love and harmony go round. 

But chief into the human heart 
You ftrike the dear delicious dart ; 
You teach us. pleafing pangs to know 
To languith in iuxurious woe, 
To feel the generous paffions rife, 
Grow good by gazing, mild by fighss 
Each happy moment to improve, 
And fill the perfect year with love, 

Come, thou delight of héaven and earth} 
‘To whom all creatures owe their birth 7 
Oh, come, fweet {miling ! tender, come! 
And yet prevent our final doom, 
For long. the furious god of war 
Has crufh’d us with his iron car, 
Has rais'd along our ruin’d plas, 
Has foil’d them with his cruel ftains, 
Has funk our youth in endlets fleep, 
And made the widow’d virgin weep. 
Now let him feel thy wonted charms; 
Oh, take him to thy twining arms! 
And, while thy bofom heaves on his, 
While deep be prints the humid kits, 
Ah, then! his ftormy heart control, 
And figh thyfelf into his foul. 





oD: 


O wicntTINGALE, bet poet of the grove, 

That plaintive {train can ne'er belong to thea, 
Bleft in the full poffeffion of thy love: 

O lend that train, iweet nightingale, to me! 


°Tis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched fate: 
I love a maid who all my bofom charms, 

Yet lofe my days without this lovely mate; 
Inhuman fortune keeps her from my arms, 


You, happy birds! by nature’s fimple lawsy 
Lead your foft lives, fultain’d by nature’s fare 5 
You dweil where-ever roving fancy draws, 
And love and fong is all your pleafing care: 
But we, vain flaves of interef and of pride, 
Dare not be bleit left envious tongue fhoulg 
blame: 
And heace, in vain Tlanguith for my bride; | 
© mourn with me, fweet bird, my baplefs fame, 


‘TO SERAPHINA,. 
ODE. 


Tue wanton’s charms, however bright, 
Are like the falfe illufive light, 

Whofe flattering unaufpicious blaze 
To precipices ott betrays: 

But that feet ray your beauties dart, 


{ Which cicars the mind, and cleans the heart, 


ats 
Is like the facred queen of night, 
‘Who-pours'a lovely gentle light 
Wide o’er the dark, by wanderers blef, 
Conducting them to peace and reff. ~ 
A vicious love depraves the mind, 

*Tis anguith, guilt, and folly join’d ; 
But Seraphina’s eyes difpenfe 
A mild and gracious influence ; 

» “Such as in vifions angels thed 
Around the heaven-illumin'd head, 
To love thee, Seraphina, fure 
As to be tender, happy, pure ; 
2Tis from low paflions to efcape. 

. And woo bright virtue’s faireft thape ; 
Tis ecftacy with wifdom join’d ; 
And heaven infus'd into the mind. 


ODE ON ALOLUS'S HARP *. 


Ernerxat race, inhabitants of air, 

Who hymn your God amid the fecret grove ; 
Ye unfeen beings, to my harp repair, 

And raife majeftic ftrains, or mett in love. 
Thole tender notes, how kindly they upbraid, 

With what foft woe they thrill the lover’s heart! 
Sure from the hand of fome unhappy maid, 

Who dy’d of love, thefe {weet complainings 

part,  * 

But, hark! that ftrain was pf-a grayer tone, 

On the deep ftrings his hand fome hermit 
Or he the facred bard +; who fat alone, [throws ; 

In the drear wafte, and wept his peuple” '§ WOES. 


Such was the fong which Zion’s children fung, 
When by Ev phrates ftream they made their 
And to fuch fatlly folemn notes are {trung [plaint ; 
* Angelic harps, to foothe a dying faint. 


‘Methinks I hear the full celethial choir, —_[raife ; 
Through heaven's high dome theirawful anthem 

Now chanting clear, and now they all confptre 
To {well the lofty hymn, from praife to praife. 


Let me, ye wandering fpirits of the wind, 
Who, as wild fancy prompts you, | touch the 
: ftring, 
Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join’d, 
For till you ceafe, my mufe forgets to fing. 


HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 


War, mildly pleafing folitude, 
Companion of the wife and good, 
But, from whofe holy, piercing eye, 
‘The herd of fools and villains fly, 

Oh! tww I love with thee to walk, 
‘And liften to thy whifper’d talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moft obdurate hearts. 

‘A thoufand thapes you wear with eafe, 
And ftill in every thape you pleate. 
Now wrapt in fome mytterious dream, 
A lone philofupher you feem ; 








* olus’s Harp isa mufical inflrumeut, which 
plays with the wind, invented by Mr. Ofwald ; 
its properties are fully defcriled in the Caftle of 
Andotence. 

+ Seremiah. 
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Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you iweep the vaulted tky, 
A fhepherd next, you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ftrain. 

A lover now, with all the grace 

Of that {weet paffion in your face: 
Then, calm’d to friendthip, you affume 
The gentle-looking Harford’s bloom, 
As, with her Mufidora, fhe 

(Her Mufidora tond of thee) 

Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the rival’d nightingale. ~ 

Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 
Juft asthe dew-bent rofe is born; 

And while meridian fervors beat, 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat; 
But chief, when evening (cenes decay, 
And the faint landfkip {wims away, 
‘Thine is the doubtful foft decline, 
And that beft hour of mufing thine. 

Defcending angels blefs thy train, 
‘The virtues of the fage, and {wain ; 
Plain innocence in white array’d, 
Before thee lifts her fearlefs head : 
Religion’s beams around thee fhine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine : 
About thee fports fweet liberty ; 

And wrapt Urania fings to thee, 

Ob, let me pierce thy fecret cell ! 
And in thy deep recefles dwell; 
Perhaps from Norwood’s oak- clad hill, 
When meditation has her fill, 

I jut may caft my carelefs eyes 
Where London’s fpiry turrets rife, 
‘Lhink of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
Then fhield me in the woods again, 





PROLOGUE. 
TO MR. MALLETS MUSTAPHA, 


Since Athens firft began to draw mankind, 

To picture life, and fhow th’ impaffion’d mind ; 

The truly wife have ever deem’d the lage * 

The moral fchool of each enlighten’d age. 

There, in full pomp, the tragic mufe appears, 

Queen of fcft forrows, and of ufeful fears. 

Faint is the leffon reafon’d rules impart: 

She pour: it ftrong and inftant through the heart. 

If virtue is the theme; we fudden glow 

With generous flame: and, what we feel, we 

grow. 

If vice the paints; indignant paftions rife: 

The villain fees himfelf with loathing eyes. 

His foul tarts, confcious, at another’s groan: 

And the pale tyrant trembles on, bis throne, 
To-night our meaning fcene | attempts to fhow, 

What fell events from dark fufpicion flow ; 

Chief when it taints a lawlefs monarch’s mind, 

‘Yo the falfe herd of flattering flaves confin’d. 

The foul finks gradual to fo dire a flate ; 

Ev’n excellence but ferves to feed its hate: 

To hate remorfelefs, cruelty fucceeds. 

And every worth, and every virtue bleeds. 
Behold, our author at your bar appears, 

His modeft hopes deprefs'd by confcious fears. 

Faults he has many—-But to balance thofe, . 

His verfe with heart-felt love of virtue glows, 


: 


ELEGIES'SONGS, &e. 


All flighter errors let indulgence {pare + 
And be his equal trial full and fair. 
For this beft Britith privilege we call ; 


_ Then—as he merits, let him ftand, or fall. 


DENNIS TO MR, THOMSON, 
Who had procured him a Benefit-Night. 


ReEFL£cTIING on thy worth, methinks I find, 
‘Thy various Seafons in their author's mind. 

Spr ne opes her bloffoms, various as thy mufe, 
‘hos, like thy foft compatflion, theds her dews. 
Summer’s hot drought in thy expreffion glows, 
And o’er each page a tawny ripenefs throws, 
Autunin’s rich fruits th’ inftruéted reader gains, 
Who taftes the meaning purpofe of thy ftrains. 
‘Winter—but that no femblance takes frony thee ; 
‘That hoary feafon yields a type ef me. 


ats 
Shatter’d by time’s bleak ftorms withering lay, 
Leaflefs, and whitening in a cold decay ! 

Yet thall my proplefs ivy, pale and bent, 

Blefs the thort funthine which thy pity lent. 


EPITAPH ON MR. THOMSON, 


Oraers to marble may their glory owe, 

boait thofe honours fculpture can beftow ; 
Short-liv’d renown ! that every moment mu 
Sink with its emblem, and confume toduft! 
But Thomfon needs no artift to engrave, 
From dumb oblivion no device to fave 5 
Such vulgar aids let names inferior afk ; 
Nature for him affumes herfelf the tatk ; 
The Seafons are his monuments of fame, 
With them to flourifh, as from them it came, 
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Re Se 


Regard the man, who, in feraphic lays, 

And flowing numbers, fings his Maker’s praife; 

‘He needs invoke no fabled Mufe’s art, 

‘The heavenly fong comes genuine fram his heart, 
From that pure heart which God has deign’d t’ infpire 
With holy raptures, and a facred fire ! 


Vrasrs To Watts sr a Lapy. 
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Or the life of Warrs the memorials are not fo copious as might be expe@ed; “not becaufe there wae 
nq friend,” fays Dr. Gibbons, « who would willingly: pay that refpe@ to his memory as to write the 
Bifory of his life, but becaufe he himfelf difapproved it; for when he has been defired to leave fome 
memoirs that might furnith {uch a hiftery, he abfolutely declined ic, and defired that his chara@ter 
might ftand in the world merely as it would appear in his works,” 

In-compliance, however, with cuftom, « a3 weil as to preferve the memoty of fo refpedtable a 
character, fome brief memoirs of his life” were given to the world by Dr. Jennings, in his funerak 
fermon, preached December 11. 1748; which, with fome additions, were prefixed by Dr. Gibbons 
to the collegtion of his works, in 6 vol. 4to. 1754. 

‘The facts ftated in the prefent account are chiefly taken from the “ Memoirs” of Dr. Jennings; 
and the fubfequent narratives of Dr. Gibbons and Dr. Johnfon, by whofe recommendation h's poems 
and thofe of Pomfret, Yalden, and Blackmore, were inferted in the Collection of “ The Englith 
Poets,” 1779. 

Haac Watts was born at Southampton, July 17. 1674, of Parents who were eminent for religion, 
and confiderable fufferers, for confcience fake, in the perfecution of the Proteftant diffenters in the 
weign of Charles Il His father, Ifaac Watts, is faid to have kept a boarding-fchool for young gen- 
tlemen in the town of Southampton, and appears, frem the narrative of Dr. Gibbons, to have been. 
ncither indigent nor illiterate. 

He was the eldett of nine children, and, from his infancy, difcovered a remarkable propenfity to 
learning 3 and was early diftinguithed fur the {prightlinefs and vivacity of his wit, which, even in the 
years of younger life, was regulated by a deep fenfe of religion. He began, we are told, to learn 
‘Latin when he was four years old, probably at home. He was afterwards taught Latin, Greck, 
and Hebrew, by the Rev. Mr. Pinhorne, mafter of the free {chool at Southampton, to whom he 
afterwards gratefully inferibed a Latin Ode in his Hore Lyrica. 

His proficiency at fchoo! was fo confpicuons, that a fubfeription was Ppropofed to fupport him at 
the Univerfity ; but he declared his refulution of adhering to the diffenters, among whom he had 
been educated. “ Such he was,’ fays Dr. Johnfon, “ as every Chriftian church would rejoice to 
have adopted.” 

In 1690, he was fent to an academy in London, taught by Mr. Rowe, where he had for his fel- 
low ftudents in logic and philofophy, Hughes, Mr. Samuel Say, and Dr. Horte, afterwards arche 
bifhop of Tuam. His gratitude has inferibed an Ove to his tutor in his Hore Lyrita-—With 
Hughes he maintained a friendly and Poctical correfpondcnce till the death of that amiable poet in 
1720. Mr. Say, after having been fome years paftor of a diffenting congregation at Ipfwich, fuce 
ceeded Dr. Calamy in Weftmintter in 1733. Soon after his death, which happened April 12. 1743, 
his “ Poems,” and two Effays in profe, were publithed, in vol. 420. by fubfcription. The eflays, 
ene of which is “ on the harmony, variety, and power of numbers in general,” and the other « on 
thofe of Paradife Loft in particular,” have been much admired—Some Latin effays, fuppofed to 
have been written as exercifes at this academy, thew a degree of knowledge both philofophical and 
theological, fuch as very few attain by a longer courfe of ftudy. 

He was, as he himfelf informs us, addicted to verfitying from the age of fifteen; and in hig 
youth he appears to have cultivated Latin poetry. His verfes to his brother, in the Glyconic mea-- 
fure, written when he was feventeen, arc remarkably eafy and elegant. Hie method of ftudy was 
to imprefs the contents of his books upon his memory, by abridging them, and by interleaving them, 
to amplify one fyftem with fupplements from another. 

* While he was under the tuition of Mr. Rowe, his behaviour was not only fo inoffenfive, that he 
* declared he never once gave him occafion for reproof, but fo exemplary, that he often Propofed him 
as 2 pattern to his other pupils, 


g 
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In 1693, in hia nineteenth year, he joined in communion with the congregation of whic Min 
Rowe was paftor. 7 
___ "Fhe year following, he Yeft the academy, and fpent two years in ftady and devotion at the houfe 
sof his father, who treated him with great tendernefs, and had the happinefs indulged to few pac 
gente, of living to fee his fon eminent for literature, and venerable for piety. 

Tn 1696, he was invited by Sir John Hartopp, Bart. to refide in his family at Stoke Newington, 
‘as tutor to his fon; where he continued about four years, and acquitted himfelf with fidelity and 
Yeputation. 

In that time he applied himfelf to the ftudy of the Holy Scriptures, and to the reading of the 
beft commentators, both critical and practical, preparatory to his undertaking the paftoral office, to 
which he was determined to devote his life, and of the importance of which he had a deep fenfe 
‘wpon his mind. 

He began to preach on his birth-day 1698, when he had completed his thirty-fourth year; and 
‘was the fame year chofen affiftant to Dr. Ifaac Chauncy, and met with general acceptance, 

In March 1702, he fucceeded Dr, Chauncy in his minifterial office ; but foon after his entrance 
on his charge, he was feized by a dangerous illnefs, which funk him to fuch weaknefs that the congrés 
gation thought an affiftant neccffary, and appointed Mr. Samuel Price, in July 1703. 

- His health then returned gradually, and he performed his duty till September 1712, when he 
was feized by a fever of fuch violence and continuance, that, from the feeblenefs which it brought 
upon him, he never perfedtly recovercd. It was not till O@ober 1716 that he was able to return to 
his public miniftry. In the mean time, his affiftant Mr. Price, was, at his defire, and by his re~ 
commendation, chofen by the congregation to be joint pattor with him. 

The languifhing ftate of his héalth drew upon him the attention of Sir Thomas Abney, 
whe received him into his houfe; where, with a conftancy of friendfhip and uniformity of condu& 
not often to be found, he \, .; treated for thirty-fix years with all the kindnefs that friendthip auld 

+ Prompt, nd all the attention that refpeé could digtate. Sir Thomas died about eight years after 
‘wards; but he continued with Lady Abney and her daughter to the end of his life. The Lady died 
about a year after him: 

A conne@ion like this, in'which the notions of patronage and dependence were overpowered by 
the perception of reciprocal benefits, deferves a particular memorial: and if the following quota- 

’ tion from Dr. Gibbons's narrative appear long, let it be confidered, that it comprifes an account of 
thirty-fix years, 

* Our next obfervation fhall be made upon that remarkably kind providence which brought the 
Doctor into Sir Thomas Abney’s family, and continued him there till his death, a period of no-lefs 
than thirty-fix years. In the midft of his facred labours for the glory of God, and good of his ge- 
neration, he is feized with a moft violent and threatening fever, which leaves him oppreffed with 
great weaknefs, and puts ftop at leafl to his public fervicesfor four years. In this diftreffing fee, 
fon, doubly fo to his active and pious fpirit, he is invited to Sir Thomas Abney’s family; nor ever 
removes from it till he had finifhed his days. Here he enjoyed the uninterrupted demonftrations of 
the trueft friendfhip. Here, without any care of his own, he had every thing which could contri- 
bute to the enjoyment of life, and favour the unwearicd purfuits of his ftudies. Here he dwelt ina 
family which, for piety, order, harmony, and every virtue, was an houfe of God. Here he had the 
privilege of a country recefs, the fragrant bower, the fpreading lawn, the flowery garden, and other 
advantages, to foothe his mind and aid his reftoration to health; to yield him whenever he chofe 
them, moft grateful intervals from his laborious ftudies, and enable him 'to return to them with ree 
doubled vigour end delight. Had it not been for this happy event, he might, as to outward view, 
Ihave feebly, it may be painfully, dragged on through many more years of languor and inability for 
public fervice, and sven for profitable fudy, or perhaps might have funk into his grave under the 
overwhelming load of infirmities in the midft of his days; and thus the church and the world would 
have been deprived of thofe many excellent fermons and works which he drew up and pubiithed 
Suring his long refidence in this family. In a few years after his coming hither, Sir Thomes Abney. 
dies: but his amiable confort furvives, who fhows the Deéor the fame refpecdt and friendfhip as bes 
fore; and mot happily for him, ard great numbers befides; for, as her riches were great, hor gene 
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rekty. and munificence were in full proportion. Hier thread of life was drawn out to a great age, 
even beyond that of the Dodtor’s; and thus this excellent man, through her kindnefs, and that of 
her daughter, the prefent Mrs. Elizabeth Abney, who, in a like degreay efteemed and honoured 
him, efjoyed all the benefits and felicities he experienced at his firft entrance into this family, till 
his days were numbered and finifhed, and, like a fhock of corn in its feafon, he afcended into the 
“regions of perfect and immortal life and joy.” 

From the time of his reception into this family, his life was no otherwife diverfified than -by 
facceflive public avocations; the number and variety of which fhow the intenfenefs of his induftry, 
and the extent of his capacity. 

In 1728, the univerfities of 
knowledge, conferred on him th 





inbargh and Aberdeen, with great propricty, and without his 
ree of Dogtor of Divinity. Academical honours, Dr. Johnfon 
obférves, would have more vaiue if they were always beftowed with equal judgment. 

He continued many years to udy and to preach, and to do good by his inftruction and example, 
till at Jatt the infirmities of age difabled him from the more laborious part of his minifterial func~ 





tions; and being no longer capable of public duty, he offered to remit the falary appendant to it; ~ 


but his congregation would not accept the refignation. 
By degrees his weaknefs incrcafed, and at laft confined him.to his chamber and his bed, where 


his age. 
He left his brother, Mr. Enoch Watts, and Nathaniel Neal, Efq. an eminent attorney in. Lon 
don, fon of the Rev. Daniel Neal, author of the “ Hiftory of the Puritans,” and acphew of Dr. 


Lardner, his joint executors. His manufcripts, by the direction of his will, were committed to the ~ 


care of Dr. Doddridge and Dr. Jennings. ‘The latter writes Dr. Doddridge, Jan. 5. 1748-9. “ 1 be- 
lieve we fhall not have neur fo much trouble in publifhing the Doctor's manufcripts ask expected 
Tlearn from Mr, Parker [Watts’ Amanuenfis] there is little, if any thing more, remaining of that, 
fort than the fecond part of the Improvement of the Mind. He tells me there are alfo fome mifcellane-_ 
ous things in the manner of his Refiguie Juveniles. \f 1 thould be engaged”. he adds “-in drawing 


up the Dodtor’s character, 1 am much obliged to you for the judicious hints you have furnifhed me ' 


with for that purpofe.” His funeral fermon yas preached by Dr. Jennings, December 11. 1748. 


His Works, in profe and verfe, publithed by himfelf, together with his manufcripts, revifed and” 
corrected by Dr. Jennings and Dr. Doddridge, were collected and publithed in 6 vol. 4to. 1754, by © 


Dr. Gibbons, who prefixed 2 fhort account of his life and chara@cr. 


A fummary account of the contents of the feveral volumes, pointing out the dates of the morg - 


confiderable pieces, and interfperfing fuch remarks as may ferve to delineate his character as a wrie 
ter, may enable the reader to form a confiftent idea of his extenfive genius, accomplithed learning, 
and truly amiable and benevolent temper. 

The Fir Volume contains, Forty-four Sermons on various febjells, divine and moral, with Hymns ane 
nexed, fuited to each fubjet. They were firlt publithed in three feparate volumes 12mo, in 1721, 17235 


. and1727. In the 5th edition they were reduced to 2 vol. 8vo—The World to come, or Difcourfes on the 


dudion to the Difeanjes of the Zove of G 


‘Joys or Sorrows of Departed Souls at Death, and the Glory or Terror of the Refurredion, publithed ix 
a vol. 8vo. 17:9 and 745. To thefe difcourfes is prefixed an Efay towards a proof of a fer 
arate fate of Soils betrveen Death and the Refurreétion, and the commencement of th: Rewards of Virtue 
and Vice immidiatsly ufter Death ; fiz printed in 1732, without his name- 
the principal beads of the Chrifiian Religion, preached at the LeGur 
in 1735. 

The Second Volume contains, Twelve Evangelicel Difinurfes on foveral fibjeéts, with an Effay on thp 
Powers of Flefb and Spirit-—Deaih and Heaven, in tevo funeral difcourfes in memory of Sir Fobn Hartopp 
and bis Lady, firft printed in 1722.—The Strength and Weaknsfi of Human Reufin, in four conferencesy 
without his namemHumility reprefented in the character of St. Paw!, 1737, with fome addisional ob- 
fervations from his MS.—A Defence agaiaf the Temptations to Self-murder,1726—The Helinfi of Timety 
and Places, and People, 1738—=A Caveat agaiaf! Ixficelity, or the Danger of Apoflucy from the Chriftian 
Faith, compofed in 1722, but not printed till 1729. —The Harmony of all ihe Religions which God -ver 
revealed, 1742e—The Doétrine of the Pafiers « 








Nine Sermons upon fome of 
ry-ftreet, £733, and printed 















ed and improved, Which at firft Rood as an introp 


&e. 1729, but was enlarged and publihhed fepa- 
Nou. 1X, ; - is . ay 


“he was worn gradually away without pain, till he expired November a5. 1748, in the 75th year of . 


‘Rye ; THE LIFE OF WATTS. “ 


gately, 1734—+Difcourfes of the Love of Gedyand its I:fcence on all she Paffions, with a Devout Meditation _ 

aanexed to cach fubjee?, 17295 17 34ee-An Effay towards the encouragement of Charity Schools, 1728.4 Sire 
wien for the Reformation of Mgnners, 1707.—~A Sermon on the death of George I. 1727. 
The Third Volume contains, 4 Hu/le Attempt towards the Revival of Praétical Religion, 173. — 
A Guide to Prayer, or a Free and Ratunil Account of the Gift, Grace, and Spirit of Prayer —A Difourfe 
on Catecbifins, with Catechifine adspl.! t» the various ages and capacities of Children and Youth, 1730.—-A 
Short View of the whole S.ripturs HiftoryPrayers compofed for the Ufe and Imitation of Children, 1728. 
Ducftions proper for Students in Divinity, Candidates of the MIinifry, ard Young Chriftians—-Ortbodoxy and 
Charity United, in foveral Reconciling Effeys on the Law and Gefpel, Faith and Work:—Sclfolove and Vira 
Ige reconciled only by Religion—An E-ffiry to'p ihe only effectual obligation of Mankind topratiye Pirtie 
depends on the Exiftence and Will of God, an occafional proof of the Neceffity of Revelation—The Re- 
deiner and ibe Santtifier, or the Sacrifice of Chrift, and the Operation af the Spirit Vindicated, withe 
out his name, 1736. S 
| The Pourth Volume contains chiefly Poctical Compofitions. The films of Davia imitated in the 
' danguage of the New Teflament, 1718.00 Hyre an itual Songs, in Three Books, 1707 —< Short Efo 
fay towards the Improvement of Pfalmody, 1707—~Divine Songs and Hymns attempted in eajy language, 
Ofer the fo of children, W715—-Hore Lyrice, proms chizfly of the Lyric bind, in Three Books, 1706 5 e+ 
printed with the Divine and Moral Songs, in the colle@tion of “ the Enylith Posts,” 1779 and 1790, 
jinforted in the prefent collection. ‘The preiace cont erciting account of his poetical 
and’ an animated defence of facred poetry—Rei Fuv-niler, Mifeellancous Thougits, in profe 
and verfe, on Natural, Moral, and Dinine Subjects, 1734—Remnants of Time employed in Profe and Verfty 
ptinted from his MS.—The Art of Reacling and Writing Englifo, 4720. 

The Fifth Volume comprifes his Philefophical Writings. Logic, or the Aight Uje of Reafon in the 
Inquiry after Truth-—The Improvement of the Bind, or a Supplement to the Art of Lezicy in Two Parts, 
the fecond printed from his MS.—A Difcour/e on the Education of Children ard Youth; primted from 
his MS.—The Knowledge of the Heavens and Earth made eafy, or the Fixft Principies of Affronomy ond 
ABeograpby explained by the ufo of Globes and Maps, 1725 —Pbilefopbical Effays on Various Subjedts, Airy 
Space, Subftance, Body, Spirit, Innate Tdeas, *'c.; with Remarks on Mr. Locke’s “ Effay on the 

., Homan Underftanding.”"—.A Brief Scheme of Ontelogy, or the Science of Being in general, annexed to the 
(Philofopbical, Effays, and in the firft edition, 1733. 

The Sixth Volume contains his Controverfial Writings. The Rational Foundation of a Chrifian 
\eoureb, cand tie terms of Chrifiian Communion, 3147—A New Effay on Civil Power in Things facted, 
‘ecafioned by the application to parliament for the Explication or Repeal of the Corporation and 
‘Tet Ads, and printed without his name, 1739—=The Ruin and Recovery of Mankind, or an Attempt to 
vindicate the Scriptural Account of thefe great events, upon the plain Principles of Reifon, occafioned by Dr.’ 
Taylor's « Scripture Dowtrine of Original Sin,” and Dr. Balguy’s  Effay on Redemption,” printed 
without his namem.4a Ejfry oa the Fresdom of Will in God, and the Creatures, and on various Sub- 

out his name, 1733—Tbe Chriftian Doltrine of the Trinity, Ge. 
‘briftian Daétrine of the Trinity, 1724.—-Ufeful and important - 
Cod, freely propefed; printed without his name, 1746. And the Glory 
as Godman, difplayed, in Three Difeonrfes ; printed without his name, 1746. 

ings, both in profe and verfe, of fuch unconimon variety, the atten- 
difcern the marks of eminent capacity, and affidnous application, 
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and will be difpofed to make vandid allowances for fome inftances of peculiar fentiments and lan- 
guage, which may not fo exactly correfpond with their own judgment and tafle. His early relifh 
for poetry may probably have occafioned fch a florid dition, fuch 2 diffulive and pathetic ftyle, as 
‘0 objeét to, as not fo properly adapted to 
theological difcourfes, whether popular or polemical; but, when every dedudtion is made which 
erable fupplies of inftrudtion and entertainment will be communicated 
and thoroughly digeft, his more jelaborate and judicious compofi- 


fome ccitics of a feverer turn of thought may be read 
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to thofe who carefully perufé, 
tions. 

An opinion has obtained, that in his fa days he changed his fentiments concerning the Trinity. 
In his MS. correfpondence with the Rev. Martin Tomkins, on the worfhip of the Holy Spirit, 
publithed by the Rev. S. Palmer, 1793, ~he conieffes, that * he withed fome things were cofredted\ 





; THE LIFE OF WATTS. 3 
“coticerning the, Trinitariaa “ans logics in his books of Hymns; but then, he continues, “ the que- 
‘Bién with ine is this: as te ate shem in Gincerity at that time, is it not more for the edification of 
Chriftians, and the glory of God, todet them ftand, than to ruin the uiefulnefs of the whole work by 
* correcting them now, and perhaps bring further and falfe fufpicions on my prefent opinions? Bev 

fides, I might tell you I fold the copy to Mr Laurence, and his poiterity make moncy of it to this 
hy, and I can {earce claim a right to make any alteration in the book which would injure the fale 
pf it.” 4 Sak 7 * 2 

"On this paflage it is obvious to remark, that he wifbed that fome things in his doxologies were cor= 
veéied ; but how far he changed his fentiments with refpec to the Trinity, before his death, cannot, 
perhaps, be fully. afcertained, though it is probable he died in the faith for which he fo zealoufly 
fontended in his writings. bas TN ence t 

His intcliedtual and moral accomplifhments are aniverfally allowed to have been, in the higheft 
degree, refpe@uble and amiable. ‘The natural ftrength of his genius, which he cultivated and im- 
‘proved by a very comfiderable acquaintance with the moft celebrated writers, both ancient and mo~ 
dern, enriched his mind with a large’and uncommon ftore of juft fentiments end ufeful knowledge 
of various kinds, The extent and fi ublimity of ‘his imagination, a quicknefs of apprehenfion, and 
folidity of judgment, together with a faithful memory, gave him a remarkable pre-eminence. As 
@ Chriftisn, he was eminent for pure and undiffembled piety, humility, candour, and charity. He 
maintained a free and frieadly correfgondence with Chriftians of diferent parties and denomina- 
tions. He engaged in controverly with a pacific view to hea 'e md reconcile difputes among 
Chriftians, rather than to make p:ofelytes to any party ; and wrote with fuch a fpirit of mecknefs 
and love, as is truly inftructive and exemplary. The goodnefs of his heart was difplayed in liberal 
afd beneficent actions :* and during the laft thirty years of his life, he conftantly devoted a fifth part 
of bis income, which did not exceed a hundred a-year, to charitable nfes. His patience and refigna~ 
tion to the will of God, in feafons of affliction, were eminently approved. oe wg 
. Asa poet, his compofitions are characterifed by a happy, and fometimes an incomparable freedom 
of verfification, of Spirit, and of piety; and it may be faid, in his own words, in the Two Happy 
Rivals, that, in his Odes, * 

= - 4 thoufand loofe Pindaric plumes'fiy feattering down’ the wind. 

- Hie poetry is chiefly devotional; in regard to which Dr. Jchnfon affirms, that « it is fufficient 
for Watts to have doné better than ochers, what no man has done well.” He had alleged juft bes: 
fore, that “ the paucity of topics of devotional metry enforces perpetual repetition,” which is indeed} 
not void of truth, and that the « fandtity of the matter rejects the ornaments of the figurative dice 
tion; but he muft have confeffed, that the pfalmit and prophets feem to have afforded examples to 
the contrary. , 7% 3 

Watts, it may be worth remembering, was “ a gentleman of the firft edition” of the “ Dune 
ciad,” on account of his Pfatms, which are defervedly ia great eftimation; but obferving to Mr. 
2Richardfon the painter, that Pope profcifed to fatirize nase but thofe who attacked him, which he 
mever had; and,this being reprefented to the fatirift, in the next edition his name was omitted. 

With Dr. Johnfon, the leading feature of whofe mind was religion, Watts may be expected to 
have been a favourite ; and it is but doing him juftice to acknowledge, that though he is not remark- 
sable for paying compliments to the diffenters, he has delineated his charaéer with liberality and 
candour. To his opinion of Watts’s poetry the prefent writer has litile to objet; and moft of thofe, 
the believes, who intereft. themfelves in the poetical reputation of Watts, will be inclined to forgive 
his biographer for fome afperitics, in confideration of the unqualified applaufe beftowed on his 
piety and innocence,” his « fidelity and diligence,” his « gentlenefs and modefty,” his « cha~ 
sity and moderation.” ° ; 

‘* He was one of the firft authors that taught the diffenters to court atfention by the graces of 
language. He thewed them that zeal and pugity might be expreifed and enforced by. polifited dice 
ton. ~ 7 - ‘ 

“In the pulpit, though his lew ftature, which very little exceeded five feet, graced him with 

Ro advantage of appearance, yet the gravity and propriety of his utterance made his difcourfes very 

tflicacions, Such was his flow of thoughts, and Such his promptitude of language, that inthe 
6 . - Fi 
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Jatter part of his life he did not precompofe his curfory fermons; but having adjufted the heads, ang 
dketched out fome particulars, trufted for fuccefs to his extemporary pofirers, 

“To fated and public inftrudtion, he added familiar vifits and perfonal application; and was care- 
ful to improve the opportunities which converfation offered, of diffufing and increafing the influenté 
of religion. . 

# By his natural temper, he was quick of refentment; but by his ¢ftablifhed and habitual practice, 
the was gentle, modeft, and inoffenfive. He condefcended to lay afide the fcholat, the philofopher, 
and the wit, to write little pooms of devotion, and fyftems of inftru@ion, adapted to the wants and 
tapacities of children, from the dawn of reafon, through: its gradations of advance in the morning of 
dike, Eyery man, acquainted with the common principles of human actions, will look with.venerstio# 
on the writer, who is at one time combating Lock, and at another time making a Gatechifm for 
g¢hildren isi their fourth year. 

* As hia mind was capacious, his curiofity excurfive, and his induftry continual, his writings are. 
very numerous, and his fubjedts various, With his theological works, I am only enough acquaint- 
ed to admire his meeknefs of oppofition, and his mildnefs of cenfure. It was not only i in his books, 
ut in his mind, that orthodoxy was united with charity. 

“ OF his philofophical pieces, his Zogic has been received into the univerfities, and. therefore 
‘wants no private recommendation : if he owes part of it to Le Clerc, it muft be confidered that ne 

. man who undertakes merely to methodize or illuftrate a fyfem, pretends to be the author. 
“'® Few books have been perufed by me with greater pleafure than his Improvement of the Miud, 
of which the radical principlp saay indeed be found in Locke’s Condu& of the Underftanding ;” 
but they are fo expanded and raniified by Watts, as to “confer upon him the merit of a work in 
the higheft degree ufefui and pleafing. Whoever has the care of paar others, may be charged 
avith deficience in his dity if thig book is not recommended, 
" “As piety predominated in his mind, it is diffuled over his works: Under his dire@ion it may 
_ be truly faid Theologie Philofopbia ancillatur, philofophy is fubfervient to evangelical inftrudtion: it 
“ts difficult to read a page without learning, or at leaft wifhing to be better. ‘The attention is caught 
“by indired ipftrudion j and he that fat down only to reafon, is in a fudden compelled to pray, 

“ Few. men have left behind fuch purity of character, or fuch monuments of laborious piety. 
He has provided inftruction for all ages, from thofe who are lifping their firft leffons, to the en- 
Yightened readers of Malbranche and Locke, He has left neither corporeal nor {piritual nature un- 
examined 5 he has taught the art of reafoning and the fcience of the ftars. 

«His character, therefore, muft be formed frons the multiplicity and diverfity of his attainments 
rather than from any fingle performance: for it would not be fafe to claim for him the higheft 
rank in any fingle denomination of literary dignity ; yet perhaps there was nothing i in which he 
‘would not have excelled, if he had not divided his powers to different purfuits. 

“ Asa poet, ‘had he been only a poet, he would probably have ftood high among the authors 
with whom he is now affociated, “For his judgment was clear, and he noted beauties and faulig 
‘with very nice difcernment ; his imaginytion, as the Dacian Battle proves, was vigorous and aétive, 
and the flores of knowledge were large by which his fancy was to be fupplicd. ‘His ear was well 
yuned, and his di&ion was clegant and copious. But his devotional poetry is like that of others, 
unfatisfactory. The paucity of its topics enforces perpetual repetition, and the fandtity of the mat~ 
ter rejeéts the ornaments of figurative didion, It is fufficient for Watts to have done better than, 
‘others, what no man has done well. ~ 

“ His poems on other fubjeéts feldom rife higher than might be expeéted from the amufements 
of a man of letters, and have different degrees of value as they gre more or I¢fs laboured, or aathe 
occafion was more or lefs favourable tp invention. 

4 He writes too often without regular meafure, and too often in blank verfe: the rhymes arg 
not always fufficiently correfpondent. He ig particularly unhappy in coining names expreflive of 
charadters. His lines are commonly fmooth and cafy, and his thoughts always religicufly pure; 
But who is thére that to fo much piety and dns i not with for a greater meafure of fpright= 
lincfs and vigour? He is at leaft one of thy few poets with whom youth and ignorance may 


“Safely pleafed ; and happy will be that reader whofe mind is difpofed by his verdes, or his prof, 
oy his benevolence to man, and his reverence to God! ee 
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“ON READING MR. WATTS’S POEMS, 


wia_g', SACRED TO PIETY AND DEVOTION. 


Recap the man who in feraphic lays, 

And flowing numbers, fings his Maker’s praife+ 

He needs invoke no fabled mufe’s art, 

The heavenly fong comes genuine from his heart, 

From that pure heart, which God has deign’d t° 

infpire , : 

With holy Faptoress and a Yacred fire, © 

Thrice happy man ! whofe foul and guiltlefsbreaft, 

Are well prepar’d to lodge th’ Almighty guett ! 

‘Tis he that lends thy towering thoughts their 

: wing, 

Art tunes hy lyre, when thou attempt’tt to fing : 

He to thy foul lets in celettial day, 

Ev'h whilt imprifon’d in this mortal clay. 

By death’s grim afpect thou art not alarm’d, 

He, for thy fake, has death itfelf difarm’d ; 

Not fhall the grave o'er thee a victory boat ; 

Her triumph in thy rifing Mall be lot, 

When thou fhalt join th’ angelic choirs above, ~ 

Ta never-ending tongs of praife and love. 
é Evsenia. 


TO MR..WATTS, ON HIS POEMS. 


To murmuring ftreams, in tender ftrains 
My penfive mufe no more 
* Of love’s enchanting force complains, 
Along the flowery fhore, 


No more Mirtiflo’s fatal face 

+ My quiet breaft alarms, 

His eyes, his air, and youtliful grace, 
Have lot their ufual charms. 


“No gay Atxxts in the grove 
Shall be my future theme: 
{burn with an immortal love, 
find fing a purer flame. 


Seraphic heights I feem to gain, 
And facred tranfports feel, 

While Warts, to thy celettial firain, 

* Sarpris’d, I liften till. 


. The gliding ftreams their courfé forbear, 
» When I thy lays repeat; _ 
‘The bending forett lends an‘ear; 

*. “The birds their notes forget. 





With fuch a graceful harmony 
‘Thy numbers {till prolong ; 

And let remoteft lands reply, 
And echo to thy fong. 


Far as the diftant regions, whete 
The beauteous morning {prings, 
And fcatters odows through the air, 

From her refplendent wings ; 


Unto the new-found realms, which leq 
The latter fun arife, 

When, with an eafy progrefs, he 
Rolls down the nether fkies. 


July 1706. Parconrra & 


TO MR. WATTS, ~ 
. OW READING HIS HORE AYRICK. 


Har, heaven-born Mufe! that with celeftial 
flame, - 

And high feraphic numbers, durft attempt 

To gain thy native fkies. No common theme. 

Merits thy thought, felf-con{cious of a foul 

Superior, though on earth detain’d a while; 

Like fome propitious angel, that’s defign’d 

A refident in this inferior orb, 

To guide the wandering fouls to heavenly blifs, 

Thou feem’tt; while thou their everlatting fongs 

Haft feng to mortal ears, and down to earth 

Transferr’d the work of heaven; with thought 
fublime, : 

And high fonorous words, thou fweetly fing*ft 

To thy immortal lyre. Amaz’d, we view 

The towering height ftapendous, while thou foar’ft 

Above the reach of vulgar eyes or thought, 

Hymning th’ Eterna! Father; as of old 

When firft th’ Almighty from the dark abyfs 

Of everiafting night and filence call’d 

The thining worlds with one creating word, 

And rais’d from nothing all the heavenly holtsy 

And with external glories fill’d the void, 

Harmonious feraphs tun‘d their golden hat 

And with their cheerful hallelujahs blefs'd. 

The bounteous author of their happinels ; 

From orb to orb th’ alternate mufic rang, © 

And from the cryftal arches of the tky 

Reach’d onr then glorious world, the native fegt 


* A-name affumed by my rival. 
© d'name afum vy “ti 
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A mute, the meaneft of the vocal throng, 
New to the bays, nor equal to the fong. 
Fir'd with the growing gloties of thy fame, 
Joins all her powers to'celebrate thy name, 

No vulgar themes thy pious mule engage, 
No feenes of lift pollute thy facred page. 
You in majcitic numbers mount the shies, 
And meet deicending angels as you rite, 
Whote juft applaufes charm the crowded groves, 
And Addifoa thy tunetul tong approves. 
Soit harmony and marly vigour join 
To form the beauties ot each {prightly line, t 
For every grace of every mnfe is thine. 
Milton, immortal bard, divinely bright, 
Conducts his favourite to the realms of light ; 
Where Raphael’s lyre charms the cele(tial throng, 
Delighted cherubs liftening to the {ong 
From blifs to blits the happy beings rove, 
And tafte the fects of mufic and of love. 
But when the tofter feenes of life you paint, 
And join the beauteous virgin to the faint, 





When you defcribe how few the happy pairs, 
Whoie hearts united foften ail their cares, 
We fec to whom the fweetett joys belong, 
And Myra’s beauties confecrate your fong. -- 
Fain the unnumber'd graces I would tell, 
And ou the pleafing theme for ever dwell ; 
But the mule faints, unequal te the flight, 
And hears thy ftrains with wonder and delight. 
When tombs of princes thail in suins lie, 
And all but heaven-born piety thafl die, 
When the laft trumpet wakes the filent dead, 
And cach, lalcivious poet hides his head, 
With thee ball thy divine Urania rife, 
Crown'd with trefi laurels, to thy native fkies: 
Great How and Gouge thal! hail thee on thy way, 
And welcome thee to the bright realms af day, 
Adapt thy tuneful notes to heavenly ftrings, 
And join the Lyric Ode while fome fair feraph fingss, 
Sic {pirat, fic optat, - "i 
Yui amantiffimus 
BRITANNICUS, 
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REFACE. 


. : 


Yr has been a long complaint of the virtuous and 
tefined world, that pocfy, whofe origiral is divine, 
thould be enilaved to vice and profanenefs; that 
an art, infpired trom heaven, fhould have fo far 

“Yok the memory of its birth-place, ax to be en- 
guged in the interefts of hell, How unhappily is 
3t perverted from its mot glorious defigu! How 
bafely has it been driven away from its proper fta- 
tion in the temple of God, and abufed to much 
difhonour! The isiquity of men has conftrained 
it to ferve their vileft purpotes, while the tons of 
piety mourn the facrilege and the thame. 

The eldeft fong, which hiftory has brought 
down to our ears, was a noble act of worthip paid 
‘to the God of Hrael, when his “ right hand be- 
* came glorious in. power ; when thy right hand, 
“oO Lord, dathed in pieces the enemy: the cha- 
** riots of Pharaoh and his hofts were caft into the 
“red fea. Thou didft blow with thy wind, the 
“* deep covered them, and they fank as lead in the 
“ mighty waters.” Exod. xv, ‘Chis art was 
Maintained facred through the ayes of 
the church, and cmployed by ki rophets, 
by David, Solomon, and Isiah, bing the 
hature and the glories of God, and in conveying 
grace or vengeance to the hearts of men. By 
thig method they brought fo much of heaven down 
to this lower warld, as the darkneis of that dif. 
penfation would admit: Ang now and then a di- 
vine and poetic rapture lifted their fouls far abave 
the level of that econumy of fhadows, bore then 
away far into a brighter region, and gave them a 
glimple of evangelic day, ‘The live of angels was 

armonioufly breathed into the chiidren of Adam, 
and their minds raifed near to heaven in melody 
and devotion at once. 

the younger days of heathenifm, the Mufes 
Were devoted to the fame 1 1 
in which old Hetiod addrc 




















Maen: Wrgtada « odie 
Aire, AF wwinere cPine say se 
, © Pierian Mufes, fam'd for heaveniy Jays, 
“ Detcend, and ting the God your Father's 
faites” 








And he purfues the fabjeGt in ten pions Hnes, 
“hich I could not turbearto uentetibe, irthe alpect 
and found of o much Greek were not tertify ing 
to a nice reader. ; 
But tome of the latter poets of tlie 
have debafed this divine gift; a ny of the 
writers of the frft rank, in this cur age of national 
z al fame, forpatted 






Chriftians, have, to their etor 














the vileft of the Gentiles. _They have not only 
difrobed religion of all the ornaments of verfe, but 
have employed their pens in impious mitchief, to 
deform her native beauty and defile her Lonours. 
They have expofed her moft facred character te 
drollery, and dreffed her up in a moft vile and rie 
diculonsdifguife, for the {corn of the ruder herd 
of mankind. The vices have been painted like fo 
many goddeffes, the charms of wit have been ad- 
ded to debauchery, and the temptation heighten- 
ed where nature needs the ftrongeft reftraints, 
With tweetnefs of found, and delicacy of exprefa 
fion, they have given a relith to blatphemies of 
the hartheft kind ; and when they rant at their 
Maker in fonorous numbers, they fancy themfelves 
to have aéted the hero well. 

Thus almoft in vain have the throne and the 
pulpit cried reformation ; while the ftage and li- 
centions poems have waged open war with the 
pious defign of church and ftate. The prefs has 
ipread the poifon far, and fcattered wide the 
mortal infection: Unthinking youth have been 
enticed to fin beyond the vicious propenfities of 
nuture, plunged early into difeafes and death, and 
funk down to damnation in multitudes. Was it 
ior this that poefy was endued with all thofe .al- 
lurements that lead the mind away in a pleafing 
captivity ? Was it for this, fhe was furnifhed with 
fo many intellectual charms, that fhe might fee 
duce the heart from God, the original beauty, and 
the moft lovely of beings? Gan I ever be perftad- 
ed, that thufe fwect and refittiefs forces of meta- 
phor, wit, found, and number, were given with 
is defign, that they fhould be all ranged under 
the banner of the great malicious fpirit, to invade 
the rights of heaven, and to bring fwift and ever- 
laiting deitruétion upon men? How will thefe al. 
lies of the nether world, the lewd and profane 
verliiers, ftand aghaft before the great Judge, 
when the blood of mary fouls, whom they never 
faw, fhall be tuid to the charge of their writings, 
and be dreadfully requized at their hands? ‘The 
Reverend Mr. Collier has tet this awful {cene be- 
fore them in juftand flaming colours. If the ap- 
plication were nut too rade and uncivil, that nol 
tianza of my Lord Rofcommon, on Pfalm cxh 
night be addreiled to them : 























® Ye dragons, whofe contagious breath 
“ Peoples the dark retreats of death, é 
“ Change your dire hiffings into heavenly fongs, 
“ And praife your “Maker with your fork-é 
* tongues,? 


PREFACE. 


‘THis profanation and debafement of fo divine 
an art, has tempted fome weaker Chriftians to 
imagine that poetry and vice are naturally akin; 
or at leaft, that verfe is fit only to recommend 
triftes, and entertain our loofer hours; but it is too 
light and trivial a method to treat any thing that 
is ferious and facred. ‘They fubmit, indeed, to 
ufe it indivine pfalmody, but they love the drieft 
tranflation cf the pfalm beft. They will venture 
to fing a dull hymn or two at church, in tunes of 
equal dulneis; but ttill they perfuade themielves, 
and their children, that the beauties of poef; are 
vain and dangerous. All that arifes a depree 
above Mr. Sternhold is too airy for worthip, and 
hardly efcapes the fentence of * unclean and abo. 
* minable.” It is ftrange, that perfons that have 
had the Rible in their hands, fhould be led away 
by thoughtlets prejudices to fo wiid and rath an 
epinion. Let me entreat them not to indulge this 
four, this cenforious humour too far, left the tacred 
writers fali under the lath of their unlimited and 
unguarded reproaches.. Let me entreat them to 
Took into their Bibles, and remember the ftyle 
and way of writing that is uled by the ancient 
prophets. Have they forgot, or were they never 
told, that many parts of the Old Teftament are 
Hebrew verfe ? and the figures are ftronger, and 
the metaphors bolder, ‘ak the images more fur- 
prifing and ftrange, than ever I read in any pro- 
fane writer. When Deborah fings her praifes to 
the God of Ifrael, while he marched from the 
field of Edom, the fets the “ earth a rembling, 
“ the heavens drop, and the mountains difulve 
£ from before the Lord. They fought from hea. 
“ ven, the ftars in their courtes fought againit Si- 
“ fera: When the river of Kithon {wept them 
“ away, that ancient river, the river Kifhon, O 
“my foul, thou bat trodden down ttrength.” 
qidy. v. &c. When Eliphaz, in the book o} Job, 
peaks his (enle uf the holinefs of God, he intro- 
duces a machine in a vifion: “ Fear, came upon 
“ me, trembling on all my bones ; the hair of my 
“ fleth ftood up ; a fpirit pafled by and flood fill, 
“ but its form was undifcernible; an image be- 
fore mine eyes; and filence; Then 1 heard a 
voice, laying, Shall mortal man be more jaft 
“ than God?” &c. Job iv. When he deieribes 
the fafety of the righteous, he “ hides him from 
“ the fcourge of the tungue, he makes him laugh 
“at deftraction and famine, he brings the ftones 
of the field into league with him, and makes 
the brute animals enter into a covenant of 
“ peace.” Job v. 21, &c. When Job Ipeaks of 
the grave, how melanchaly is the gloom that he 
fpreads over it! “ Itisa region to which TU moft 
“ fhortly go, and whence I thall not return 3 itis 
a land of darkne&, it is darkneis itfeif, the land 
© of the fhadow of death; all confufion and dif. 
order, and where the light is as darknets. This 
is my houfe, there huve T made my be have 
faid to corruption, ‘Vhou art my tather; and to 
the worm, ‘Chou art my mother and my fi:ter: 
As for my hope, who fhail fee it? I and my 
hope go down together to the bars of the pit? 
Job x. 21, and £3. When he lhumbles him- 
Yel in complainings laefore the almightiuets of 
fod, what contewptibis and feebl: images doch 
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he ufe! Wilt thou break a leaf driven to and 
“ fvo2? Wilt thou purfue the dry ftabble? 1 cone 
“ fume away like a rotten thing, a garment eat. 
en by the moth.” Job xiii, 2$, 8c. “ Thow 
lifteft me up to the wind, thon caufeft me ta 
ride upon it, and diffolveft my fubftance.” Joo 
xxiii. 22. Can any man invent more defpicable 
ideas, to reprefeot the fcoundtel herd ati refuse 
of mankind, than thofe which Job ufes? chap. xxx, 
and thereby he aggravates his own forrows and 
reproaches to amazement: “ They that are 
“younger than I have me in derifion, whofe fas 
thers I would have difdained to have fet with 
the dogs of my flock : for want and famine they 
were folitary ; fleeing into the wildernefs defou 
Jate and wafte: They cut up mallows by the 
buthes, and juniper-roots for their meat: ‘T! hey 
were driven forth from among men (they cried 
after them as after a thief), to dweli in the cliffs 
of the valleys, in the caves of the earth, and im 
rocks: Among the buthes they brayed, under 
the nettles they were gathered together ; 
were children of fouls, yea, children of bale 
men; they were viler than the earth: And 
now I am their fong, yea, I am their by-word,” 
&c. How mournful and dejected is the language 
of his own forrows! “ Terrors afe turned upor 
“him, they purfue his foul as the wind, and his 
“ welfare pailes away as a cloud ; his bones are 
pierced within him, and his foul is poured out $ 
he goes mourning without the fun, a brother te 
dragous, and a companion to owls; while his 
harp and organ are turned into the voice of 
Uuem that weep.” I muft trantcribe one half 
of this holy book, if I would thew the gtandeury 
the variety, and the jutnets of his ideas, or the 
pomp and beauty of his expreffion; J muft 
out a good part of the writings of David and Tfaiah, 
if E would reprefent the poetical exceilencies of 
their thoughts and ftyle: nor is the language of 
the leffer prophets, efpecially in fome paragraphs, 
much inferior to thefe. S 
Now, while they paint human nature in its vas 
rious forms and circumftances, if their defigning 
be fo juft and noble, their difpofition fo artfuk 
and their cvivuring fo bright, beyond the moft 
famed human writers, how much more muft their 
deicriptions of Gud and heaven exceed all that is. 
potlible to be faid by a meaner tongue? When 
they fpezk of the dwelling-place of God, “ He 
“ inhabits eternity, and fits upon the throne of 
“his holinefs, in the midi of light inacceffible.” 
When his holinei’s is mentioned, “ The heavens 
“ are not glean in his fight, he charges his angels 
with folly: He looks to the moon, and it thine 
eth not, and the ftars are not pere before his 
eyest He is a jealous God, and a confaming 
“bre.” If we tpeak of ittength, “ Behoid, heis 
ftcong: He removes the mountains, and they 
know it net: He overterns them in his angers 
Ue flakes the earta from her place, and het 
pillars tremble. He makes a path through the 
mighty waters, he divcovcrs the foundations of 
the world: The pillars of heaven are aitonifhed 
at his reory And after all, “© Thefe are 
but a portion of his ways: ‘The thunder of bis 
“ power who can underitand 3” His fovereignty, 
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his knowledge, and his wifdom, are revealed to 
wi in language vattly fuperior to all the poetical 
gecounts of heathen divinity. “ Let the pottherds 
* firive with the potfherds of the earth; but 
.  fhall the clay fay to him that fathioneth it, 
* What makelt thou? He bids the heavens drop 
* down from above, and let the fkies pour down 
+ & yighteoufnefs, H® commands the fun, and it 
*¢ rifeth not, and he fcaleth up the ftars. Ir is 
* he that faith to 14e deep, be dry, and he dricth 
@ up the givers, Woe to them that feek decp to 
® hide their counfel from the Lord; his eyes are 
@ upon all their ways, he underftands their 
thoughts afar off. Hell is naked before him, 
and deftructien bath no covering. He calls aut 
all the ftars by their names, he fruftrateth the 
® tokens of the liars, and makes the diviners mad: 
# He tums wife men backward, and their know- 
~@ ledge becomes foolith.”” His trantcendent emi- 
ence above all things is moft nobly reprefented, 
when he “ fits upon the circle of the earth, and 
“ the inhabitants thereof are ds grafshoppers : 
* All nations before him are as the drop of a buc- 
© ket, and as the fmall duft of the balance: He 
takes up the ifles as a very little thing; Leba- 
®* non, with all her beafts, is not fufficieat for a 
« facrifice to this Gad, nor are all her trees fuf- 
ficient for the burning. This God, befure 
« whom the whole -creation is as nothing, yea, 
& Jefs than nothing, and vanity. ‘fo which of ali 
‘the heathen gods then will ye compare me, 
# faith the Lord, and what thall 1 be likened’ to?” 
And to which of all the heathen poets fhall we 
Jiken or compare this glorious orator, the facred 
defcriber of the Godhead? The orators of all na- 
tions are as nothing before him, and their words 
are vanity and emptinefs. Let us turn our cyes 
now to fome of the holy writings, where God is 
creating the world: How mearly do the beft of 
the Gentiles talk and trifle upon this fubject, 
when brought into comparifon with Mojes, whom 
Longinus him(elf, a Gentile critic, cites as a maf. 
ter of the fublime ftyle, when he chole to ufe it ; 
“ And the Lord faid, Let there be light, wid 
* there was light; Let there be clouds and feas, 
“fun and ftars, plants and animals, and behold 
“ they are :” He commanded, and they appear 
and obey: “ By the word of the Lord were the 
“ heavens made, and all the hott of them by the 
“€ breath of his mouth :’’ This is working like a 
God, with infinite eafe and omnipotence. His 
wonders of providence for the terror and ruin of 
his adverfaries, and for the fuccour of his faints, 
is fet before our eyes in the {criptureewith equal 
magnificence, and 2s becomes divinity. When 
“ he arifes out of his place, the earth trembles, 
“ the foundation of the hills are fhaken becanfe 
“ he is wioth : There goes a fmoke up out of his 
“ noftrils, and fire out of his mouth devoureth, 
** coals are kindled by it. He hows the heavens, 
_ “ and comes down, and daknefs is under his 
“ feet. The mountains melt like wax, and flow 
* down at his preience.” If Virgil, Homer, or 
Pindar, were to prepare an equipage for a de- 
fending God, they might ule thunder and light- 
nings tuo, and clouds and firg, to form a charict 
and horfes for the battle, or the triumph ; brit 
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there is name of them provides him a flight of 
cherubs inftead of horfes, or feats him in “ chae 
* riots of faivation.” David beholds him viding 
“* upon the heaven of heavens, by hisname Jan: 
“He was mounted upon a cherub, and did fly ; 

“ he flew on the wings of the wind ;” and Hab. 

bakkuk fends “ the peftilence before him.” Hoa 
mer keeps a mighty ftir with his Nigeanyapila Zeis, 

and Hefixd with his 205 SpGputens. Jupiter, 
that raites up the clouds, and that makes'a noife, 

or thunders on high. But a divine poet males 
the “ clouds but the duf of his feet :? and when 

the Highett gives his voice in the heavens, “ Haile 
“* ftones and coals of fire follow.” A divine poet 
dilcovers the channels of the waters, and lays 

open the foundations of nature ; “ at thy rebuke, 
“ OQ Lord, at the blaft of the breath of thy nof= 
“trils” When the Holy One alighted upon 
Mount Sinai, * his glory covered the heavens 

2 food and meafured the ear He beheld 

and drove afunder the nations, and the ever- 
“ Jaiting mountains were fcattered: The perpe- 
“ tual hills did bow; his ways are everlafting.” 

Then the prophet “ faw the tents of Cufhan in 
“* affliction, and the curtains of the land of Mi- 
“ dian did tremble.” Hab. iii, Nor did the 

bleffed Spirit which animated thefe writers forbid 

them the ule of vifions, dreams, the opening of 
feenes dreadful and delightful, and the introdac- 
tion of machines upon great occafions: the divine 
licence in this tefpect is admirable and furprifing, 
and the images are often too bold and dangefous 
for an uninfpired writer to imitate. Mr. Dennis 
has made a noble effay to difcover how much fu- 
perior is infpired poefy to the brighte# and beft 

deferiptions of a mortal pen, Perhaps, if his pro- 
potzl of criticifm had been encouraged and purs 
{ued, the nation might have learnt more value 
for the word of God, and the wits of the age 
might have been fecured from the danger of 
Deifia ; while they muft have been forced te con- 
fefs at leat the divinity of all the poetical books 
of Scripture, when they fee a genius running 
through them more than human. 

Who is there now will dare to affert, that the 
doctrines of our holy faith will not indulge or en= 
dure a delightful drefs? Shall the French poet * 
allright us, by faying, : 
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“ De la foy d'un Chrétien les myfteres terribles, 
“D'Ornemens egayez ne font point fufcep~ 
a tibles? 

But the French critic }, in his refiections upon 
Eloquence, tells us, “ That the majetty of our 
“ religion, the holinefs of its laws, the purity of 
its morals, the heigth of its myfteries, and the 
*C importance of every fubje@ that belongs to it, 
“ requires a grandeur, a noblenefs, a majefty, 
and elevation of ftyle, fuited to the theme : 
fparkling images and magnificent expreflions 
mouft be ufed, and are beft borrowed irom 
Scripture: let the preacher, that aims at elo- 
quence, read the prophets inceffantly, for their 
writings are an abundant fource of all the riches 





* Boileam 
+ Rapin. 
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© apd drnaments of fpeech.” And, in my opi- 

nien, this is far better counfel than Horace gives 
jets when he fays, 


“a Vos exemplaria Graca 
« Nocturna verfate mann, verfure diurnd.” 





As, in the conduct of my ftudies with regard 
to divinity, E have reafon to repent of nothing 
more than that I have not perufed the Bible with 
more frequency ; fo if I were to fet up for a poet, 
¥ with a defign to exceed all the modern writers, 
* FT would follow the advice of Rapin, and read the 
prophets night and day. Tam fure, the compo- 
fares of the follewing book would have been filled 
with much greater fen’e, and appeared with much 
more agreeable ornaments, had I derived a larger 
portion from the Holy Scriptures. 

Befides, we may fetch a further anfwer to 
Monfieur-Boileau’s objection, from ether poets of 
his own country. What a noble ufe have Racine 
and Corneille avade of Chriftian fubjedls, in f 
of their be& tragedies! What a variety of divine 
feenes are difplayed, and pious paffions awakened, 
in thofe poems! The martyrdom of Polyeucte, 
how doth it reign over our love and pity, and at 
the fame time animate our zeal and devotion: 

“May I heré be permitted the liberty to return 
my thanks to that fair and ingenious hand * that 
directed me to fuch etitertainments in a foreign 
language, which I hid long withed for, and 
fought in vain in our own. Yet I mutt cunfefs, 
vhat the Davideis, and the two Arthurs, have to 
far anfwered Boileau’s objection, in Englith, as 
that the obftacles of attempting Chriitian poefy 
are broken down, and the vain pretence of its 
being impracticable, is experimentally confuted +. 

Itis true indeed, the Chriftian myfteries have 
not fuch need of gay trappings « ied, oF 

“rather compoled, the heathcu fuperflition. But 
this ttitl makes for the greater caf: and farer fac 
cofs of the poet. The wonders of our religion, 

- a plain narration. and a fimple drefs, have a na- 
tive grandeur, a dignity, and a beauty in them, 
though they do not utterly difdain all methods of 
ornament. The book of the Revelation feems 
tobe a prophecy in the form of an opera, or a 
dramatic poem, wheré ne art illuftrates the 
fabjeét with many charming glurics; but {till it 
mult be acknowledged, that the naked themes 
of Chrittianity have fomething brighter and bolder 
in them, fomething move furprifing and celettial, 
than all the adventures of gads and heroes, ail 




















the dazzling images of fale Iuftre that form and 
garnith a heathen fong: here the very argument 
would give wonderful aids to the mufe, and the 
heavenly theme would fo relieve a dull hour, and 
a languifhing genius, that when the mufe nods, 

* Philomela. 

+ Sir Rickard Blackmore, in his admirable pre- 
face to his laf) prem, entitled Alfred, has more 
sopioufly refuted el Buileau’s arguments ut this 
fubje®, and that with great juflice end elegance. 
1923.—1 am perfucded that many perfous who 
defpife the poem would acknowledge the juft fen- 
tuments of that preface. 
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the fenfe would bur and fparkle upon the read= 
er, and kecp him feelingly awake. * 

With how much lefs toil and expence might 4 
Dryden, an Otway, Congreve, or a Dennis, fur- 
nith out a Chriftian poem, than a mpdern play! 
‘There is nothirg among all the ancient fables, or 
later romances, that have tvo fuch extremes 
united in them, as the eternal God }ecoming am 
infant of days; the poffeflor of the palace of Hea- 
ven laid to fleep in a manger; the holy Jefus, 
who knew no fin, bearing the fins of men in his 
body on the tree; agonies of forrow loading thé 
foul of him who was God over all, biefled for 
ever 5 and the fovereign of life ftretching bis arms 
ona crofs, bleeding, and expiring: The heaven 
and the hell in our divinity are infinitely more 
delightful and dreadful than the chittith figments 
of a dog with three heads, the buckets of the Bes 
lides, the Furies with foaky hairs, or the 
flowery ftories of Elyfinm. And if we farvey the” 
one as themcs divinely true, and the other at # 
medley of fooleries which we can never believe ; 
the advantage for touching the {prings of paffio 
will fali infinitely on the fide of the Chriftian 
poet ; our wonder and our love, our pity, delight, 
and forrow, with the long train of hopes and 
fears, muft needs be under the command of an 
harmonious pen, whofe every line makes a part” 
of the reader’s faith, and isthe very life or death 
of bis foul. 

Ifthe trifing and incredible tales that furnit 
outa tragedy, are fo armed by wit and fancy, as 
to become fovercign of the rational powers,’ to 





uiumph over all the affections, end- manage our: 
fmiles and our tears at pleafure; ‘how wor “ 


conqueft might be obtained over a wild world, 
and reduce it, at leaft, to fobriety, if the fame 
happy talent were employed in drefling the 
fewnes of religion in their proper figures of majefty, 
fweetnefs, and terror! The wonders of creating 
power, of redeeming love, and renewing grace, 
onght net to be thus impionily neglected by thofe 
whom Heaven has endued with a gift fo proper to 
vate them; an art whofe [weet ine 
oll convey piety in refitting 
nature, melt the hardeft fouls to the love of 
virtue. ‘Lhe affairs of this lite, with their ree 
ierence to a lite to come, would thine bright in z 
dramatic defcription ; nor is their any need of any 
reaton why we fhould always borrow the plan or 
hiftory-from the ancient Jews, or primitive matyrs; 
though feveral of thefe would furnifl out noble 
materials for this fort of peefy : but modern feenes. 
would be better underitood by moft readers, and. 
the application would be much more eafy. The 
anguifh of nward guilt, the fceret flings and racks 
and feourges of contcience; the {weet retiring 
hours, and feraphical joys of devotion; the vidto- 
ry of a refolved foul over a thoufand temptations ; 
the inimitable love and paifion of a dying Got; 
the avctul glories of the latt tribunal; the grand 
decifive fentence, from which there is no appeal ; 
ial tis confequent tranfports or horrors of the 
two eternal werlds; thefe things may be variouf- 
ly ditpofed, and form many poems. How might 
fuch performances, under a divine Dleffing, call 
back the dying piety of the nation to life and 
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beauty? This would make religion appear like it- 


felf, and confound the blafphemies of a profligate 
‘world, ignorant of pious pleafures. 


But we have reafon to fear, that the tuneful- 


mien of ovr cay have not raifed their ambition to 
fo,divine a pitch; I thould rejoice to fee more of 
this celeftial fire kindling within them; for the 
flathes that break outin fome prefent and pait 
‘writings betray an infernal fource. ‘Lhis the in- 
‘comparable Mr. Cowley, in the latter end of his 
preface, and the ingenious Sir Richard Blackmore, 
i the beginning of his, have fo pathetically de. 
feribed and lamented, that I rather refer the rea- 
der to mourn with them, than detain and tire him 
here. Thefe gentlemen, in their large and [a- 
‘boured works of poefy, have given the world hap- 
py examples of what they with and encourage in 

fe; the one inarich variety of thought and 
Racy’ the other in ail the fhining colours of pro- 
fule and florid diction. 

If thorter fonnets were compofett on fublime 
fabjects, fuch as the Pfaims of David, and the ho- 
Jy tranfports ioterfperféd in the other facred 
‘writings, or fuch as the moral odes of Horace, and 
the ancient Lyricks; Iperfuade miyfelf that the 
€hriftian preacher would find abundant aid from 
the’ poet; in his defign to diifufe virtue, and allure 
fouls to God. If the heart were firft inflamed 
front Heaven,and the mufe were not left alone 
to form the devotion, and purfue a cold fcent, but 
only called-in as an affiftant to the worfhip, then 
the fong would end where the inipiration ceafes ; 
the whole compofure would be of a piece, all me- 
xidian light and meridian fervour; and the fame 

ious flame would be propagated, and kept glow- 

ing in the heart of him that reads, Some of the 

. hoster odes of the two poets now mentioned, and 

xfew of the Rev. Mr. Norris's Eflays in verfe, 

are convincing inftances of the fuccels of this pro- 
fal. 

It is my opinion alfo, that the free and uncon- 
fined numbers of Pindar, or the noble meafures of 
Milton without rhyme, would beft maintain the 
dignity of the theme, as well as give a loofe to the 
devout foul, vor check the rapturesof her faith and 
love. Though, in my feeble attempts of this kind, 
Thave too often fettered my thoughts in the nar- 
row metre of our Pfalin-tranflaturs ; I have con- 
Aracted and cramped the fenfe, or rendered it ob- 
feure and feeble, by the two fpeedy and regular 
returns of rhyme. 

If my friends expect any reafon of the following 
compotures, and of the firit ex fecond publication, 
Tentreat them to accept of this accounts 

Yhe title aflures them that poefy is not the bu- 
finefs of my life ; and if Iteized thoie hours of Iei- 
fure, wherein my fowl was in a more {prightly 
frame, to entertain them or anyfelr with @ divine 
-or moral fong, I hope I fall find an eafy pardon. 

In the Firlt Book are many odes which were 
written to affift the medite nd worfhip of 
vulgar Chriftians, and with a deiiguto be publith- 

n the volume of hymns, which have now pals- 
‘ond impreffiou: but upon the review, I 
rome expreftions that were not fuited to the 
plainett capacity, and the metaphors are too bold 
to pleafe the ee Coriftian: therefore I have 
ahotied them a 
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Athong the fongs that are dedicated to diving 
love, I think I may be bold to affert, that_I never 4 
compofed one line of them with any other defigh | 
than what they are applied to here; and I have 
endeavoured to fecure them all from being pery 
verted and debafed to wanton paffiotis, by feveral | 
lines in them that can never be applied to a meas‘ 
ner love. Are not the noble inftances of the 
grace of Chrift reprefented under the figure of a 
conjugal ftate, and defcribed in one of the fweeteft 
odes, and the fofteft paitoral that ever was write 
ten? E appeal to Solomon *, in his Song; and his 
father David, in Pfal. xlv. if David was the au- 
thor: and Iam well affured, that I have never 
indulged an equal licence: it was dangerous to 
imitate the facred writers too nearly, in fo nice an 
affair, f 

The “ Poems facred to Virtue,” &&c. were 
formed when the frame and humour of my foul 
was juft {uited to the fubject of my verie: the‘ 
image of my heart is painted in them ; and if they 
meet with a reader whofe foul is akin to mine, 
pethaps they may agreeably eritertain him. The 
dulnets of the fancy, and coarfenefs of expref= 
Sion, will difappear ; the famenefs of the humour 
will create a pleaiure, and infenfibly overcome 
and conceal the defects of the mule. Young gen- 
tlemen and ladies, whofe genius and’ education 
have given them a relith of oratory and verfe, 
may be tempted to feck fatisfaction among the 
dangerous diverfions of the ftage, and impure fon- 
nets, if there be no provifion of a fafer kind made 
to pleafe them. While I have attempted to gra- 
tify innocent fancy in this refpeét, I have not for- 
gotten to allure the heart to virtue, and to raife it 
to a difdain of brutal pleafures, The frequent in- 
terpofition of « devout thought may awaken the 
mind to a ferious fenfe of God, religion, and eter 
nity. The fame duty that might be detpifed in a 
fermon, when propofed to their reafon, may here, ~ 
perhaps, feize the lower faculties with farprife; 
delight, and devotion at once; and thus, by de- 
grees, draw the fuperior powers of the mind to 
piety. Among the infinite numbers of mankind, 
there is not more difference in their outward-fhape 
and features, than in their temper and inward in- 
Some are more eafily fufceptive of res 
ligion in a grave difcourfe and {edate reafoning, 
Some ate bett frighted from fin and ruin by terror, 
threatening, and amazement; their fear is the 
propereft paflion to which we can addrefs oure 
telves, and begin the divine work: others can 
fee! no motive fo powerful as that which applies 
ittelf to their ingenuity, and their polifhed imagi- 
nation, Now 1 thought it lawful to take hold of 
any handie of the foul, to lead it away betimes 
from vicious pleafures ; and if I could but make up 
a compolition of virtue and delight, fuited to the 
tafte of well-bred youth, and a refined education, 
Thad fome hope to allure and raife them thereby 
above the vile temptations of degenerate nature, 
and cuftom that is yct more degenerate. When E 
have felt a flight inclination to-tatire or burlefque? 
I thought it proper to fupprefs it. The grinpiog 








© Sodomon’s Song was much more in ufé amotg 
preachers and writers of divinity when thefe 
peens were written than it is now, 1736. 
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~@ad the growling mufe are not hard to be obtain- 
ed; but I would difdain their afiftance, where a 
manly invitation to virtue, and a friendly fmile, 
ry be fuccefsfully émployed. Could I perfuade 
,4atty man by a kinder method, I should never think 
: it proper to {cold or laugh at him, 

Perhaps there are fome morofe readers, that 
ftand ready to condemn every line that is written 
upon the theme of lave; but have we not the 

, @ares and the felicities of that fort of focial life re- 
 prefented to usin the facred writings? Some ex- 
prefions are there uled with a defign to give a 
; Mortitying influence to our foftelt affections; o~ 
! thers again brighten the character of that flate, and 
allure virtuous fouls to purfue the divine advantage 
of it, the mutual affiftunce in the way to falvation. 

Are not the cxxviith and cxxviiith Pfalms in- 
dited on this very fubjeét? Shall it be lawful for 
the prefs and the pulpit to treat of it with a be- 
coming folemnity ia prefe, and muft the mention 
of the fame thing in poely be pronounced for ever 
unlawful? Is it utteriy unworthy of a ferious cha- 
yadter to write on this argument, becaute it h 
been unhappily polluted by fome feurrilous po 
Why may I not be permitted to obviate a com- 
mon and a yrowing mitchief, whiie a thowland 
vile poems ot the amorous kind fwarm abicud, and 
give a vicious taint to the unwary reader? J 
~would tell the world that I have endeavoured to 
recover this argument out of the hands of impure 
writers, and'to make it appear, that virtue and 
Jove are not fuch ftrangers as they are reprefented. 
Fhe biifsful intimacy of fouls in that ftate will 
afford fafficient furniture for the gravclt enter- 
tainment in verfe; fo that it need not be ever- 
Jattingly dreffed-up in ridicule, nor affumed only 
to furnith out the lewd fonnets of the times. May 
fome happier genius promote the fame (ervice 
that I propoled, and by. fuperior fenfe, and {weet- 
er found, render what I have written contemptible 
and ufelefs. 

| The imitations of that nobleft Latin poet of 
modern ages, Cafimire Sarbic wiki, of Poland, 
would need no excute, did they but arife to the 
- beauty of the original, Ihave often taken the 
freedom to add ten or twenty lines, ar to leave 
out as many, that I might fuit my fong more to 
my own defign, or becaule I faw it impoflible 
sto preferit the force, the tinenefs, and tlie fire cf 
his expreifion in ourlanguage. There ure a few 
copies wherein T have burrowed fome hints from 
the fame author, without the mention of his name 
in the title. Methinks I can allow fo duperior a 
genius now and then to be laviih in his imagina- 
tion, and to jindulge fome excurficrs beyond 
the limits of fedate judgment: the riches snd 
glory of his verfe make atonement in abundance. 
I with fome Englih pen would import more of 
his treafures, and blefs our nation. 

The infcriptions to particular friends are war- 
ranted and defended by the practice of almoft all 
the Lyric writers. ‘They frequently convey the 
rigid rules of morality to the mind in the fofter 
method of applaufe. “Suflained by their example 

* aman will not eafily be overwhelmed by the he: 
viet ceniures of the unthinking and unknowing ; 
elpecjally when there is a fhadow of this pradtice 
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in the divine Pfalmift, while he inferibes to Afaph 
or Jeduthun his fongs that ~yere made for the 

harp, or (which is all one) his Lyric: odes,’ 
thongh they are addreffed to God himfelf. 

In the “ poems of Heroic meafure,” I have ate 
tempted in rhyme the f:me veriety of cadence, 
comma and period, which blank verfe glories in 
as its peculiar elegance and ornament, It degrades 
the excellency of the beft verfification when the 
lines run on by couplets, twenty together, juit in 
the fame pace, and with the fame paules. It fpoita, 
the noblett pleafure of the found: the reader is 
tired with the tedious uniformity, or charmed ta 
fleep with the unmanly foftnefs of the numbers, 
and the perpetual chime of even cadences 

In the “ Effays without Rhyme,” I have not fet 
up Milton for a perfect pattern; though he fhalf 
be for ever honoured as our deliverer from the 
bondage. His works contain admirable and ua- 
equalled inftances of bright and beauitfal diion, 
as well as majefty and ferenenels of thought. There 
are foveral epifodes in his longer works, that ftand 
in fupreme dignity without a rival; yet all that 
vaft reverence with which E read his Paradife 
Loft, cannot perfuade me to be charmed with 
every page of it. The length of his periods, and” 
fometimes of his parenthefes,runs meout of breaths 
Some of his numbers feem too harth and uneafy. 
Tcould never believe that roughnefs and obfcurity 
added any thing to the true grandeur of a poem; 
nor will Dever affect archafms, exoticifms, and a 
quaint uncouthnefs of fpecch, in order to become 
perfe@ly Miltonian. It is my opinion that blank 
verle may be written with all due elevation of 
thought, in a modern ftyle, without borrowing ang 
thing from Chaucer’s tales, or running back fo far 
as the days of Colin the Shepherd, and the reign 
of the Faery Queen. The oddnefs of an antique 
found, gives but a fulfe pleafure to the ear, and 
alules the true relith, even when it works delight. 
There were fome fuch judges of pocly among the 
old Romans ;. and Martial ingenioufly laughs at 
one of them, that was pleaied evento aftonith. 
ment with obfolete words and figures ; 





“ Attonitutque legis terrai frugiferai.”” 


So the iil-drawn poftures and diftortions of thape 
that we meet with in Chinefe pictures charm = 
fickiy fancy by their very aukwardnefs: fo a dife 
tempered appet: ill chew coals apd fand, and 
pronyunce it guttful. 

Jn the Pindarics, I have generally conformed my 
lines to the fhorter fize of the ancients, and avoid- 
ed to imitate the exceflive lengths to which fume 
modern writers have ftretched their fentences, and 
efpecially the concluding verfe. In thefe the ear 
is the trueft judge; nor was it made to be en- 
flaved to any precife model of elder or later times. 

After all, I mu petition my reader to lay afide 
the four and fullen air of criticifm, and to affume 
the friend. Let him choofe fuch copies to read. 
at particular hours, when the temper of bis mind 
is fuited to the fong. Let him come with a de- 
fire to be entertained and pieafed, rather than to 
feek his own difgutt and averfion, which will not 
| be hard to find. ° Lam not fo vain as to think there 
| are no faults, nor fo blind as to efay none: though 
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¥ hope the multitude of alterations in this fecond 
edition are not without amendment. There is fo 
Jaege a difference between this and the former, in 
the change of titles, lines,,and whole pocins, as 
in the various trantpofitions, that it would be ufe- 
Jefs and endlefs, and all confufion, for any reader 
to compare them throughout. ‘The additions al- 
fo make up half the book, and (ome of thefe have 
need of as many alterations as the former. Many 
a line needs the file to polith the roughnefs of it, 
and many @ thought wants richer language to 
adorn and make it thine. Wide defects and equal 
feperiluities may be found, efpecially in the lar- 
- ger pieces; but I have at prefent neither inclina~ 
tion nor leifure to correét, and I hope I never 
thall. It is one of the bigweft fatisfations I take 
ia giving this volume to the world, that I expect 
to be for ever free from the temptation of making 
er mending poems again *. 
may be perfectly fecure ayaintt this impreffion’s 
growing watte upon their hands ; and ufeleis as 
the former has done, Let minds that are better 
furnifhed for fuch performances purlue thefe ftu- 
dies, if they are convinced that paely can Le made 
ferviceable to religion and virtue. As for my. 
felf, L almoft bluth to think that 1 have rad fo 
little, and written fo much. ‘Phe follow? ears 
of my life fhall be move entireiv devoted to the 
immediate and diret labours of ny Ration, ex- 








* “ Naturam expellas furcd licet, nfque recur- 
“ yet.” Hon, ill this foort note of Horace, 
excufe a man who has rejifed nature many years, 


But bas been fometines overcame # 1736, Euti- 


tion the 9th, 


Su that my friends | 
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cepting thofe hours that may be employed-in &. 
niming my imitation of the Plalms of Dvid, in 
Chriftran language, which I have now promifed 
the world +. i 4 

Feannot court the world to purchafe this book 
for their pleafure or entertainment, by telling 
them that any one copy entirely pleafesme. The 
beit of them finks below the idea which I form ofj 
a divine or moral ode. He that deals in the my{-: 
tevies of heayen, or of the mufes, fhould be a ge- 
nius of no vulgar mould: Aud as the name Vates 
belongs to both; fo the furniture of both is aom~ 
prifed in that line of Horace, 





 ——Cui mens divinior, atque os 
“ Magna fouatarum: ” 

But what Juvenal fpake in his age, abides true 
in ours: A complete poet or a prophet is fuch a 
one; 

“ —Qualem nequeo monttrare, & fentio tantum,” 





Perhaps neither of thefe charaéters in perfec 
tion fhall ever be feen on carth, till the feventh 
angel has founded bis awful trumpet; till the 
victory be complete over the beaft and his image, 
wien the natives of heaven fhall join in concert 
with prophets and faints, and fing to their golden 
harps “ falvation, honour and glory to him that 
* fits upon the throne, and to the Lamb for ever,” 


Max 14. 1709- 
+ In the year 1719 thefe were -f 
printed. 
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SACRED YO DEVOTION AND PIETY. 


WORSHIPFING WITH FEAR. 


Wro dares attempt th’ eternal Name, 
With notes of mortal found ? 

Dangers and glories guard the theme, 
And fpread defpair around, 


Defruction waits t’ obey his frown, 
And Heaven attends his {mile ; 

A wreath of liz|tuiog arms his crown, 
Bat love adorus it fill, 

Celeftial King, our {pirits lie, 
Trembling beneath thy feet, 

Ant with, and caft a longing eye, 
‘Lo reach thy lofty feat. 


When fhall we fee the Great Unknown, 
And in thy prefence ftand ? 

Reveal the (plendors of thy throne, 
Bet thield us with thy hand, 


dn thee what endlefs wonders meet ! 
What various glory thines ! 
* The crofling rays too fiercely beat 
Upon our-fainting minds. 


1 Angels are loft in fweet furprife 
Tf thou unvail thy grace; 
And hambie awe runs through the fkies, 
When wrath irrays thy face. 


When mercy joins with majefty, 
‘To {pread their beatas abroad, 

Not all their fairett minds un high 
Are fhadows of a Gad. 

Thy warks the Arongett feraph fings 
Tn a too feeble ftrain, 

And labours hard on all his ftrings 
To reach thy thoughts in vain. 





Created powers, how weak they be! 
How fort our praifes fall ! 

So much akin to nothing we, 
And thou th’ eternal All. 


ASKING LEAVE TO SING. 
Yer, mighty God, indulge my tongue, 
Nor let thy thunders roar, : 
While the young notes and venturous fong 
Ta worlds of glory faar. 
ora 


If thon my daring flight forbid, 
‘The wule folds up her wings; 

Or at thy word her fender reed 
Attempts almighty things. 

Her flender recd, infpir'd by thee, 
Bids a new Eden grow, 

With blooming life on every tree, 
And fp:eads a heaven below. 


She mocks the trumpet’s loud alarms, 
Fill'd with thy dreadful breath = 

And cails the angelic hofts to arms, 
To give the nations death, 


s 
But when fhe taftes her Saviout’s love, 
And feels the rapture {trong, 
Scarce the divineft harp above 
Aims at a (weeter fong, 


DIVINE JUDGMENTS. 


Not from the duft my forrows fpring, 
Nor drop my comforts from the lower thies ! 
Let all the baneful planets hed 
Their mingled curfes on my head, 
How vain their curles, if th’ eternal King 
Look thro’ the clouds and ble(s me with his eyes $ 
Creatures with all their boafted fway 
Are but his flaves, and muft obey ; 
They wait their orders from above, 
And execute his word, the vengeance, or the love. 


’Tis by a warrant from his hand 
The gentler gales are bound to fleep: 
The north wind blufters, and affumes command 
Over the defert and the deep ; 
Old Boreas with his freezing powers 
‘Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glafs, 
Arreft the dancing rivulets as they pals, 
And chains them movelefs to their thores; ” 
The grazing ox lows to the gelid fkies, 
Walks o’er the marble meads with withering eyes, 
Walks o’er the folid lakes, fnuffs up the wind and 
dies, 
Fly to the polar world, my fong, 
And mourn the pilgrims there (a wretched 
Seiz’d and bound in sigid chains, [throng!) 
A troop of ftatues on the Ruffian plains, 
And life ttands frozen in the purple veins. 
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Atheift, forbear: no more blafpheme : In vain we feek a heaven below the tky ; 
God has a thoufand terrors in his name, The world hasfalfe, but flattering, charms: 
*  Athoufand armies at command, ‘ Tes diftant joys fhow big in our efteem, i 
Waiting the fignal of his hand, But leffen ftili as they draw near the eye ; 
Aad-magizines of froft, and magazines of flame. In our embrace the vifions die. 
Drefs thee in feel to meet his wrath ; And when we grafp the airy forms, 


His tharp artillery from the north 
Shall pierce thee to the foul, and thake thy mortal : ‘ 
Sublime on winter's rugged wings [frame. | Earth, with her fcenes of gay delight, 


We lofe the pleafiug dream. 


He rides in arms along the tky, Ts but a landfkip rudely drawn, | 
And featters fate on fwaine and kings s With glaring colours, and falie light 5 z 
And flocks and herds, and nations die ; Diitance commends it to the fight, 
‘While impious lips, profanely bold, Bor fools to gtze opans) < 
Grow pale; and, quivering at his dreadful cold, | _, But bring the naufeous daubing nigh, 
Give their own blaipitemies the lie. Coarfe and confias'd the hideous figures lie, 


: Diffolve the pleafure, and offend the eye. 
The mifchiefs that infeft the earth, 


‘When the hot dog. far fires the realms on high, |] Lok up, my foul, batt tow fhe eternal alls 
Drought and nofe heavens are fairer than they feem ; 






fe, and cruel dearth, . 





Are but the flathes of a wrath(ul eye There pleafures ail fincere glide on in cryftal rills, 
From the incens'd Divinity. where noe a dreg of guilt defiles, 
In vain our parching palates thirft, or grief dilturbs the ftream, ” 
For vital food in vain we cry ‘That Canaan knows no noxious thing, 
"Aisd pant Boe ital tees No curled foil, no tainted fpring, ; 
The verdant fields ave burnt to dutt, Not rofes grow on thorns, nor honey wears a fting, 
‘The fun has drunk the channels dry i 
And all the air is weath. | j . FELICITY ABOVE, 
Ye {courge: of our Maker’s rod, No, tis in vain to feek for blifs ; 
Tis at his dvezd command, at his imperial nod, For bliis can ne'er be found 
You deal your various plagues abroad. Till we arrive where Jefus is, 
Hail, whirlwinds, huricanes, and floods, And tecad on heavenly ground. 
That all theteuty taudards ftrip, There’s nothing round thefe painted fkies, + 


And beardown with a mighty fiweep Or round this dutty clod ; 
“Phe riches of the fields and honours of the woods; | Nothing, my foul, that’s worth thy joys, 
Storms, that ravage o'er the deep, Or lovely as thy God. 
And bury millions in the waves ; 
Earthquakes, that in midnight fleep 
“Turn citicy into heaps, and make our beds our 
While you dilpenfe your mortal harms, [graves; 
"is the Creator’s voice that fuunds your loud 


Tis heaven on earth to tafte his love, 
To teel his quickening grace ; 

And all the heaven I hope above 
Ts but to fee his face. 


alarms, [arms. | Why move my years in flow delay ! 
‘When guilt with louder cries provokes a God to © God of ages! why? 
O for a meflage from above Let the {pheres cleave, and mark my way 
To bear my fpirits up | To the fuperior thy. 


Some pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my terrors and fupport my hope! 
Let waves and thunders mix aud roar, 
Be thon my God, and the whole world is mine: 
While thou art Sovereign, I'm fecure ; 
T fhall be rich till thou art poor ; 
“For ail I fear, and all I with, heaven, earth, and 


Dear Sovereign, break thefe vital ftrings 
That bind me to my clay ; 

Take me, Uriel, on thy wings, 
And ftretch and foar away. 


GOD’S DOMINION AND DECREES, 


1 ine. Kerr filence, all created things, 
per Methie And wait your Maker's nod : 
EARTH AND HEAVEN, The mule ftands trembling while the fings 


‘The honours of her God. 
Hast thon not feen, impatient boy? 


Haft thou not read the folemn truth, Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknows 
That gray experience writes for giddy youth Hang on his firm decree: 
On every mortal joy? He fits on no precarious throne, 
Pleafure muft be dath’d with pain: Nor borrows leave to be. 


And yet, with heediets hatte, 
‘The thirlty boy repeats the tafte, 
Nox hearkens to defpair, but tries the bow! again. 
‘The rills of pleafure never run tincere : 
(Earth has no unpoiluted fpring) [bear; 
- From the curs’d foil fome dangerous taint they | Now Wifdom with fuperior fway 
So rofes grow on thorns, and honey wears a fing. Guides the vat moving frame, 


Th’ Almighty Voice bid ancient night 
Her endlefs realms refign, 

And lo, ten thoufand globes of light 
In ficlds of azure thine. * 





we 
‘ With tenrsof joy in all your eyes. 
_* Go, Shepherds, kiis the Son.” * 
‘Thus Gabriel fang, and ftrait around, 
The heavenly armiesthrong,” * 
‘They tune théir harps to lofty found, 
And thus conclude the fong : 


DI 


“ Glory to God that reigns above 

+f Let peace furruund the earth ; 

“ Mortals fhall know their Maker's Tove, 
“ Attheir Redeemer's birth.” , 


Lordt’ and thall angels have their fongs, 
And men no tunes to raife ? $ 
O may we'ofe thele ‘ufelefs tongues 
When they forget to praife!' > 


Glory to Gad that reigns above, 
‘That pitied us forlorn, 
. We join to fing our Maket’s love, - 
For there’s a Saviour born, * | 





GOD GLORIOUS, AND “SINNERS SAVED. 


Fatuer,how wide thy glory fhines? 
How high thy wonders rite ! : 
Known through the earth by thoufand figns, 
we 


: By thoufand through the tkies, 


Thofe mighty orbs proclaim thy power, 
Their motions fpeak thy fkill; °° <5 

And on the wings of every hour; 

“We read thy patience ftill, . : ae 

Ratt of thy name divinely ftands 
On all thy creatures whit, ' 

They thow the labour of thine hands, 

" Or imprgfs of thy feet. - Py 


But when we view thy ftrange defign 
' ‘To fave rebellious worms, . 
‘Where vengeance and compaflion join 

“In their divinegt forms ; ” 


Our thoughts are loft in reverend. awe 3 
We love and we adore; © Se) vt 
The firft arch-angel never faw: ~ 
So much of God before. 


.Here the whole Deity is known, 
“* Nor dares a ¢reatute gue(s ” 
‘Which of the glories brighteft thone, 
" ‘The juftice or the grace. % 
Mee take 
‘When finners broke the Father's laws, 
The dying Sén‘atones's' "°° 
Oh, the dear mytteries of his crofs? 
“ The triumph ‘of his groans! 


Now the full plories of the lamb 
Adorn the heavenly plains; ‘ 
Awect cherubs learn Immanuel’s name, 
And try their choicett ftrains, ~- -- <s 








“O may I bear fore hurable 
* In that immortal fong ! ; 
‘Wonder and joys fhail tune my heart,” 

‘And love comiiand my tongue.“ 


part 
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THE HUMBLE INQUIRY. 
A French fonnet imitated. 1695. + 
“ Grand Dieu, tes Jugemens,”” &e. 


Grace rules below, and fits enthron’d above, 
How few the fparksof wrath ! how flow they move. 
And drop and die in poundlefs feas of love) ~ Pe 


But me, vile wretch ! thogld pitying love embracg,, 
Deep in its ocedn, hell itf€f would blaze, 7 
And flahh, and burn me through the boundlefs feas, 


Yea, Lord, my'guilt to. fuch a -vaitnefs grown.” 
Seems to confine thy choice to wrath alone, 
And calls thy power to vindicate thy throne. 


Thine honour bids, “ avenge thine injur’d name? 
Thy flighted loves'a dreadful glory claim, 
While my moift tears might but incenfe thy flame. 


Should heaven grow black, almighty thunder roar, 
Aad vengeance blait me, I could piead no more, 
But own thy juftice dying, and adore. 


Yet can thofe bolts of death that cleave the flood 
To reach a rebel, pierce this facred fhroud, * 
Ting’d in the vital ftreagn of my redeemer’s blood, 


THE PENITENT PARDONED. 


Hence from my foul, my fins, depart, 
Your fatal friendfhip now I fee: ° = 

Long have you dweit too near my heart, 
Hence, to eternal diftance flee. ; 


Ye gave my dying Lord his wound, 
Yet I carefs'd your viperous brood; 
And in my heart-ftrings lapp’d yow round; 
You, the vile murderers of my God. : 


Black heavy thoughts, like mountains, roll 
Over my poor breaft, with boding fears, ¢\' 
And, cruthing hard my tortur'd fou), * 
Wring through my eyes the briny tears. 


Forgive my treafons, Prince of gracet ~ 

The bloody Jews were traitors toa,” 
Yet thou haft pray’d for that curs’d race, 
“ Father, they know not what they do.” 


Great advocate, look down and fee 

A wretch, whofe {marting forrows bleed ; 
O plead the fame excafe forme! -*  ~ 
For, Lord, I know not decent 1 did. ‘ 


Peace, my complaints; Jet every groan 
Be ftill, and filence wait his love ; 
Compaffions dwell amidtt bis throne, 
And through his inmoit bowels move. 

Lo, from the everlatting fkies, - 
Gently, as morning-dews dsftil, © - 

The dove imrooftal downward dies, -. 
With peaceful olive yp his bill. 

How fweet the veice.of pardon founds} * 
Sweet the relief to deep diftrefs! 

I fee] the balin that heals my wounds; 
And all my powers adore the grace. « 


LYRIC POEMS, * - 


A HYMN OF PRAISE FOR THREE GREAT 
' ; SALVATIONS. -' 
Soy wan ; 
~ %. From the Spanith Invafion, 1588. 
2. From the Gun-powder Plot, Nov. 5. x 
3 From Popery and Slavery by K. Writram 
of glorious memory, who landed, Nov. 5. 
«1688. oe ie : f 
: Compofed, Nov. 5. 1695. 
Inrivrte God, thy counfels ftand 
Like mountains of eternal brats, = 
Pillars to prop our finking land, 
Or guardian rocks to break the feas. 


From pole to pole thy name is known, 

Thee a whole heaven of angels praife ; 

Our labouring tougues would reach thy throne 
With the loud triumphs of thy grace. 


Part of thy church, by thy command, 
Stands rais'd upon the Britith ies ; ‘ 
“* Phere,” faid the Lord, “ to ages ftand, 

“« Firm as the everlafting hills.” 


In vain the Spanith ocean roar'd ; 
Its biliows fwell’d againft our fhore. 
Its billows funk beneath thy word, 
With all the floating war they bore. 


Come, faid the fons of bloody Rome, 

et us provide new arms from hell : 
And down they digg’d throug earth’sdark womb, 
And ranfack’d all the burning cell. 


‘Old Satan lent them fiery.ftores, . 
Infernal cual, and fulphurous flame, 
And all that burns, and all that roars, 
Outrageous fires of dreadful name. 


Beneath the fenate and the throne, 
Engines of hellifh thunder fay; ‘ 
‘There the dark feeds of fire were fown, 
‘To fpring a bright, but difmal day. 


‘Thy love bekeld the black defign, 

Thy love that guards our iffand round ; 
trange ! how it quench’d the fiery mine, 

And crufh’d the tempeft under ground. 


TRE SECOND PART. 


ASSUME, My tongue a nobler ftrain, 
Sing the new wonders of the Lord ; 
‘The foes revive their powers again, 
Again they die beneath his fword. 


Dark a4 our thoughts our minutes roll, ° 
While tyranny poffe(s'd the throne, 

And murderers of an Lrith fout : 
Ran, threatening death, through every town, 


‘The Romith pricft, and Britith prince, : 
Join’d their bet force, and blackeft charms, ~! 
And the figrce troops of neighbouring France: 
Offer'd se fervice of their arms. she 


“uone, they cry’d, and laugh’d aloud, 
Pye Courts of darkuefs rang with joy, 






Jo 
Th’ old Serpent hifs’4, and hell grew proud, 
While Zion mourn’'d her ruin nigh, 


But lo, the great deliverer fails, _ .* 
Commiffion’d from Jehovah's hand, 
And fmiling feas, and withing gale 
Convey him to the longing land. 


The happy day *, and happy year,. 

Both in our new falvation meet: . 
The day ¢ that quench’d the burning fuare, 
‘The year that burnt th’ invading ficet, 


Now did thine arm, O God of Hotts, 
Now did thine arm fhine dazzling bright, 
The fons of might their hands had loft, 
And men of blood forgot to fight. 


Brigades of angels lin’d the way, 

And guarded William to his throne: 
There, ye celeftial warriors, ftay, * 
And make his palace like your own. 


Then, mighty God, the earth fhall know 
And learn the worthip of the tky: - 
Angels and Britons join below, 

To raife their hallelujahs high. 

All hallelujah heavenly king ; 

While diftant lands thy victory fing, * 

And tongues their utinot powers employ, - 


The world’s bright roof repeats the joy. 


THE INCOMPREHENSIBLE, 


Far in the heavens my God retires, 
My God, the mark of my defires, 
* And hides his lovely face ; teesee 
‘When he defcends within my view, 
He charms my reafon to purfue, 
But leavesittir'd and fainting in the unequal chafe, 


Or if I reach unufual height 

Till near his prefence brought, 
There floods of glory check my flight, 
Cramp the bold pinions of my wit, 

And all untune my thought; 
Plung’a ina fea of light I roll, 
-Where wifdom, juftice, mercy, thines; 
Infinite rays in croffing lines {my foul, 

Beat thick confufion’on my fight, and overwhelm 


Come to my aid, ye fellow-minds, 

And help me reach the throne 5 
(What fingle ftrength, in vain defigns, 

United force hath done ; 

‘Thus worms may join, and grafp the poles, 
Thus atoms fill the fea) 3 

But the whole race of creature-fouls 

Stretch'd to their lait extent of thought, plunge 
and are loft in thee, 


Great God, behold my reafon ies. 
Adoring ; yet my love would rife 
On pinions not her own: 2 
Faith thall dire&t her bumble qight, - 
Through ail the trackiefs feas of light, 
‘To thee, th’ eternal fair, the infinite unknown, 
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THE WORKS 


et 
DEATH AND ETERNITY. 


My thoughts, that often mount the fkies, 
* Go, fearch the world beneath, 

Where nature in all ruin lies, 

*. And owns her fovereign, death, 


‘The tyrant, how he triumphs here ! 
His trophies fpread around ! 

And heaps of duft and bones appear 
‘Through gli the hollow ground. 


‘Thefe tkulls, what ghaftly figures now ! 
How loathfome to the eyes! 

‘Thefe are the heads we lately knew 

*’ So beauteous and fo wile. 


But where the fouls, thofe deathlefs things, 

> That left his dying clay? 

My thoughts, now (retch out all your wings, 
* And trace eternity. 


© that unfathomable fea ! 

* Thofe deeps without a fhore! 

Where living waters gently play, 
Or fiery billows roar. 


Thus mutt we leave the banks of life, 
And try this doubtful fea ; 

Vain are our groans, and dying ftrife, 
To gainamoment’s fay. = * 


There we thall {wim in heavenly blifs, 
Or fink in faming waves, | 

While the pate carcafs thoughtlefs lies, 
Among the filent graves, 


Some hearty friend fhall drop his tear 

" On our dry bones and fay, 

 Thefe once were ftrong, as mine appear, 
“ And mine mutt he as they.” 


‘Thus fall our mouldering members teach 
‘What now our fenfes learn : 

For duft and athes loudeft preach 
Man’s infinite concern. 


A SIGHT OF HEAVEN IN SICKNESS. 


Orr have I fat in fecret fighs, 

"To feel my fleth decay,. 

‘Then groan'd aloud with frighted cyes, 
To view the tottering clay. 


But I forbid my forrows now, 
Nor dares the fleth complain ; 
Difeafes bring their proft too ; 
* The joy o'ercomes the pain. 
My cheerful foul now all the day 
“Sits waiting here and fings ; 
Looks through the s of her clay, 
And’practites her wings. 





Eaith almo% changes into fight, 
While fram afar the ipies, 

Her fair inheritance, in light 
Above created thies. 


Had but the prifon walls been frong, 
And firm without‘a flaw, 





OF WATTS. 


In darknefs the had dwelt too long, 
And lefs of glory faw. 


But now the everlafting hills 
Through every chink appear, 
And fomething of the joy the feels 

While he’s a prifoner here, 


The fines of heaven ruth fweetly in 
At all the gaping flaws: 7 

Vifions of endlefs blifs are feen ; 
And native air the draws, 


O may thefe walls ftand tottering till, 
The breaches never clofe, 

If I mutt here in darknefs dwell, 
Aad all this glory lofe! 


Or rather let this fieth decay, 
The ruins wider grow, 

Till glad to lee th’ enlarged way, 
I ftretch’d my pinions through. 


THE UNIVERSAL HALLEUJAH, 
Pfaim cxiwiii. Paraphrafed 


Pratsx ye the Lord with joyful tongue, 
Ye powers that guard his throne ; 
Jefus the man fhall lead the fong, 
‘The God infpire the tune. 


Gabriel, and all th’ immortal choir 
That fill the realms above ; 

Sing: fos he form’d you of his fire, 
And feeds you with his love. 


Shine to his praife, ye cryftal fkies, 
The floor of his abode, 

Or veil your little twinkling yes 
Belore a brighter God. 


Thou reftleis globe of golden light, 
Whofe beams create our days, 
Join with the Glver queen of night, 

To own your berrow’d rays, 


Blush and refund the honours paid 
To your inferior names : 

Tell the blind world, your orbs are fed 
By his o’erflowing flames. 


Winds, ye fhall bear his name aloud 
Through the ethereal blue, 

For when his chariot is a cloud, 
He makes his wheels of you. 


Thunder and hail, and fires and florms, 
‘The troops of his command, 

Appear in all your dreadful forms, 
And fpeak his awful hand. 


Shout to the Lord, ye furging feas, 
In your eternal roar; . 
Let wave to wave refound his praife, 

And fhore reply to hore: 2 
While monfters fporting on the flood, 
In fcaly filver thine, “ 
Speak terribly their maker-God, 
And lafi the foaming brine. 


But gentler things shall tune his nam 
‘Lo foiter notes than theie, oF 


LYRIC POEMS. rary 


» Keung zeptiyrs breathing o’er the ftream, Oft haf thou fung in gentler mood 
j r whifpering through the trees. The melting ee of thy God 
ite Now give thy fierceft fires a loole, 
Ri purest ence pate And found is dreadfull law 5 
Sweet clufters, bend.the fruitful vines To lfrael firft the words were fpoke, 


On every thankful bough. To Ifrael freed from Egypt's yoke, 


Inhuman bondage! The hard galling load, 


Let the thrill birds his honour raife, Over-prefs’d their feeble fouls,, 
‘And climb the morning-fky : Bent their knees to fenfelefs bulls, 
While groveling beafts attempt his praife And broke their ties to God. 
th hoarfer harmony. Now had they pafs’d th’ Arabian bay, 

“Thus while the meaner creatures fing, And march’d between the cleaving feds). = 
Ye mortals, take the found, The rifing wavesftood guardiansof their wondrous 
Echo the glories of your king, But fell with moft impetuous force [way _ 

Through all the nations round. On the purfuing fwarms, 
ae gene And bury’d E-ypr all in arms, ite 
ah eternal name mut fly aroad Blending in watery death the rider and the horfe + 
rom Britain to Japan ; Yer ftrupell Ph h roll’d the mi tide’ 
And the whole race thal! bow to God, Over Qruggling Pharaoh rol ie mighty tide, 
That owns the name of man. And fav'd the labours of a pyramid. 


Apis and Ore in vain he cries, 


‘And all his horned gods befide 


THE ATHEIST’S MISTAKE. 2 








He twallows fate with fwimming yee 
Lavan, ye profane, and fwelland burit And curs'd the Hebrews as he dy’d. ss 
With bold impiety + ~ |! Ah! foolith Irael, to comply ‘ 
Yet fhall ye live for ever curs'd, With Memphian idolatry ! 
And feek in vain to die. And bow to brutes (a ftupid flave) 
he gaft iat th To idols impotent to fave ! 
ro ahand i sek Seton Behold thy God, the fovereign of the tky, 
By the laft agonies of death, Has Wrought falvation in the deep, 
Sent down to fiercer pains, ae pour thy fee ie —_ fees 
n thine honours 3 
Ye ftand upon a dreadful feep, His grace orgives thy follies pat, 
+ And all beneath is hell : Behold he comes in majefty, 
Your weighty guilt will fink you deep, And Sinai’s top proclaims his law : 
Where the ofd ferpent fell. Prepare to meet hy ae in a hate 
. . But keep an awful diftance ftill ; 
ei tries Eee G Your flefh, Let Mofes round the facred hill 
Immortal vigour {pring afrefh, . The circling limits draw. : 
And tortures wake the mind! Hark! The fhrill echoes of the trumpet roar; 
Th “11 confels, the frightful nart And call the trembling armies near ; 
en you 2 conrely tne: Signe names Slow and unwilling they appear, 
Of plagues you feorn’d heture, Rails ke 


i them from the mount before, 
Now from the rails their fear: ; 
‘Twas the fame herald, and the trump the fame 


No more fhall look like idle dreams, 
Like foolifh tears no more. 


‘Then fhall ye curfe that fatal day, Which fhall be blown by high command, 
(With flames upon your tongues) Shall bid the wheels of nature ftand, 
When you exchang’d your fouls away And Heav'ns cternal will proclaim, 
For vanity and fongs. That time fhall be no more. ; 
Behold the faints rejoice to die, ‘Thus while the labouring angel fwell'd the found; 


And rent the fhies, and fhook the ground, 


Up rofe th’ Almighty ; round his fapphire feat 






For heaven shines round their heads ; 
And angel-guards, prepar’d to Ay, ‘Adoring thrones in order fells 
Attend their fainting beds. The lefier powers at diftance dwell, 
‘Their longing fpirits part, and rife And caft their glories down facceffive at his feet = 
To their celeftial feat ; briel the great prepares his way, 
Above thefe ruinable fkies t up your heads, eternal doors,” he cfies; 








"They make their laft retreat. ¢ Th’ eternal doors his avord obey, 
j id fhoot celeftial day 
Hence, ye profane, I hate your ways, Open, an celen 
1 walk with pious fouls; , Unon the lower fies. 


There's a wide difference in our race, Heavy is snighty. pillars bow-d theit head: 
a uta s their { nl . : 
Andidiltanc are our. goals: And down [chovahrodefrom the fuperior fpherdy 





THE LAW GIV“N ai/SINAL . thoufand guards before, and myriads in the reagy 
r f is chariot was a pitchy cloud. : 
ARM thegewith thunder, heavenly mufe rhe hn Lobes feleiia wigs 
"Ani dep th’ ate ding warklio awe The whecis befet with bie aing g2ms 5 


The winds in harnefs with the flames 
U ij 


616 


Flew o'er th’ ethexcal road : 
Down through his: magazines he paft 
Of hail, and ice, and fleecy fnow, 
Swift roll'd the triumph, and as faft 
Did hail, and ice, in melted rivers flow. 
.'The day was mingled with the night, 
. His feet on folid darknefs trod, 
"His radiant cyes proclaim’d the God, 
And featter’d dreadful light ; 
‘He breath’d, and folphur ran, a fiery ftream: 
He fpoke, and (though with uaknown fpeed he 
came) . 
Chid the flow tempeft, and the lagging flame. 


Sinai receiv’d his glorious fliyht, 
' With axle red, and glowing wheel, 
Did the winged chariat light, 
And rifing fmoke obfcur’d the burning hill. 
Lo, it mounts in curling waves, 
Lo, the gloomy pride out-brave’s 
The ftately pyrainids of fire : 
‘The pyramids to heaven afpire, (higher. 
And mix with ftars, but fee their gloomy offspring 
» So have you feen ungrateful ivy grow 
* Round the tall oak that fix feore years has flood, 
And proudly fhoot a leaf or two 
Above its kind fupporters utmof bough, 
And glory there to ftand the lotticit of the woed 


Forbear, young muse, forbear ; 
The Bowery things that poets fay, 
‘The little arts of fimile 
Are vain and ufelefs here ; 
Nor thall.the burning hills.of old 
With Sindi be compar’d, 
Ner all that lying Greece has told, 
Or learn’d R has heard; 
ABrna Mrall i i 
Etna the torch 
Net half su-hig 
Her lightnings fly; 
Not half fo loud her thunders roar 
Crofs the Sicanian fea, to fright ch’ Le 
Behold the frcred hill: Its trebting 
uakes at the terrors of the fire, 
While all b its verdant feet 
Stayge! t 
Prefs'd wi 
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Darknels on every foul, and pale s 
Confus'd and difigal woe Us 
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THE WORKS 


OF WATTS. 


A flight of cherubs guard the words aleng, 
And bear their fiery law to the retreating crowd 


“Tam the Lord: "Tis I proclaim 
“ That glorious and that fearful name, 
« Thy God and King: "Twas I, that broke 
“ Thy bondage, and th’ Egyptian yoke; 
“ Mine is the right to {peak my will, 
« And thine the duty to fulfil. 
“ Adore no God befide Me, to provoke mine eyes: 
“ Nor worfhip me in fhapes and forms that men 
devife ; [to jet ; 
«¢ With reverence ufe my name, nor turn my words, 
“ Obferve my fabbath well, nor dare profane my 
ref; 
« Honour and due obedience to thy parents give 3 
“ Nor fpili the guiltlefs blood, nor let the guilty 
live : [bed 5 
“ Preferve thy body chafte, and fice th’ unlawful 
“ Nor fleal thy neighbour's gold, his garment, or 
his bread ; ‘ctit 5 
“ Forbcar to blait his name with falfehood or de~ 
“ Nor let thy wifhes loofe upon his large cftate.” 


REMEMBER YOUR CREATOR, &c. Ecch.xii, 


CouLpR to your Creator, God, 
Your carly honours pay, 

Wile vanity and youthful blood 
Would tempt your thoughts aftray. 





‘The memory of his mighty name, 
Demands your fir regard 5 

Nor dare indulge a meaner flame, 
"Vill you have lov'd the Lord. 


Be wife, and make his favour fure, 
Before the mournful days, 

When yorth aad mirth are known no more, 
And Tits and Rrength decays, 

fings of a feat 

all roth on the tongue, 

‘Vhe heavy ear foreets the tafte 
And pieafure of a tong. 

Old age, with a)! her difm: 















rering eyes, 
bcam to cheer your hearts, 
ie Superior fies ? 


st meet God’s frowning brow, 


vu and unfergiven, 


LYRIC 
‘Th: foul returns t' an angty.God, 
7N®o-be that out trom heaven. 


SUN,'MOON, AND STARS, PRAISE YE 
i THE LORD. 


Farrest of all the lights above, 

‘Thou fun, whofe beams adorn the fpherea, 
And with unweary’d fwiftnefs ove, 

To form the circles of our years 


Praife the Creator of the tkies, 
That drefs'd thine orb in gulden raysy 
Or may the fan forget to rife, 

If he forget his Maker’s praife. 





‘Shou reigning beauty of the night, 
Lair queen of filence, filver moon, 
Whole gentle beams and burrow'd light 
Are fofter rivals of the noon; 


Arife, and to that Sovereign Power 
Waxing and waning honours pay, 

Who bade thee rule the d ufky hour, 

And half fupply the abfent day. 

Ye twinkling ftars, who gild the fkies 
“When darknef has its eu drawn, 
‘Who keep your watch with wakeful eyes, 
‘When bufinefs, cares, and day, are gone: 


Proclaim the glories of your Lord, : 

Difpers'd through all the heavenly ftrect, 

Whofe boundless treafures can afford 

So rich a pavement for his fect. 

‘Thou, heaven, of heavens, fupremcly bright, 
* Fair palace of the court div 

Where, with jr ie lig 

The Godhvad condetcends 














to Shine. 
Praife.thou thy great inhabitant, 
Who fcatters lovely heanis of grace 

1 every angel; ¢very faint, 

Nor veils the luftre of his face. 
O God of glory, God of love, 
‘Thos art the fun that make 
With alt thy thining works ubove, 
Let earth and duit attemp? thy praife. 





THE WELCOME MESSENGER. 


Lorp, when we fve a faint of thine 
Lie gafping out his breath, 

‘With Ionging eyes, and looks divine, 
Smiling and pleas’d in death ; 

How we could ev’n contend 
Gur limbs upon that bed ! 

Wé afk thine envoy to conve 
Our fpirits in his fhead, 





to lay 





Our fouls are rifing on the wing, 
Yo venture in his place : 

For when grim death has loft his 
He has an angel's face. 





ing’, 





then, purge my crimes away 
euilt ore 
“Tis guile wives death its fierce array, 
And ail the arnis it beurs. 


Oh! if threatening fins were gone, 
Any th had Jo& his fling, 


a 








POEMS: 


I could invite the angel on, 
And chide bis zy wing. 
Away thefe interpofing days, 
And let the lovers meet ; 
The angel has a cold embrace, 
Tut kind, and foft, and fveet. . 
I'd leap at once my feventy years 
I'd rafh into his arms, 
And Jofe my breath, and all my cares 
Aidit thofe heavenly charms. 
Joyful 'd lay this body down, 
And leave the fifelefs clay, 
Without a figh, without a groan, 
And ftreich and foar away. 


SINCERE PRAISE. 


Alucuty Maker, God! 
How wondrous is thy uame | 
Thy glories how diffus'd abcoad 
‘tirough the creation’s ftaine 
Nature in every drefs 
Her humble homage pays, t 
And finds a thoufund ways t’ exprefs 
Thine undiflembied praife. : 
In native white and red 
The rofe and lily ftand, - 4 
And, frec from pride, their beauties Spread, 
‘To fhow thy tkilful hand. 
“he lark mount the fky, 
Bs 
her Maker's praife on high 
 artlefs tongue. 
My foi:l would rife and fing 
To her Creator too, 
Fain would iriy tongne adore my King; 
Ani pay the worthip due. 
But. pride, that buSy fin, 
Spoils al! chat I peviorn: 
Cars'd pri creeps f 



















ve thy caufe, 

And fteal the honours of thy nama 
‘Po build their own applaufe. 

Create my foul anew, 

Eife all my worfhip’s vain ; 





This wretched heart will ne’er be trues 
Until "tis form'd again. 





Let joy and worthip {pend 
Thevemnant cf my days, 
And to my Ged, my foul, afcend, 
In feet pufumes of pr: 
vu 
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Nor can the tempetts, nor the tides, 
That rife and roar around, fopplant his fteady {68 


Earth, you may let your golden arrows fly, 
And feek, in vain, a paffage to his reat,” 
Spread all your painted toys to court his eye, 
He fmiles, and fees them vainly try 
To lure his foul afide from her eternal reft. 


Our head-ftrong lufts, like a young fiery horfe, 
Start, and flee raging in a violent courfe ; 
He tames and breaks them, manages and rides 
them, them, 
Checks their career, and turns and guides 
And bids his reafon bridle their licentious force. 


Lord of himfelf, he rules his wildeft thought 
And boldly aéts what calmly he defign'd, ™ 
While he looks down and pities human faults; 
Nor can he think, nor can lic find 
A plague like reigning pallions, atic! a fubjegt minds 
But oh! ‘tis mighty toil to reach ths height, 
‘Lo vanquith felf is a laborious art ; 
What manly courage to faftain the fight 
To bear che noble pain, and part fecart! 
With thofe dear charming tempters raoted in the 
*Tis hard to ftand when all the paffions move, 
Hard to awake the eye that vatkon blinds ; 
Yo rend and tear out this unhappy leve, 
That clings fo clofe about our minds, [finds 
And where th’ inchanted foul fo fweet a poifon 


Hard; but it may ke done. Come, heavenly fire, 
Come to my breaft, and with one powerful ray 
Melt off my lutts, my fetters: I can bear 

A while to be a tenant here, 

But not be chain'd and prifon’d in a cage of clay. 
Heaven is my home, and J maft afe my wings; 
Sublime above the globe my flight afpires ; 

T have a foul was made to pity kings. 
And all their little glittering things; 

T have a foul was made for infinite defires. 

Loos'd from the earth, my heart is upward 
flown; [mine 5 
Farewell, my friends, and all that once was 
Now, thould you fix my feet on Cxfar’s throne, 
Crown me, and call the world my own, 
The gold that binds my brows could ne’er my 
foul confine, 
Jam the Lord's, and Jefus is my love ;_ 
He, that dear God, fhall fill my vaft defire: 
My ficth below ; yet I. can dwelt above, 
And nearer to my Saviour move ; [fpire. 

There all my foul fhall centre, all my powers con~ 
Thus I with angels live ; thus half-divine 
1 fit on high, nor mind inferior joys: 

Fill’d with his love, I feel that God is mine, 
His glory is my great defign, 
‘That everlafting proje@ all my thoughts employe. 














TRUE LEARNING. 
Partly imitated from @ French Sonnct of Mr. Poiret. 


Harr the feet that Shining truth has led 

With her own hand to tread the path the pleafe, 

Te fee her native luftre round her fpread, 
‘Without a veil, without a fhade, 

All beauty, and all light, as in herfelf the is. 


Our fenfes cheat us with the preffing crowds 
Of painted thapes they thruft upon the mind: 
‘The truth they how lies wrap'd in fevenfold 
Our fenfes caft a thoufand clouds {throuds, 
On unenlighten’d' fouls, and leave them doubly 
3 blind. 


i hate the duft that fierce difpnters raife, 
» And lofe the mind in a wild maze of thought: 
‘What empty triflings, and what empty ways, 
To fence and guard by rule and rote ! not, 
Onur God will never charge us, that we knew them 


Touch, heavenly Word, O touch thefe curious 
fouls; ¥ 
Since I have heard but one foft hint from thee, 
From all the vain opinions of the {chools 
(That pageantry of knowing fools) 
i feel my powers releas’d, and ftand divinely free. 


“Twas this Almighty Word that all things made, 
le gra(ps whole nature in his fingle hand; 
All the eternal truths in him are faa, 
._ ‘The ground of all things, and their head, 
‘The circle where they move, and centre where 
they ftand,’ : 


Without his aid I have no fare defence, 
‘From troops of errors that befiege me round ; 
But he that refts his reafon and his fen 

Faft here, and never wanders hence, 
Uanmoveable he dwells upon unthaken ground. 


Infinite truth, the life of my defires, 

‘ome from the fky, and join thyfelf ta me ; 
Tm tit’d with hearing, and this reading tires ; 
‘ . But never tir’d of telling thee, 

" “Tis thy fair face alone my fpirit burns to fee. 


- Speak to my foul, alone, no other hand 
‘ Shall mark my path out with delutive art: 
All nature filent in his prefence ftand ; 
Creatures, be dumb at his command, 
And leaves his fingle voice to whifper to my heart. 











Retire, my foul, within thyfelf retire, 
Away from fenf. and gyery outward thow : 
Now Ict my thoughts to loftier themes afpire, 
My knowledge now on wheels of fire 
“May mount and {pread above, furveying all below. 


‘The Lord grows lavith of his heavenly light, 
And pours whole floods on fuch 2 niind as this: 
Fled from the cyes, the gains a piercing fight, 
She dives into the infinitc, 
‘And fees unutterable things in that unknown abyfs, A SONG TO CREATING WISDOM. 


TRUE WISDOM. PARTE 


Pronounce him bleft, my mufe, whom wifdom 
guides 
In her own path to her own heavenly feat ; 
‘Through all the forms his foul fecurely glides, 


Erernat Wifdom, thee we praife, 
‘Thee the creation fings : é 
With thy loud name, rocks, hills, and Thy, 
And heaven’s high palace rin; 
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GOD SUPREME AND SELF-SUFFICIENT. 


Wart is our God, or what his name, 
‘Nor men can learn, nor angels teach : 
He dwells conceal’d in radiant fame, 
‘Where neither eyes nor thoughts can reach, 


The {pacious worlds of heavenly light, 
Compar’d with him, how fhort they fall ¥ 
‘They are too dark, and he too bright, . 
Nothing are they, and God is all : 


‘He fpoke the wondrous word, and lo 
Creation rofe at his command: __ 
Whirlwinds and feas their limits know, , 
Bound in the hollow of his hand. 


‘There refts the earth, there roll the {pheres, : 


‘There nature leans, and feels her prop: 
But his own Self-fufficience bears 
‘The weight of his own glories up. 


‘The tide of creatures ebbs and flows, 
Meafuring the changes by their moon: 
‘No ebb his fea of glory knows, * ee 
His age is one eternal mcon. 


‘Then fly, my fong, an endfefs round, 
‘The lofty tune let Michael raife 5 
Allnature dwell upon the found, * 
But we can ne'er fulfil the praife. 


JESUS THE ONLY SAVIOUR. 
Anam our father and our head, _ 
‘Tranfprett ; and juftice doom’d us dead: 
‘The fiery law {peaks all defpair, 

‘There’s no reprive, nor pardon there, ‘ 


Call a bright council in the fkiess 

*¢ Seraphs the mighty and the wife, 

« Say, what expedient can you give ? 

“ That fin be damn’d, and finners live? 


“ Speak, are you {trong to bear the load, 
“« The weighty vengeance of a God? 

*° Which of you loves our wretched race,” 

“* Or dares to venture in our place ?” 

Yn vain we afk: for all around : 

Stands filence through the heavenly ground: 
‘There’s not a glorious mind above 

Hias half the ftrength or half the love, - 


But, O unutterable grace ! - 
‘Th’ Eternal Son takes Adam’ plac 
Down to our world the Saviour flies, 
Stretches his naked arms, and dics. - 


Juttice was pleas’d to bruife the God, - 
‘And pay its wrongs with heavenly blood; 
‘What unknown racks and pangs he bore! 
‘Then rofe: The law could afk mo more. 


Amazing work! look down, ye fkies, | 
‘Wonder and gaze with all your eyes; 

Ye heavenly thrones, {Loop from above, ° 
And bow to this myfterious love, 


See, how they bend! See, how they look,’ - 
’ Long they had read th’ eternal book, 
ane “ftudied dark decrees ini vain, - 
‘he crofs and Calvary makes them plains. 
‘Now they are ftruck with deep amaze, 
Each with his wingé cofttedls bis faces 





Now clap their founding plumes vand ery, 
“The wifdom ofa Deity!” 
Low they adore th’ Incarnate Son, 

And fing the glories he hath won; 

Sing how he broke our iron chains, 
How deep he funk, how high he reigns: 
Triumph and reign, viétorious Lord, 
By ali thy flaming hofts ador’d: : 
And fay, dear Conqueror, fay, how long, 
Ere we fhall rife to join their fong. 


Lo, from afar the promis’dday | 
Shines with a well-diftinguith’d tay ; 
But my wing’d pation hardly bears 
Thefe lengths of flow delaying years. 


Send down a chariot from above, 

With fiery wheels, and pav’d with love, 
Raife me beyond th’ ethereal blue, 

To fing and love as angels do. 


LOOKING UPWARD. + 


‘Tae heavens invite mine eye, “* 

The ftars falute me round; 
Father, I blufh, I mourn to Ke 

Thus groveling on the groundy 









My warmer fpirits move, . 
And make attempts to fly ; 
I wifh aloud for wings of love 
‘To raife me fwift and high. 


Beyond thofe eryftal vaults, 

And all their fparkling balls; ° 
‘They're but the porches to thy courte, 

And paintings on thy walls. 

Vain world, farewell to you; 

Heaven is my native air: 
Thbid my fricnds a short adieu, 

Impatient to be there, 


I feel my powers releas’d 
From their oid flefhy clod; + 

Fair guardian, bear me up jt hafte;-< 
And fet me near. my God. eer 


CHRIST DYING, RISING, AND REIGNINE 


He dies! the heavenly lover dies! 

‘The tidings ftrike.2 doleful found 

On my poor heart-ftrings: deep he lies 
In the cold caverns of the ground, 


Come, faints, and drop a tear or two, 
On the déar bofom of yotir God, 

He fhed a thoufand drops for you, 

A thoufand drops of richer blood... 
Here’s love and griéf beyond degree,‘ 
The Lord of glory dies bor ment 
But lo, what fudden joys I fee! 

Jefus the dead revives again. guise 
The rifing God forfakes the tomb, 
Up to his Father’s court he flies ; -. 
Cherubic legions guard him home, - 
And fhout him welcome to the skies. 


Break off your tears, ye faints, 2 
How high our Great Deliverer reig 







tell 





Th ie th in 
Th ‘minftrels ro 
the labours of h 
reonders of his ei: 


Toners and an and dies. 
Seraph nd fit with 5 ing wings, 
Peleces ; bi = tprin 
No blooming trees, nor bul 8, 
While Jefus fleeps.in death. 
‘Then all at once Th aaa rains: 


eae lyri and burft his chains, 
"fand hhow ther fiing Lor. 


pecans the flaming army throngs 
ard him tthe Skies, 
Ee \d hofannas on their tongues, 


wand riompb ia. bet east 


ds 
‘While tuneful angels 
The victories he has won. 


Now let me rife, and join their fong, . 
And be an arige] too; 
» My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue, 
"s joyful work for you. 


“Fwould begin the mufie here, 
‘pepo foul thould rife : 

oh! fome heavenly notes to bear 
Sarto 


that love my Ae 
3 eee wouldaie ips 
Amon; ir thrones, or at. feet, 
So Timight fee his face. 5S 


Yam confin'’d to earth no more, 
But mount in hafte above, 

'To blefs the God that Ladore, 
And fing the see T love. 


‘THE LORD. 


Earth, thou great foot{t6ol ofeuPGad sealer 
‘Who reigns on high ; thou fruii aanee rin 


5 all.our rn pre life 


atest 


ee 


(And ae on 3 ieee read eee nd) 5 ; 
Thou bulky 
or aos 7 


: pone 


‘| Deap be my heart to all below, 
FIRE, AIR, EARTH, AND SEA, PRAISE YE 


Fire, thou fwift herald of his face, 

Whofe glorious rage, at his corrimand, 

Levels a palace with the fand, = x? 
Blending the lofty gace in ae 


Duals stage Be 


Bright econ Wis found ivers | 
Bro feaeet deaths Se 

Lightnings, adore iow fovercign a 

your fires, upon t 


‘Thou ae element, the air, 

Whofe boundlefs es of breath 

Our fainting flame of life repair, 
And fave the bubble man from the cold. 
And ye, whofe vital ma teh poh 

Life’s purple ftream a 3 
Sweet waters, _ 

Or dropping from the fky;- 
Confefs the aegs whofe ail- fafficent 1 ne 
Nor needs your aid to build, or to fup 
frame. 
Now the rude air, with noify force, 


Beats up and fwells the an; 
They join to make our li ai 
failors 


From the eternal ¢ 


His fruitfal word fence 
ae the w oes y ys 


ing knew hens 
Fire, air, and earth,and fea, heard 
And "d from empty nothing 

aah 
And fill dance, and ftill obey F 
Hoek meme phe = 


THE FAREWELL, © 


‘To mortal and mortal cares ; 


Allearthly joys are over-weigh'd.- 
With Touieaas of vexatious cate 3. aoe 
avhere’s the fweet that ig not laid 3 
it to fome deftructive 


Be gone for ever, 
lem apes! rt 
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Angels afpire on lofty wings, 

‘And leave the globe for ants to dwell. 
Come, heaven, and fill my vaft defires, 
‘My Soul purfues the fovereign good : 
Bhe was all made of heavenly fires, 
‘Nor can the live on meaner food. 


GOD ONLY KNOWN TO HIMSELF. 


Sranp, and adore ! how glorious he 
‘That dwells in bright eternity ! 

We gaze, and we confound our fight 
Plung'd in th’ abyf of dazzling light. 
‘Thou facred One, Almighty Three, 
Great Everlafting Myftery, 

‘What lofty numbers fhall we frame 
Equal to thy tremendous name ? 
Seraphs, the neareft to the throne, 
Begin, and {peak the Great Unknown; 
Attempt the fong, wind up your ftrings, 
To notes untry'd, and boundlefs things. 
You, whofe cepacious powers furvey 
Largely beyond our eyes of clay : 

‘Yet what a narrow portion too 

Is feen, or known, or thought, by you! 
How flat your highett praifes fall 
Below th” immenfe Original ! 

Weak creatures we, that ftrive in vain 
‘To reach an uncreated ftrain ! 
GreasGod, forgive our feeble la 
Sounf out thine own eternal y 
im ne fo vaft, a theme fo high, 
u “+s tot 

~ 











ey 


r the voice that tun’d the fky. 


* \QaRDON AND SANCTIFICATION. 


My crimés awake ; and hideous fear 
Diftracts my reftlefs mind, 

Guilt mects my cyes with horrid glare, 
And hell purfues behind. 


Almighty vengeance frowns on high, 
And flames array the throne ; 

While thunder murmurs round the tky, 
Impatient to be gone. 


‘Where fhall I hide this noxious head: 
Can rocks or mountains fave ?” 

Or fall I wrap me in the fhade 
Of midnight and the grave? 


Is there no fheltcr from the eye 
OF arevenging God ? 

Jefius, to thy dear wounds J fly, 
Bedew me with thy blood. 


‘Thofe guardian drops my foul fecure, 
And wath away my fin; 

Eternal juftice frowns no more, 
And confcienté {miles within, 

J blefs that wondrous purple ftream 
"That whitens every ftain ; 

Yet is my foul buhalf redeem’d, 

“If fin the tyraift reign. 


Lords blaft as empire with thy breath, 
That curfed throne muft fall ; 


Ye flattering plagues, that work my death, ~ 
Fly, for hate you all. 


SOVEREIGNTY AND GRACE. 


Tne Lord ! how fearful is his name! 
How wide is his command ? 

Nature, with all her moving frame, 
Reits on his mighty hand. 


Immortal glory forms his throne, 
And light his awful robe; 

While with a finile, or with a frown, 
He manages the globe. 


A word of his Almighty breath 
Can fwell or fink the feas ; 

Build the vatt empires of the carth, 
Or break them as he pleafe. 


Adoring angels round him fall 
In all their fhining forms, 

His fovereign eye looks through them all, 
And pities mortal worms. 






His bowels, to our worthlefs race, 
In fweet compaffion move ; 

He clothes his looks with fofteft grace, 
And takes his title, Love. 


Now let the Lord for ever reign, 
And fway us as he will, 

Sick, or in health, in cafe, or pain, 
We are his favourites ftill. 


No more flail peevihh paffion rife, 
‘The tongue no more complain ; 

Tis fovereign love that lends our joys, 
And love refumes again. 


THE LAW AND GOSPEL. 


© Cursr be the man, for ever cura, 
“That doth one wilful fin commit; 
@Death and damnation for the firtt, 
“ Without relicf and infinite.” 











‘Thus Sinai roars; and round the earth 
Thunder, and fire, and vengeance flings; 
But, Jefus, thy dear galping breath, 
And Calvary, fay gentler things. 
“ Pardon, and grace, and boundlefs love, 
Streaming along a Saviour's blood, 
And life, and joys, and crowns above, 
Deur-purchas’d by a bleeding God.” 


Hark, how he prays (the charming found 
Dwells on his ing lips) “ Forgive!” 
‘And every groan, and gaping wound, 
Cries, “ Father, let the rebeis live.” 


Go, you that reft upon the law, 

And toil, and feek falvation there, 
Look to the flames that Mofes faw, 
And thrink, and tremble, and defpair. 


But Pll retire beneath the crofe: 
Saviour, at thy dear feet I lic; 

And the keen fword that juftice draws, 
Finming gnd red, fhall pafsme by. ~ 


“ 
«“ 
“ 


coy 


SEEKING A DIVINE CALM IN A REST- 
LESS WORLD. 


© O Mens, quz ftabili fata Regis vice,” &c. 
Cafimire, Book Ili. Od. 28. 


Ererwat Mind, who rul’ft the fates 

Of dying realms, and rifing ftates, 
With one unchang’d decree ; 

While we admire thy vait affaire, 

Say, can our little trifling cares 
Afford a fmile to thee ? 


"Thou fcattereft honours, crowns, and gold : 
‘We fly to feize, and fight to hold 
The bubbles and the oar: 
So emmets ftruggle for a grain ; 
» So boys their petty wars maintain 
For hells upon the shore. 


Here a vain man his 1’ eptre breaks, 
The next a broken fceptre takes, , 
And warriors win and lofe ; 
‘This rolling world will never ftand, 
Plunder’d and {natch’d from hand to hand, 
As power decays or grows. 


‘Yarth’s but an atom: Gre-dy fwords 
Cary it among a thoufand lords, 
And yet they can’t agree : 
Let greedy fwords ftill fight and flay, 
I can be poor; but, Lord, 1 pray 
To fit and {mile with thee. 


HAPPY FRAILTY. 


* How meanly dwells th’ immortal mind ! 
« How vile thefe bodies are ! 

“Why was a clod of earth defign’d 
« T" enclote a heavenly flar ? 


Weak cottage where our fouls refide ! 
« This flefh a totcering wall ; 

‘With frightful breaches gaping wide 
« The building bends to fall. 


All round it ftorms of trouble blow, 

« And waves of forrow roll ; 

® Cold waves and winter ftorms beat through, 
« And pain the tenant-foul. 


* Alas! how frail our flate !" faid I: 
And thus went mourning on, 

Till fudden from the cleaving fky 
‘A gleam of glory fone. 


My foul all felt the glory come, 
And breath’d her native air; 

Then fhe remember’d heaven her home, 
And fhe a prifoner here. 


‘ 


Straight the began to change her key, 
‘And joyful in her pains, 

‘She fung the frailty of her clay 
Jn pleafurable ftrains. 


* How weak the prifon where I dwell! 
« Flefh but a tottering wall, 

& The breaches cheerfully foretel, 
« The houfe muft fhortly fall. 


# No more, my friends, fhali | complain, 
«© Though‘all my heart-itrings ache ; 
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“ 


Welcome difeafe, and every paing 
« That makes the cettage fhake. 


i* Now let the tempeft blow ali round, 
“ Now fwell the furges high, 

“ And beat this houfe of bondage down, 
« To let the ftranger fly. 


« T have a manfion built above 
« By the Eternal Hand ; 

“ And fhould the earth's old hafis move, 
“« My heavenly houfe muft fland. 


© Yes for ‘tis there my Saviour reigns, 
“ (1 long to fee the God) 

‘© And his immortal ftrength fuftains 
« The courts that coft him blood.” 


Hark, from on high my Saviour calls: 
“ Teome, my Lord, my Love ;” 

Devotion bzeaks the prifon-walls, 
‘And fpeeds my laft remove. 


LAUNCHING INTO ETERNITY. 


Ir was a brave attempt! adventurous he, 

Who in the firtt thip Troke the unknown fea: 
And, leaving his dear native shores behind, 
Vruited his life to the licentious wind. 

I fee the furging brine : the tempett raves: t 





He ou a pitte- piank rides acrofs the waves, 
Fxulting on the edge of thoufand gaping graves: 
He fteers the winged boat, and thks ae fails, 
Conquers the flood, and manages the gales. 

Such is the foul that leaves this mortal lavd 
Fearlefs when the greac mafter gives command. 
Death is the ftom: She {miles to hear it row’, 
And bids the tempef waft her irem the short 
"Then with a fkiiful he > the fweeys feas, 4 
And manages the raging corm wiih eaic 3 oA 
(Her faith can govern death) fhe fprvads er 

wings 
Wide to the wind, and as fhe fails fhe fings, 
And lofes by degrees the fight of mortal things. 
‘As the thores leifen, fo her joys arife, 
"1M waves roll gentler, and the <cmpeft dies. 
Now vaft eternity fills all her fight, 
She floats on the broad dcep with infinite de- 
light, 
The feas for ever calm, the fkies for ever bright. 


A PROSPECT OF THE RESURRECTION. 


How long thall death the tyrant reign 
And triumph o’er the juit, 

While the rich blood of martyrs flain 
Lies mingled with the duft? 


When fhall the tedious night be gone? 
When will our Lord appear ? 

Our fond defires would pray him down, 
Our love embrace him here. 


Let faith arife, and climb the hills, 
And from afar defery 

How diftant are his chariot-wheels, 
‘And tell how fatt they fly. 


Lo, behold the fcattering fhatsy, 
The dawn of heaven appears, 

‘The fweet immortal morning {preads- 
Its blufhes round the fpheres. 
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303 THE WORKS 


Te manet Uriel dux; & tibi fubjicit alas 
Stellatas Seraphin officiofa cohors. 


OF WATTS 


vhe 


"Ye feperim chorus optat amans, te invitat Jefos, HUNDREDTH EPIGRAM OF Casiane 


““ Hue ades & noftro tempora conde find. 
Veré amat ille Iutum quem nec doloraut Satan arcet 
Inde, nec Alliciunt Angelus, Ailra, Deus. 


EXCITATIO CORDIS C#HLUM VERSUS. 
1694. 


Hew quot fécla terris carcere corporis, 

‘Watti? quid refugis limen & exitum? 

Nec mens xthereum culmen, & atria 

: Magni patris anhelitat ? 


‘Corpus vile creat mille molettias, ~ 
Circum corda volant & dolor, & metus, 
Peccatumque malis durius omnibus 

Cacas infidias ftruit. 


‘Non hoe grata tibi gamtia de folo 
Sargunt: Chriftus abeft, delicia tuz,, 
Longé Chriftus abeft, inter & angelos 

Et pita aftra perambulans. 


* Ceeli furhma petas, nec jaculabitur. 

Tracunda tonans fulmina: Te Deus 

Hortatur ; Vacnum tende per Acra : 
A Pennae nunc homini datas. 


BREATHIN G TOWARD THE HEAVENLY 
COUNTRY. 


 Cafimire, Book I. Od, 19. imitated. 
“ Urit me Patrid Decor,” &x. 


‘Tre beauty of my native land \ ‘ 
Tiimoreal love infpires ; 
I burn, I burn with ftrong defires, 
And figh, and wait the high command, 
‘There glides the moon her fhining way, 
‘And (hosts my heart through with a filver tay; 
... Upward my heart afpires; —- 
“A thoufand lamps of golden light 
Hung high, in vaulted azure, charm my fight, - 
And wink and beckon with their armorous fires. 
O ye fair glories of my heavenly home, 
Bright centinels. who guard my Father's court, 
‘Where all the happy tainds refort, —_ 
‘When wili my Father’s chariot cpme ? 
‘Mott ye for ever walk th’ ethereal rouhd, 
For ever fee the mourner lie 
An exile of the fky; Z 
.. _Aprifoner of the ground ? : 
Defcend fome shinirtg fervants from on high, 
Build me a hafty tomb; , 
A graffy turf will raife my head; 
‘The neighbouring lilies drefs my bed; 
And flied a fweet perfume. | 
+ Here I put off the chains of death, 
. My foul too long has worn: 
Friends, { forbid one grovsting breath, 
Or tear to wet my orn; 
Raphael, behold me all undreft, 
‘. Here gently lay this fleth to reit; 
‘Then mount and lead the path unknown, 
Swift 1 purfue theg, flaming guide, on pinions of 
my own. 





Vide Herat, bibs I. Od. ys 


On Saint ARDALIO, who from a Stage-Player became 
a Chrifian, and fuffered Martyrdom, . 
ARDALIO jeers, and in his comic ftrains 

The myfteries of our bleeding God profanes, 
While his loud laughter fhakes the painted fcenes. 


Heaven heard,and ftraitaround the fmoking throne 
The kindling lightning in thick flafhes fhone, * _ 
And vengeful thunder murmur’d to be gone. 7 


Mercy ftood near, and with a fmiling brow A 

Calm‘d the loud thunder ; “ There’s no need of 
you; - 

“ Grace fhall defcend, and the weak man fubdue.” 


Grace leaves the tkies, and he the ftage forfakes, : 
He bows his head down to the martyring axe, 
And as he bows, this gentle farewell {peaks 


So goes the comedy of life away; 
“ Vain earth, adicu; Heaven wil! applaud to-day ; 
“ Strike courteous tyrant, and conclude the play.” 


When the Proteflant Church at Montpelier was demos 
lifted by the French King's Order, the Proteftants 
laid Stones up in their Burying-place, whereon @ 
Fefuit made a Letin Epigram: . 

7 Englithed thus: 


A Hug’not church, once at Montpelier bnitt, -_~ 
Stood and proclaimn’d theis madneisand their guide; 
‘Too long it ftood beneath heaven's angry frow: 
Worthy when rifmg to be thunder’d down. 
Lewis, at lat, th’ avenger of the tki¢s, ae 
Commatids, and level with the ground it lies: } 
The ftones difpers'd their wretched offspring comey* 
Gather, and heap them on their father’s tomb. 
‘Thus the curs’d hoafe falls on the builder’s head; 
And ooeh beneath the grouad theix bones are 

ai 


Yetthe jut vengeance till purfuesthe guilty dead. 


THE ANSWER 
BY A FRENCH PROTESTANT. 
Englithed thua: a 

A Chriftian church once at Montpelier ftood, 
And nobly fpoke the builder's zee for God, 
It ftood the envy of the ficrce drigoon, 
But not deferv’d to be deftroy’d fo foon: _“ 
Yet Lewis, the wild tyrant of the age, © 
Tears down the walls, a vittim to his rage. 
Young fajthful hands pile up the facred ftones 
(Dear monument !) o’er their dead father’s bones; 
‘The ftones fhall move when the dead father’s 4 


« 


Start up before the pale deftroyer’s eyes, 
And teftify his madnefs to th’ avenging fkies, 
TWO HAPPY RIVALS, 
DEVOTION AND THE MUSE. + * 


Winn as the lightning, varions as te moony 
Roves my Pindaric fong : 
Here the glows like burning noon 
na | 
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th fieréeft Aames, and here fhe plays 
Gentle as flar-beamis on the midnight feas ; 

Now in & fmiling angel's form, 

Anon fhe rides upon the ftorm, 
Loud as the noify thunder, as a deluge ftrong. 

Are my thoughts and wifhes free, 

And know no number nor degree? 

Such is the Mufe: Lo fhe difdains 
‘The links and chains, 





Meafures and rules of vulgar ftrains, 
And o’er the laws of harmony a Sovereign Queen 
fe fhe reigns, 
If fhe roves 


By fireams or groves 
‘Tuning her pleafures cr her pains, 
My palfion keeps her Rill in fight, 
‘My paffion holds an cqual flight 
"Through love’s, or niture’s wide campaigns. 
If with bold attempt fhe fings 
Of the higyveit mortal things, 
TYottering thrones and nations flain ; 
Or breaks the fleets of waring kings, 
While thunders roar 
From fhore to thore, 
Wry foul fits 
Aud twe 
plain; 
, Still I attend her as fhe flies, 
Round the broad globe, and all beneath the tkies. 


But when from the meridian ftar 
Long ftreaks of glory fhine, 
And heaven invites her from afar, 
SH: takes the hint, fhe knows the fign, 
‘Fhe Mufe afcends her heavenly carr, — [divine. 
And climbs the fteepy path aud means the throne 
Then fhe leaves my fluttering mind 
Clogg’d with clay, and unrefin’d, 
Lengths of diftance far behind : 
« lags with heavy wheel; 
wings, but cannot rife, 
y—— Swift and high 
As the winged numb: 
And faint devotion panting 
Half way th’ ethereal hill. 


O why is piety fo weak, 
And yet the Mufe fo ftrong ? 
‘When thall thefe hateful fetters break 
That have confin'd me Song? 
Inward a glowing. heat I feel, 
A {park of heavenly day ; 
But earthly vapours damp my zeal, 
And heavy flefh drags me the downward way. 
Faint are the efforts of my will, 
And mortal pailion charms my foul aftray, 
Shine, thou iweet hour of dear releafe, 
Shine, from the fy, 
And call me high 
To mingle with the choirs of glory and of blifs. 
Devotion there begins the flight, 
Awakes the fong, and guides the way; 
There love wid zeal divine and bright 
Trace out new regions jin the world of light, 
And fearce the boldeft Mufe can follow or obey. 








upon her wings. 
crimfon furge, or fcours the purple 

























a drm, and fancy reigns, 
ads her gay delifive icenes 5 
the vifton ruc? 





Ry 
Behold religion on her throne, 
In awful ftate defeending down. 
And Ker domitiions vaft and bright within my 
fpacious view. 
She fimiles, and with a courteous hand 
She beckons me away; 
T feel mine airy powers leofe from the cumbrous - 






‘And with a joyful hatte obey (clay; 
Religion’s high command. : 
What lengchs and heizhts and depths unknown ! 





Broad fields with blooming glory fown; 
And (eas, and fkies, and ftars her own, 
In an unmeatfue'd {phere ! 
What ‘heavens of joy, and light ferene, 
Which nor the rolJing fun has feen, 
Where nor the roving Mufe has been / 
That greater traveller ! 





A long farewell to all below, 
Farewell to all that fenfe can fhow, 
To golden {ecnes, and flowery fields, he 
To all the worlds that fancy builds, 
And all that poets kaow. 3 
» fwift tranfports of the mind 
ing Mufe behind, 
loofe Pindaric plames fly fcatteritrg 
down the wind. 
Among the clouds I lofe my breath, 
‘The rapture grows too ttrong + 
The feeble powers that nature gave. 
Faint and drop downward to the grave 5 
Receive their fall, thou treafurer of death 3 
1 will no more demand my tongue, 
Till the grofs organ well refin'd 
Can trace the boundle!s flights of an unfetter’é 
And raile an equal fong. {mind, 


The following Poems of this Boox are peculiarly 
dedicated to 
DIVINE LOVE*, 





- 


THE HAZARD OF LOVING THE 
CREATURES. 


Wuene-r’er my fattcring paffions rove, 
I find a lurking fnare 5 

’Tis dangerous to let loofe our love 
Beneath th’ Eternal Fair. 


Souls whom the tie of friendfhip binds, 
And partners of our blood, 

Seize a large portion of our minds, 
And leave the lefs for God. 


Nature has foft but powerful bands, 
And reafon the controls ; 

While children with their little hands 
Hang clofeit to our fouls. 


‘Phoughtlefs they act th’ old ferpent’s part > - 
‘What tempting things they be! 

Lord, how they twine about our heart, 
And draw it off from thee! 





* Digorent ages have their different airs and fafoions 
of writing. It was much more the fafsion of the age 
when thefe poems were written, to treat of divine fu 
jetts in the fiyle of Solomon’: Song, than it is af this day, 
ahich will afford feme apoligy for the writer, in bie 
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aay 


Where rifing paffion rol!s, 


And thas we make our fetters ftrong 


To bind our flavith fouls. 


Dear Sovereign, break thefe fetrers off, 


And fet cur fpirits free ; 


“God in himfe:f is blifs enough, 


For we have all in thee, 


DESIRING TO LOVE CHRIST. 


Come, let-me iove: or is thy mind 


Harden’d to ftone, or froze ta ice? 
fair-one bend 
ce mie from the fkies 








Vee the blefl 
And fkoop t’ 
©! “tis a thoug 
And nike 
"That thofe 






mb. 


lips, that he 


+ Should ivek and with a mortul tove 


Twas a traitor doom’d to f 
Bound to fultain eternal pa! 











He flew on wings of firong defire, 





would inelt a rock, 
pl iron move, 


look, 
' 


Affum’d my guilt, and took my chains. 


‘Infinite grace! Almighty charms ! 
' 


Stand in amaze, ye wh 
efus the God, with naked 
« Hangs ona crofs of love, ari 





Did pity ever floop fo low, 








Deefs’d in divinity and blood? 


‘Was ever-rebel courted fo 


Jn groans of an expiring God? 
Again he lives; and fpreads his hands, 


Hands that we 
By thefe dear wounds, fe 





Sure I rani love: or a 
Still deaf, nor will a 


‘This heart shall yield to death or lo 


THE HEART GIVEN AWAY, 





fure they be) 
Now they are 
My Jetus all for 










hard as mine, 
Come, gentle 
For all my love is thine. 
Let the gay wor 
Allure my 
T have con 
Ne’er to return again. 








afiinns in my foul, 





*d away my heart, 


I feel my warmest paftions dead 


To ali that earth can boatt; 


‘This foul of mine was never made 


or vanity and duit. 


Now I can fix my thoughts above, 
Amidé their flattering charms, 


3 


nuil'd to torturing Gnart ; 
3 and tlauds 
And prays to clafp ine to his heart, 








vee 


ig Power, can reft 


iour to my breaft, 


‘Pill the dear Lord that hath my love 


Shall call me to his arms. 


4 


THE WORKS OF WATTS. 
Our hafty wills ruth blindly on 


So Gabriel, at his King’s command, * 
a yor celeftial hill, 

Walks downward to our worthlefs land, 
His foul points upward ftill. 

He glidzs along my mortal things, 
Without a thou -ht of love, 

Fulfils his tafk, and fpreads his wings 
To reach the realms above. 








MEDITATION IN A GROVE. 


Sweet Mufe, defcend and blefs the fhade, 
‘And blefs the evening grove ; 

Bulinefs, and noife, and day, are fled, 
And every care, but love. 





But hence, ye wanton young and fair, 
Mine is « purer flame; 

yliis f fect the air, 

With her enhallow’d name. 








Jefus bas all my powers poffett, 
My hopes, my fears, iny joys: 
He, the dear Sovereign of my breaft, 
Shall sil command my voice. 


Some of the faireft choirs above 

} Aock around my fongz, 

1 joy to hear the n hey love 
Sound from a my 
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S 
His charms ry nutubers flow, 
And hold the faliing floods, 


While filence fits on every bough, 
And bends the liftening woods. 

Yl carve our paffion on the bark 
And every wounded tree 

Shs!} drop and bear fome myftic mark 
Vhat Jefus dy’d for ine. 

The fwains fhall wonder when they read, 
L.ferib’d on all the grove, 

That Heaven itfelf came down, and bled 
‘To wia a mortal’s love. 


‘THE FAIREST AND THE ONLY 
BELOVED. 





Whatever makes the Godhead great, 
And fit to be ador’d, 

Whatever fpeaks the creature fweet, 

And worthy of my paflion, meet 
Harmonious in my Lord, 

A thoufand graces ever rife 
A bloom upon his face ; 

A thoufand arrow; from his eyes 

Shoot through my heart with dear furprif=, 
And guard around the place, 


All nature’s art fhall never cure 
The heavenly pains Ifound, ~~ 

And ’tis beyond all be.uty’s power 
To make another wound : 


LYRIC 
Farthly beauties grow and fads ; 
Nature heals the wounds fhe made, 
But charms fo much diving 
Hold a long empire of the heart ; 
What heaven has join’d fhall never part, 
And Jefus muft be mine. 


In vain the envious fhades of night, 
Or flatteries of the day 
Would veil his image from my fight, 
Or tempt my foul away ; 
us is all ry waking theme, 
is lovely form meets every dream, 
And lniows not to depart : 
‘The paflion reigns 
Through all m= veins, 
And floating round ‘the crimfon ftream, 
Still finds him at my heart. 


Dwell there, for cver dwell, my love 

Here [ confine my fenfe ; 

Nor dare my wildeft withes rove 

Nor ftir a thought from the 
Amid thy glories and thy g 

et all my remnant-minutes pals; 

Grant thou, Everlafting Fair, 

Grant my foul a manfion there : 
My foul afpires to fee thy face 
‘Though fife fhould for the vifion pay ; 
So rivers run to meet the fea, 

And lofe their nature in th’ embrace. 


Thoo art my ocean, thou my God ; 
ti thee the paffiens of the mind, 
With joys‘and freedom uncantin'd, 
Maule and fpread their powers ebroad. 
Not all the glittering things ou high 
Can make my heaven, if thou remove 5 
’ Uthall be tir’d, and long to die; 
Life is a pain without thy love ; 
Who could ever bear to be 
Cork with ixamortatity 
Among the flars, but far from thee? 








MUTUAL LOVE STRONGER THAN 
DEATH. 
Nor the rich world of minds above 
Can pay the mighty debt of love 
1 owe to Chrift my God ; : 
With pangs which none but he could feel 
He brought my guilty foul from hell : 
Not the firit feraph’s tongee cun tell 
Phe value of his blood. 
Kindly he feiz’d me ia hi 
From the falfe world's pernicious charms 
With force cly fweet. 
Had I ten thou/and lives my own, 
At his demand, 
With cheerful hand, 
Md pay the vital treafure down 
In hourly tributes at his feet. 











$arms, 











But, Saviour, let me tafe thy grace 
With every fleeting breath: ? 
“And through that heaven ef 
‘Yo the cold arms of death ; 
Then I could Kie fucceffive fouls 
Fait as the minutes fly ; 
Se billow after b'How roils 
Fo kifs the flere, and die. 
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_ The fubflance of ibe follo-viag Copy, and many of the 

livery were fort we ly an cfeemed friend, II". We 

ha defire that 1 would form ibm into a 

Oiie; bat T retained bis meafurce, left E 
4b 


fee 










their Redeemer-Gi 
ty lofty honeu: 





Proke from his eye-lids, ead unufnal light 
Wrapt me at once in glory and furprife. 
My joyful heart ng. in may-breaft 

With tranfport 0-7". ss the Chrift of God’ 
‘Then threw my ud in {weet embrace;: 
aind ciiip’d, and bow’ 
in hin. = 















While he appears, no other charms cr 
Or draw my foul, afham’d of 
Which no remembrance now 
Though with contempt; beit i: 













oblivion hid. 


Put the bright thine and prefence foon withdrew; 
Ufough: him whom I love, bit found him not; * 
f wh cries. 








M panting with extrea 
‘is he alone can pleafe my wonécring fouls 
Yo hold or feek him is my only choice, 
If he refrain on me to caft his.eye 
Down from his palace, nor my leagi 
Wh upward look can fpy my 
‘hrough his blew y: Yb 
With tweet refieCio: 
Allin his bl 


















Tlive, Y'm ftrong, and néw eternal 
Beats quick within my breail ; 1 
Sypurus the deli eaith, and on her 
the mount of purpofes divi 
cf peace be 
vid at once, and fign’d without J 
union of th’ eternal raind. 










té ichemes, and infinite defigns 
OF God’s own Heart, in which he ever refts. 
Eternity lies open to my view 5 

Here the Beginning and the End of ail 

T can ditcovers Chrift the End of ail, bot 
And Chriit the great Beginn.ng ; he my Head, 
My God, my Glory, and my All in Ali. 


O that th: dey, the joyful day were come, 
When the firfl Adam from his ancient duit, : 
Crown’d with new honours, thall revive, and fee 
s Iis 3on and Lord; while houting faints 
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Rurround their King, and God’s Eternal Son 
Shines in the midft, but with fuperior beams, 
And like himfelf; then the myfierious Word 
- Long hid behind the letter fhall appear 
Adi fpirit and life, and in the fullett light 
Stand forth to public view : and there difclofe 
fis Father’s facred works, and wonderous ways: 
Phen wifdom, Highteouloels, and grace divine, 
< ‘Through all the infinite tranfadions pait, 
-Inwrought and fhining, thall with double blaze 
Strike our aftonith’d eyes, and ever reign 
Admir'd and glorious in triumphant light. 


Death, and the tempter, and the man of fin, 
Now at the bar airaign’d, in judgment caft, 
Bhall vex the faints no ‘more: but periedt love 

» And loudett praifes perfed joy creute, 








‘Whileever-circling years maintain the blifsful Nate. 


LOVE ON A CROSS, AND A THRONE. 


Now let my faith grow ftrong, and rife, 
‘And view my Lord in all hisloves 
Look back to hear his dying cries, 
Then mount and fee his throne above. 


Sce where he languifi’d on the crofs ; 
Beneath my fins he groan’d and dy 
See where he fits to plesd my caufe 
By his Almighty ¥ fers fide. 


If1 behold his bleeding heart, 

‘There love in floods of forrow reigns, 
He triumphs o’er the killing fmart, 

And buys my pleafure with his pains. 

Or if I climb th’ eternal hills 

‘Where the dear Conqueror fits enthron’d, 
Still in his heart compaflion dwells, 

Near the memorials of his wound : 


How fhall a parden’d rebel fhow 
How much T love my dying God ? 
Lord, here I banith every foe, 
Thate the fins that coft thy blood, 


T hold no more commerce with hell, 
My dearett lufts fhall all depart ; 
But let thine image ever dwell 
Stampt as a feal upon my heart. 











A PREPARATORY THOUGHT 
FOR THE LORD'S SUPPER. 
Tn Imitation of Tfaiab \xiit. 1, 2, 3. 


Wuart heavenly Man, or lovely God, 
Comes marching downward from the fkies, 
-Array’d in garments roll’d in bleod, 

‘With joy and pity in his eycs. 

‘The Lord! the Saviour! yes, ’tis he ; 

I know him by the {miles he wears ; 

Dear glorious Man that dy’d for me, 
Drench’d deep in agonies and tears ! 


Lo, he reveals his thining breaft ; 
own thofe wounds, and l'adore ; 

Lo, he prepares a royal fealt, 

Sweet fruit of the sharp pangs he bere ! 


‘Whence flow thefe favours fo divine! 
fed! why fo lavifh ef thy bloed ? 


THE WORKS OF WATTS. 


Why for fuch earthly fouls as mine, 

This heavenly fleth, this fered food ? 
“Twas his own love that made him blecd, 
‘That nail'd him to the curfed tree; 
“Y'was his own love this-table fpread 

For fuch unworthy worms as we. 


Then let us tafte the Saviour’s love ; 

Come, faith, and feed upon the Lord: 
With glad confent our lips fhall move, 
And {wect hofannas crown the board, 


CONVERSE WITH CHRIST. 


I’m tir’d with vifits, modes, and forms, 
And flaticries paid to fellow evorms ; 
‘Pheir converfation cloys 5 
Their vain amours, and empty ftuff: 
Bur [ can ne'er enjoy enongh fieys. 
Of thy beft company, my Lord, thou life of ail my 





When he begins to tell his love, 
Through every vein my paflions move, 
‘The captives of his tongue : 
In midnight fhades, on frofty ground, 
I could attend the pleafing found, 
Nor fhould { feel December cold, nor thiok the 
darknefs long. 


‘Vhere, while [ hear my Saviour-God 
Count o’er the fins (a hyavy load) 
He bore upon te tree, 
Inward I blufh with fecret thame, 
And weep, and love, and blefs the name 
‘That knew’ not guilt nor grief his own, but bare 
it all for me. 


Next he defcribes the 
And talks his bloody 
‘Till Lam drown’d in : 
Yet with the fympathetic fmart 
There’s a ftyange joy beats round my heart ; 
‘Vhe curfed tree has bleffings in’t, my fweete 
balm it bears. 


Thear the glorious fufferer toll, 
How on his crofs he vau, ‘d hell, 
‘And ail the powers beneath: 
‘Tranfported and in » my tongue 
Attempts his tciumphs in a fong 5 
How has the ferpent loft his fting ! aad where’s 
thy vidtory, death!" 7 
But when he fhows his hands and heart,' 
With thote dear prints of dying foaart, 
He {ts my foul on fire : 
Not the beloved Joba could reft 
With more delight upon that breaft, 
Nor Thomas pry into thofe wounds with more in= 
tenfe defire. 











Kindly he opens me his ear, 
And bids me pour my forrow there, 
And tel: him all my pains : 
Thus while 1 cafe my burden’d heart, 
In every woc he bearsa part, [head fuftai 
His arms embrace me, and his hand my droopi 


Fly from my thoughts, all hum things, 

And iporting fwains, and fighting kings, 
And tiles of wanton love: 

My foul cifdains that fittic fnarg 





LYRIC POEMS. 


‘The tangles of Amira’s hair ; 
Thine arms, my God, are fweeter bands, nof can 
my heart remove. 


GRACE SHINING, AND NATURE 
FAINTING. 


Gol. Song, ie 3. & ite §. & Vie 5. 


Tex me, fairch of thy kind, 
‘Tell me Shepherd, aii divine, 
“Where this tainting head rec 
May relieve fuch cares as mine : 
Shepherd, lead me to thy grove ; 
H burning noon infe@ the ky, « 
‘The fickening fhecp to covert Ay, 
‘The theep not half te faint as 4, 
‘Thus overcom: with love. 








Say, thou dear Sovereign of my br 
Where doit thou lead thy flock to 
Why fhould I appear like one 
Wild and wandering all alone, 

? 





Unbcloved and uaknow 


O my Great Redven fay, 

Shall T turn my feet aftray ! 
Will Jefus bear to fee me rove, 
To fee me feck another love ? 


Ne’er had I known his deareft name, 
Ne’er had I felt this inward flame, [found : 
Had not his heart-ftrings fir began the tender 
Nor can ] bear the thought, that he 
Should leave the fly, 
Should blecd and die, 
Should love a wretch fo vile as me 
Without returns of paltion for his dying wound. 








His eyes are glory mix’d with grace ; 
In his delightful awful face 
Sits majefly and gentlenefs, 
So tender is my bleeding heart 
That with a frown he kills: 
His abfence is perpetual finart ; 
Nor is my foul refin'd enough 
‘To bear the beaming of his love, 
And feel his warmer finiles, 
Where fhall I reft this drooping head ? 
Tove, 1 love the fun, and yet I want the fhade, 


My finking fpirits feebly ftrive 
T" endure the ecttafy ; 
Bencath thefe rays I cannot live, 
And yet without them die. 
None knows the pleafure and the pain 
‘That ali my inward powers fultain again. 
But fuch as feel a Saviour’s love, aud love the God 
Oh, why fhould beauty heavenly bright 
Stoop to charm a mortal’s fight, 
And torture with the fweet excels of light ? 
Our hearts, alas! how frail their make! 
With their own weight of joy they break, 
Oh, why is love fo flrong, and nature's felt fo 
weak? 
‘Turn, turn away thine cyes, 
Afcend the azure hills, and thine 
Among the hz,py tenants of the fies, 
"They can fuftain a vifion fo divine. 
“Oturn thy lovely glories from me, 
The joysare too intenfe, the glories overcome mec, 
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Dear Lord, forgive my rafh complaint, 
And love me ftill 
Againft my froward will; 
Unveil thy beauties, though I faint. 2 
Send the great herald from the fky, 
And at the trumpet's awful roar 
‘This feeble flate of things fhall fly, 
And pain and pleafure mix no more : 
‘Then hall { gaze with Rrengthencd fight 4 
On glories infinitely bright, 
My heart fhall all be love, my Jefus all delight. 


LOVE TO CHRIST PRESENT OR ABSENT, 


Or all the joys we mortals know, 
Jefus, thy love exceeds the ret ; 
Love the beft bleflings here below, 
And neareft image of the bleft. 


Sweet are my thoughts, and foft my-cares, 

When the ecleftial flame I feel; 

in all my hopes, and all my fears, 

‘Vhere’s fomething kind and pleafing ftill. - 
While fam held in his embrace, 

There’s not a thought attenypts to rove ; 

Each fmile he wears upon his face 

Fixes, and charms, and f fires my love. 


He fpeaks, and ftrait immortal joys 5 
Run through my ears, and reach my heart ; 
My foul all melts at that dear voice, 

And pleafure fhoots through every part. 






if he withdraw a moment's fpace, 
He leaves a facred pledge behind ; 
Here in this breaft his image ftays, 
The grief and com‘ort of my mind. 


While of his abfence I complain, 

And long, and weep as lovers do, 
‘There's a ftrange pleafure in the pain, 
And tears have their own fwectnefs too, 


When round his courts by day I rove, 
Or afk the watchmen of the night 
For fome kind tidings 

His very nam 






Jefus, my God; yet rather come; 
Mine ey:s would dwell upon thy face ; 
"Tis beit to fee my Lord at home, 
And feel the prefence of his grace. 


THE ABSENCE OF CHRIST: 


Come, lead me to fome lofty thade 
Where turtles moan their loves; 

‘Tall fhadows wese for lovers made ; 
And grief becomes the groves. 


“Tis no mean beauty of the ground 
‘That has enflav’d mine eyes; 

f faint beneath a nobler wound, 
Nor love below the fkies. 


Jefus, the pring of all that’s bright, 
‘The Everiafting Fair, 
Heaven’s ornament, and heaven's delight, 
As my eternal care. 
But, ah ! how far above this grave j 
Does the bright che velb? 
x 











ee 

















LYRIC POEMS: 


‘With inward pain my heart-ftrings found, 
My foul diffolves away, 

Dear Sovereign, whirl the feafons round, — 
Ana bring the promis’d day. 


. HOPE IN DARKNESS.. + 


Yer gracious God, 
Yet will I {eek thy fmiling face; 
‘What though a thort eclipfe his beauties fhroud, 
And bar the influence of his rays. 
“Lis but a morning vapour, or a dummer cloud : 
He is my fun though he refule to thine, ° 
‘Though for a moment he depart 
Idwell for ever on his heart, 
for ever he on mine. Bie SF 
Early before the 
Vil fpring a thought away to God; 
‘The pation of my heart and eyes 
Shall fhout a thoufand groans and fighs 
A thouftad glances firike the ficies, 
* "The floor of his abode. 


Dear Sovereign, hear thy fervant pray, 
Bend the blue heavens, Eternal King... 
Downward thy cheerful graces bring; 
Or shall! breathe in vain and pant my hours away? 
Break, glorious brightnefs, through the gloomy 
* Low how the armies of defpair [vei 
*  JAloft their footy banners rear 
Round my poor captive foul, and dare... .. y 
Pronounce me prifoner of hell. 
But thou, my Sun, and chou my Shield, 
Wilt fave me in the blood field; (ray, 
Break, glorious brightnefs, fhoot one 
One glance of thine creates a day, 
And drives the troops of hell away. 


Happy the times, but ah! the times are gome _ 
- When wondrous power and radiant grace 
Round the tall arches of the temple hone, * 
And mingled their victorious rays ; 
Sin, with all its ghaftly train, 
” “Fled to the deops of death again, 
Ard finiling triumph fat on every face: 
~ Our fpirits raptur’d with the fight 
Where all devotion, all delizht, 
And Joud hofaniasfounded the Redeemer’s praife. 
Here could | fay, 
{And point the place whereon I ftood) 
Here I enjoy’d a vifit half the day 
+ From my defcending God: 
ay regal'd with heavenly fare, 
With fruit and manna frer above; 
Divincly fweet the bleflings were * 
While inine E-nanuel was there; 
And o’er the head 
"Ihe conqueror {pread 
‘The banner of his iove. 


‘Then why my heart funk down fo low? 

‘Why do my eyes diffoive and fow, 

+ And hopelefs nature mourn? 
Review, my foul, thofe pleafing days, 
Read his unalrerchle grace 

“Through the difplezture of his face, 
+ And wait a-kind return. 
, A father’s love may raife a frown 
“fo chide the child, or prove the fon, - - 
“+ Bat love will ac'er deflroy ;. 
ae: +: 










glimmering 
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‘The hour of darknefs is but fhort, 
Faith be thy hfe, and petience thy fupporty 
‘The morning brings the joy. 


COME, LORD JESUS. : 


Wuen fhall thy lovely face be feen? 
When hall our eyes behold our God ? 
What lengths of diftance lie between, 
Aad hills of guilt? a heavy load! 
Our months are ages of delay,” 
And flowly every minute wears: 
Fly, winged time, and roll away 
Thefe tedious rounds of fluggifh years. 
Ye heavenly gates, loofe all your chains, 
Let the eternal pillars bow ; 

Bleft Saviour, cleave the ftarry plains, - 
And make the cryftal mountains flow. 


Hark, how thy faints unite their cries; ” 
And pray and wait the general doom ; 
Come, thou, the foul of all our joys,” 
Thou, the defire of nations, come. 


Put thy bright robes of triumph on, 
And blefs our eyes, and biefs our ears, 
‘Thou abfent Jove, thou dear’ unknown, 
‘Thou faircft of ten thoufand fairs. 


Our heart-itrings groan with deep complaint, ~ 
Our ficth lies panting, Lord, for thee, 

And every limb, and every joint, 

Stretches for immortality. 


Our fpirits thake their wings, . 
And burn to meet thy flying throne ? 
We rife away from mortal things 

T” attend thy shining chariot down. 
Now let our cheérful eyes furvey 

The blazing earth and melting hills, 
And fimile to fee the lightnings play, 
And flafh along before thy wheels. 


O for a fhout of violent joys =~ 

‘To join the trumpet’s thundering found t 
‘The ange! herald thal.cs the tkies, 
Awakes the graves, and tears the ground. 


Ye flumbering faints, a heavenly hoft 
Stands waiting ut your gaping tombs; 
Let every fucred fleeping duft 
Leap into Ie, for Jefus comes, 


Jefus, the God of might and love, | x 
New-moulds ouf limbs of cumberous clay; 
Quick as feraphic-finmes we move, ; 
Adtive and young, and fair as they. a 
Our airy feet with unknown flight, 

Swift as the motions of defre, >- 5 

Ron up the hills of heavenly light, 

And leavé the weltering world in fire, 





| BEWAILING MY OWN INCONSTANCY. 


Trove the Lord! but ah! how far |. ae 
My thoughts from the deer object are! 

This wanton heart how wide it roves! 

And fancy mectsa thoufand loves. 


If my foul burn to fee my God, 


1 tread the courts of his abode, 


ye en THE WORKS OF WATTS. ~ 


But troops of rivals throng the place, 
And tempt me off before his face, 


‘Would f enjoy my Lord alone, 
I bid my paflions al! be gone, . 

. All but my love; and charge my will. 
‘To bar the door and guard it fill, 


But cares, or trifles, make, or fmd, 

Still new avenues to the mind, 

‘Till I with grief and wonder fee, 

Huge crowds betwixt the Lord and me.: 


Oft Iam told the mufe will prove 

A friend to picty and love; 
Strait I begin fome facred fong, 

And take my Saviour on my tongue,” 


Strangely I loft his lovely face, e 
‘Yo hold the empty founds in chafe ; 

At beft the chimes divide my heart, 
And the mufe shares the larger part. 


Falfe confident! and falfer breatt ! 
Fickle, and fond of every gueft : 
Each airy imace as it flies 

Here finds admittance through my eyes, 
‘This foolifh heart can leave her God, 
“And thadows tempt her thoughts abroad ; 
How fhall I fix this wandering mind? 
Or throw my fetters on the wind? 


Look gently down Almighty Grace, 
Prifon me round in thine embrace ? 
Pity the foul that would be thine, 

And let thy power my love confine. 


Say when fhall the bright moment be 
‘That 1 fhall live alone for thee, 

My heart no foreign Lords adore, 

And the wild mufe prove fulfe no more! 


FORSAKEN, YET HOPING. 


Happy the hours, the golden days, 
‘When Lrould call my Jefus mine, 
And fitfand view his fimiling face, . 
And melt in pleafures all-divine. 


Near to my heart, within my arms 
He lay, till fin defil’d my breaft, : 

‘Till broken vows, and earthly charms, 

‘Tir'd and provok’d my heavenly gucft. 

And now he’s gone, (O mighty woe.!} 

Gone from my foul, and hides his love 1 

Curfe on you, fing, that griev'd him fo, 

Ye fins, that forc’d him to remove. 

Break, break, my heart ; complain, my tongue; 
Hither, my friends, your forrows bring 
Angels, af my doleful fong, 

If you have e’er a mourning itring. 


But, ah! your joys are ever high, 
Ever his lovely face you fee ; 

While my poor fpirits pant and die, 
And groan for thee, my God, for thee. 


‘Yet let my hope look through my tears, 
And {py afar his rolling throne ; 

His chariot through the cleaving fpheres 
Shall bring the bright Beloved down. 


Swift asa roe flies o’er the hills, 
My foul fprings out to meet him high, *y 





Then the fair Conqueror turns his wheels,. 
And climbs the manfions of the fky. : 
‘Vhere fmiling joy for ever reigns, 

No more the turtle leaves the dove; 
Farewell to jealouiies, and pai : 

And all the ills. of abfent love. 


- THE CONCLUSION. 
GOD EXALTED ABOVE ALL PRAISE, 


Erexnat Power ! whofe high abode 
Becomes the grandeur of a God; = 
Infinite length beyond the bounds 

Where ftars revolve their little rounds. 


The loweft ftep above thy feat 

Rifes too high for Gabriel’s feet, 

In vain the tall archangel tries 

To reach thine height with wondering eyes, ~ 


Thy dazzling beauties whilft He fings, 
He hides his face behind his wings ; 
And ranks of fhining thrones around 
Fall worshipping, and fpread the ground. 


Lord, what thall earth and ashes do! 
We would adore our Maker too; 
From fin and duit to thee we cry, 
‘The Great, the Holy, and the High! 


Earth from afar has heard the fame, 

And worms have learnt to Jifp thy natiie 5 
But O, the glories of thy mind 

Leave all our foaring thoughts behind. . 


God is in heaven, and men below ; 

Be fhort, our tunes; our words be few 
A facred reverence checks our fongs, 
And praife fits filent on our tongues. 


“ Tibi filet laus, O Deus.” Pfal. Irv. x. 


SS eee 
BOOK ih. ~ 


SACRED FO HONOUR, VIRTUE, AND 
FRIENDSHIP, ° 


TO HER MAJESTY, 


Qocen of the northern world, whofe gentle fway 
Commands our love, and charmsour hearts v’ obey, 
Forgive the nation’s groan when William dy’ds - 
Lo, at thy feet in al the royal pride 
OF blooming joy, three happy realms appear, 
And William’s urn almoft without a tear {tongue 
Stands; nor complains; while from thy gracious 
Peace flows in filver ftreams amidft the throng, 
Amazing balm, that on thofe lips was found 
To foothe the torment of that mortal wound, 
aind calm the wild affright! The terror dies 
The bleeding wound cements, the danger Alcs, 
And Albion thouts thine honours as her joys(~ 
arife. vas ry 

‘The German eagle feels her guardian dead, 
Not her own thunder can fecure her head; . 
Her trembling eagles haften from afar, ~ 
And Belgia’s lion dreads the Gallic war : 
All hide behind thy fhield. Remoter lands. 


| Whole lives lay trafted in Naffovian hands 
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Transfce their fouls, and live; fecure they play 
In thy mild rays, and love the growing day. 


Thy beamy wing at once defends and warms 
Fainting religion, whilft in various forms ~~ 
Fair piety fhines through the Britith ifles : 

Here at thy fide, and in thy kindeft {miles * 

Blazing in ornamental gold the ftands, 

To bieis thy councils and affifl thy hands, 

And crowds wait roundhertoreceive commands, 

“Unere at a humble diftance from the throne ¢ 

Beauteous the lies ; her luftre all her own, 

Ungarnith’d; yet not blufhing, nor afraid, 

Nor knows fufpicion, nor affects the fhade : 2 

Cheerful and Peas the not prefumes to fhare 

in thy parental gifts, but owns thy guardian care, 

For thee, dear fovereipn, endlefs vows arife, 

And zeal with earthly wing falutes the ikies 

‘Vo gain thy fafety: Here a folemn form * 

Of ancient words keeps the devotion warm, 

And guides, hut bounds our withes: There the 
+ mind ¢ 4 

Feels its own fire, and kindles unconfin’d 

With holder hopes, Yet {till beyond our vows, 

Thy lovely glories rife, thy {preading terror grows, 


Princefs, the world already owns thy name: 
Go, mount the chariot of immortal fame,” 
Nor die to be renown'd: Fame’s loudett breath 4 
'Too dear is purchas’d by an angel’s death. 
‘The vengeance of thy rod, with general joy, 
Shall {courge rebellion and the rival-boy 
"th founding arms his Gallic patron hears, - 
And fpeeds his flight ; nor overtakes his fears, 
‘Till hard defpair wring from the tyrant’s foul 
‘The iron tears out: Let thy frown control 
Our angry jars at home, till wrath fybmit 
Her impious banners to thy facred feet ; 
Mad zeal, and frenzy with their murderous 

train, - 

Feel thefe fweet realms in thine aufpicious reign, 
Envy expire in rage, and treafon bite the chain. 


Let no black fcenes affright fair Albion’s ftage: 
Thy thread of life prolong our golden age, : 
Long blefs the earth, and late afcend thy throne 
Ethereal; (not thy deeds arc there unknown, 
Nor there unfung; for by thine awful hands 
Heavep rules thé waves, and thunders o'er the 
Jands, : 

€reates inferior kings§, and gives’em their com- 
mands.) 

Legions attend thee at the radiant gates; 

For thee fhy fifter-feraph, bleft Maria, waits. 


But Oh! the parting ftroke! fome heavenly 
; power ‘ 
Cheer thy fad Britons in the gloomy hour; 
Some new propitious ftar appear on high 
The faireft glory of the weftern thy, fi 
And Anna be its name; with gentle fway 
‘To check the planets of malignant ray, 





* Lhe cftabliffed church of England, 

+ The Proteftant diffenters. 
“4 The Pretender, de 8s 

§ She made Charles the Emperor’s fecond fon King of. 
Spdin, whe was afterwards Erperor of Germany. 
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Soothe the rude north wind,andtherugged bear, 

Calm, rifing wars heal the contagious air, 

And reign with peaceful influence to the fouth- 
ern {phere. "3 


Note, This poems was writien in the year 1705, in 
that honourable part of the reign of our Tate queen, when 
fre bad broke the French power at Bleabcim, afferied 
the right of Charles the prefort emperor to the crgun 
o Spain, exerted ber zeal for the Proteftant fucceficn, 
and promifed inviolably to maintain the toleration to the , 
Proteftant diffentirs, “Thus foe appeared the chief fupe 
port of the Reformation, and the patronefs of the liberties 
of Europe. . 

The letter part of her reign was of a different colour, 
and was by no means attended with the accomplifoment 
of thofe glorious hopes which wwe bad conceived, Noza 
the mufe cannot fatisfy berfelf to publifb this new editions 
without acknowledging the miftake of her former prem 
Sages, and while foe does the world this juflice, foe doos 
berfelf the bonour of a voluntary retration, 

LW 


Auguft 1.1723. 
* PALINODIA, 

Britons, forgive the forward mufe 

‘hat dar’d prophetic feals to loofe, 

(Unikiil'd in fates eternal book) 

And the deep characters miftook. 

George is the name, that glorious ftar; 

Ye faw his fplendors beaming far ; 

Saw in the eaft your joys arile, 

When Anna funk in weitern tkies, 

Streaking the heavens with crimfon gloom, 

Emblems of tyranny and Rome, 

Portending blood and night to come. 

’Twas George diffus’d a vital ray, ~ 

And gave the dying nations day : 

His influence focthes the Ruflian bear, 

Calms rifing wars, and heals the air ; 

join'd with the fun his beams are hurl’d 

Lo featter bleffings round the world, 

Fulfil whate’er the mufe has fpoke, 

And crown the work that Anne forfook. 

Aoguft 1.1721, 


eo: 


i 


TO JOHN LOCKE, EsQ. 


RETIRED FROM BUSINESS. 


Ancets are made of heavenly things, 

And light and love our fouls compote, 

‘Yheir blifs within their bofom fprings, 
Within their bofom flows. 


But narrow minds ftill make pretence 

To fearch the coalls of ficth and fenfe, 

And fetch diviner pleafures thence. * 

Men are akin to ethereal forms, 

But they belye their nobler birth, 

Debafe their honour down to earth, 
And claim a fhare with worms, 


He that has treafures of hisown = - 

May lcave the cottage or the throne, 

May quit the globe, and dwell alone 

Within his fpaciqus mind. * 

Locke hath a foul wide as the fea, 

Calm as the night, bright as the day, 

There may his vaft ideas play, _- 
"Nor feel a thought confin’d: ~~ 





. 


33%: 


TO JOHN SHUTE, ESQ. “ 
(AFTERWARDS LorD BARRINGTON.) 


On Mr Locke's dangerous Sichnefi,fometimeafter bebad 


retired to fludy ibe Scriptures. June, 1704, 


AND muft the man of wonderous mind 


(Now his rich thoughts are jut refin’d) 


«_Forfake our longing eyes? 
Reafon at length fubmits to wear 
The wings of faith ; and lo, they rear 
Her chariot high, and nobly bear 

Her prophet to the fkies. 


Go, friend, and wait the prophet’s light, 
‘Watch if his mantle chance ta light, 
© And feize it for thy own; 
Shute is the darling of his years, 
Young Shute his better likenefs bears; 
All but his wrinkles and his hairs 
Are copy’d in his fon. 


‘Thus when our follies, or our faults, 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts, 
‘U'Ly pen Shall make us wife: 
‘The fallies of whofe youthful wit 
Could-pierce the Lritith fogs with light, 
Place our true “ intereft if our fight, ~ 
And open half our eyes, 
' 


+ 2° -TO Me WILLIAM NOKES. 


+. FRIENDSHIP, 3702, ° 
Parewpsusp, thov charmer of the mind, 
Thou fweet deluding ill, 
‘The brighteft minute mortals find, 
And harpeat hour we feel. 


Fate Ras divided all our fhares “ 
Of pleafure and of pain ; 

In love the comforts and the cares 
Are mix’d and join’d again. 

. But whilft in floods our forrow rolls, 
And drops of joy are few, 

‘This dear delight of mingling fouls 
Serves but to fweli our woe. * 
'Oh! why fhould blifs depart in hafte, 

And friendship flay to moan? 
‘Why the fond paffion cling fo faft,, 
" When every joy is gone ? 
Yet never let our hearts divide, 
Nor death diffolve the chain : 
For love and joy were once al y'd, 
And mut be join’d again, “_- 
‘TO NATHANIEL GOULD, ESQ. . 
ATTERWARDS SIR NATHANAEL GOULD. 3704. 
°Tis not by fplendor, or by ftate, 
Exalted mica, or lofty gate, 
My mufe takes meafures of a king: 
If wealth, ‘or height, or bulk will do, 
She calls each mountain of Peru 
A more majefic thing. 
Frown on me, friend, if e’er ¥ boaft 
O'cr fellow-minds enflav'd in clay, 








® Lhe intereft of England, written by Mr, Shute, 
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Or fwelt when I fhall have engroft 
A larger heap of thining duft, 
And wear a bigger load of earth than they. 
Let the vain world falute me loud, 
My thoughts look inward, and forget 
‘The founding names of high and great, 
The flatteries of the crowd. 


When Gould commands his fhips to rum. 
And fearch the traffic of the fea, . 
His fleet o’ertakes the falling day, 
And bears the weftern minds away, . 

Or richer fpices from the Tifing fun : 

While the glad tenants of the fhore 
Shout, and pronounce him fenator ba 

._. Yet till the man’s the fame : 
‘For well the happy merchant knows 
The foul with treafure never grows, 

Nor fwells with airy fame. 


But truft me, Gould, ’tis lawful pride 
To rife above the mean control 
Of fleth and fenfe, to which we're ty’dy * 
This is ambition that hecomes a foul. 
We fteer our courfe up through the fies; 
Farewell this barren land : 
We ken the heavenly thore with longing eyes, 
‘There the dear wealth of fpirit lies, . 
And beekoning angels ftand. 


TO DR. THOMAS GIBSON. 
THE LIFE OF sous. 1704. 


Swrrr as the fun revolves the day 
We haften to the dead, 

Slaves to the wind we puff away, 
And to the ground we tread. 

*Tis air that lends us life, when firft 
‘The vital bellows heave: 

Our ficth we burrow of the duft : 

And when a mother’s care has nurft 
‘The babe to manly fize, we muft 
With ufury pay the grave. 


Rich juleps drawn from precious ore 
stil tend the dying flame : - 
And plants, and roots, of barbarous name, 

‘Torn from the Indian fhore. 
‘Thus we fupport our tottering flefh, 
Our cheeks refume the rofe afreth. 
When bark and fteel play well their game" 
‘To fave our finking breath, 
And Gibfon, with his awful power, 
Refeues the poor precarious honr 
From the demands of death. - y 
But art and nature, powers and charms, 
And drugs, and recipes, and. forms, » 
Yields us, at lat to greedy worms 
.A delpicable prey 3 is 
Vd have a life to call my own, 
That flall depend on heaven alone 3 
Nor air, nor earth, nor fea 
Mix their bafe effences with mine, 
Nor clgim dominion fo divine 
To give me leave to be. 


Sure there’s a mind within that reigns 
O’cr the dull current of my veins; 





* Member of parliament. for a port m Suffer, 
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‘With vigorous immortality. 
Let earth refume the flefh it gave, 
And breath diffolve amongft the winds; 
‘Gibfon, the things that fear a grave, 
‘That I can lofe, or you can fave, ive 
Are not akin to minds. 
‘We claim acquaintance with the fkies, 
Upwards our fpirits hourly rife, _ 
And there our thoughts employ : 
‘When heaven fhall fign our grand releafe 
‘We are no ftrangers to the place, = 
The bufinefa, or the joy. 


“L feel che Inward pulfebeat high > ~~ 


-FALSE GREATNESS.” 


Myto, forbear to call him bleft _ 
That only boalts'a large eftate, 
Should all the treafurcs of the weft 
Meet, and con{pire to make him great. 
I know thy better thoughts, I know 
‘Thy reafon can't defeend fo low. 
Let a broad ftream with golden fands 
Through all his meadows roll, 
, He's but a wretch, with all his lands 
*. ‘Phat wears a narrow foul. f 
He fwells amidft his wealthy ftore, 
And proudly poizing what he weighs, 
In his own fcale he fondly lays 
"Hage heaps of fhining ore, 
He Spreads the balance wide to hold 
His manors and his farms, 
» And cheats the beam with loads of gold 
He hugs between his arms. 
Bo might the plough-boy climb a tree, 
“When Cro:fus mounts his throne, |; 
+ And both ftand up, and fimile to fee + 
How long their thadow’s grown, © 
Alas! how vain their fancies be 
‘To think that fhape their own! 


‘Thus mingled ftill with wealth and fate, 
Croefus himfelf can never know ; . 
His rae dimenfions and his weight 
Are far inferior to their fhow. 

‘Were I fo tall to reach the pole, ..: 

Or grafp the ocean with my fpan, 

I muft be meafur’d by my foul: 

‘The mind’s the flandard of the man, 


‘TO SARISSA. 
AN EPISTLE, 
Bear up, Sariffa, through the refffing florms 
Of a vain vexing world: Tread down the cares 
‘Thofe ragged thorns that lie‘ acrofe the road, 
Nor fpend a tear upon them, Truft the mafe, 
She fings experienc’d truth: This briny dew, 


‘This rain of eyes will make the briars grow. , *- 


We travel through a defert, and our feet 
Have meafur’d a fair fpace, have left behind 
A thoufand dangers, and a thoufand fnares 
Well {cap’d. Adieu, ye horrors of the dark, 
~ Ye finifh’d labours, and ye tedious toils 
Of days and hours: The twinge of real fmart,. 
“ And the falfe terrors of ill-boding dreama. 
Vanish together, be alike forgot, 
For ever blended in one common grave, 


Farewell, ye waxing and ye waning moons, - 
‘That we have watch’d behind the Aying clouds 
On night's dark hill, or fetting or afcending, 

Or in meridian height: Then filence reign’d == 
O’er half the world; then ye beheld our tears, 

Ye witnefs’d our complaints, our kindred groans, 
(Sad harmony !) while with your beamy horns 
Or richer orb ye filver’d o’er the green 

Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 7 
To mourners. Now ye have fuliill’d your round, 
Thofe hours are fled, farewell. Months that are 
Are gone for ever, and have borne away = {gone 
Each his own load. Our woes and forrows pait, 
Mountainous woes, ftill leffen as they fly 

Far off. So billows in a ftormy fea, 

Wave after wave (2 long fucceffion) rofl « 
Beyond the ken of fight : The failors fate 

Look far a-ftern till they have loft the orm, 
‘And Shout their boifterous joys. A gentler Mufe 
Sings thy dear fafety, and commands thy cares 
To dark oblivion; bury’d deep in night a 
Lofe them, Sariffa, and affit my fong. aA 

Awake thy voice. fing how the flender Jihe 
Of fate’s immortal Now divides the paft 
From alf the future, with eternal bars 
Forbidding a return. The paft temptations 
No more thal! vex us; every grief we feel 
Shortens the deftin’d number ; every pulfe 
Beats a fharp moment of the pain away, 

And the laft ftroke will come. By fwift degrees 
‘Time {weeps us off, and we fhall foon arrive 

At l.fe’s fweet period: O celeftial point 

‘That ends this mortal ftory ! . 

But if a glimpfe of light with flattering ray 
Breaks through the clouds of life, or wandering fire 
Amidht the fhades invite your doubtful feet, 
Beware the dancing metcor : faithlefs guide, 
That leads the lonefome pilgrim wide aftray | + 
To bogs, and fens, and pits, and certain death! 
Should vicious pleafure take an angel-form, 

And at a diftance rife, by flow degrees, 
‘Treacherous, to wind herfelf into your heart, , 
Stand firm aloof; nor let the gaudy phantom 
Too long allure your gaze: ‘The juft delight 
‘That heaven indulges lawfui muft obey , 
Superior powers; uor tempt your thoughts toa far 
In flavery to fenfe, nor fwell your hcpe 

To dangerous fize: If it approach your feet 
And court your hand, forbid th’ intruding joy 
To fit too near your heart. Still may our fouls 
Claim kindred with the fies, nor mix with duft 
Our better-born affections; leave the globe 

A neff for worms, and haften to our home. 


O there are gardens of th’ immortal kind, 

‘That crown the heavenly Eden’s rifing hills 

With beauty and with fweets ; no lurking mifchief 
Dwells in the fruit, nor ferpent twines the boughs; 
The branches bend laden with life and blifs 

Ripe for the tafte, but “tis a fteep afcent: - 

Hold faft the* golden chain let down from heaven, 
’Twill help your feet and wings; I feel its farce 
Draw npwards ;' faften'd to the pearly gate, 

Tt guides the way unerring: happy clue [work, 
Thro’ this dark wild! "Twas wifiom’s*noble& 
All join’d by power divine, and every link is love, 


Soe 
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'TO MR. T. BRADBURY. 


i PARADISE. 


1708, 
Youne as Tam I quit the flage, 

Nor will | know th’ applaufes of th’ age; 
Farewell to growing fame. leave below . 
A life not half worn out with cares, 

Or agonies, or years; 
T leave my country all in tears; 


But heaven demands me upward, and I dare to go. 


Amongft ye, friends, divide and thare 
The remnant of my days, 
If ye have patience, and can bear 


Hark my fair guardian chides my ttay, 
And waves his golden rod: * 
“, Angel, Tcome ; lead on the way :”? 
And now by fwift degrees 
T fail aloft through azure feas, 
Now tread the milky road : 
Farewell, ye planets, in your {pheres; 
And as the ftars are loft, a brighter fky appears. 
“In hatte for paradife 
I ftretch the pinions of a bolder thought ; 
Scarce had I will’d, but I was patt 


Deferts of tracklefs light and all the ethereal wafte, 


And to the facred borders brought ; 
There on the wing a guard of cherubs lies, 
Each waves a keen flame as he flies, 


With pleafing reverence I behold ’ 
‘The pearly portals wide unfold : 
Enter, my foul, and view th’ amazing fcenes 3 
Sit faft upon the flying mufe, 
And let thy roving wonder loofe 
Over all th” empyreal plains. 
Noon ftands eternal here: here may thy fight 
Drink in the rays of primogenial light ; 
Here breathe immortal air: 
i muft beat high in every vein, 
leafure through all the bofom reigns 
\ ‘The laws forbid the ftranger, pain, 
And banith every care, 
See how the bubbling fprings of love 
. Beneath the throne arile 5 
‘The ftreams in cryftal channels move, 
Around the golden ftreets they rove, 
And ble(s the manfions of the upper fkies. 
There a fair grove of knowledge grows, 
Nor fin nor death infe@ts the fruit ; 
Young life hangs freth on all the boughs, 
And fprings from every root; 
Here may thy greedy fenfes feaft 
While ecitafy and health attends on every tafte. 
With the fair profpeét charm’d I ftood ; 
Fearlels I feed on the delicious fare, 
. And drink profule falvation from the filver flood, 
Nor can excefs be there. 
In facred order rang’d along 
Saints new-releas’d by death 
Join the bold feraph’s warbling breath, 
And aid th’ immortal fong. 
Each has a voice that tunes his ftrings, 
To mighty founds, and mighty things, 
‘Things of everlaiting weight, 





[race. 
A long fatigue of life, and drudge through all the 





[prife. 
Aind well defends the walls from fieges and fur- 
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Sounds, like the fofter viol, fweet, _ 
And like the trumpet, ftrong, 
Divine attention held my foul, 
I was all ear! 3 : 
Through all my powers the heavenly accents ral, « 
I long’d and wifh’d my Bradbury there; “= 
“ Could he but hear thefe notes, I faid, 
“ His tuneful foul would never bear 
“ The dull unwinding of life’s tedious thread, 
“ But burft the vital chords to reach the happy 
dead,” 


And now my tongue prepares to join 
The harmony, and with a noble aim 
Attempts th’ unutterable name, 
But faints, confounded by the notes divine’: 
Again my foul th’ unequal honour fought, 
Again her utmoft force the brought, 
And bow'd beneath the burden of th? unwieldly 
thought. 
Thrice { effay’d, and fainted thrice; 
Th immortal labour ftraim’d my feeble frame, 
Broke the bright vifion, and diffolv’d the dream! 
I funk at once and loft the fkies: 
In vain I fought the (cenes of light 
Rolling abroad my longing eyes, [night. 
For all around them ftood my curtains and the 


STRICT RELIGION VERY RARE. 


I'm born aloft, and leave the crowd, 
I fail upon a morning cloud 

Skirted with dawning gold: 
Mine eyes beneath the open day 
Command the globe with wide furvey, 
Where ants in bufy millions play, 

And tug and heave the mould. 


“ Are thefe the thing (my paffion cry’d) 
“ That we call men? Are thefeally’d 
“ To the fair worlds of light ? 
“* They have ras‘d out their Maker's name, 
“* Graven on their minds with pointed flame 
“In ftrokes divinely bright. 


“ Wretches! they hate their native fkies 
“* Tf an ethereal thought arife, 
“* Or fpark of virtue thine, 
“* With crucl force they damp its plumes, 
“ Choke the young fire with tenfual fumesy 
“ With bufinefs, lutt, or wine. 


“ Lo! how they throng with panting breath’ 
“ "The broad defcending road 5 

“ That leads unerring down to death, 
“ Nor mifs the dark abode.” 

Thus while I drop a tear or two 

On the wild herd, a nobler few 

Dare to ftray upward, and purfue 
Th’ unbeaten way to God. 


I meet Myrtillo mounting high, 
I know his candid foul afarg ~ 
Here Dorylus and Thyrfis Ay 
Each like a rifing ftar. 
Chasin 1 faw and Fidea there, 
J faw them help each other’s flight, 
And blefs them as they Bo; 
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. 
Whey foar beyond my labouring fight, 
And leave their loads of mortal care, 
But not their love below. : 
On heaven, their home, they fix theit eyes, 
The temple of their God : 
With morning incenfe up they rife * 
Sublime, and through the lower fkies 
Spread the purfumes abroad. 


Acrofs the road a feraph flew, 
«Mark (faid he) that happy pait, 
“ Marriage helps devotion there : 
“ When kindred minds their God purfue 
« They break with double vigour through 
“ The dull incanbent air.” 
Charm'd with the pleafure and furprife, 
My foul adores and fings, 
« Bleft be the power that {prings their flight, 
“ That ftreaks their path with heavenly light, 
* That turns their love to facrifice, 
And joins their zeal for wings.” 


TO MR. ¢. AND S. FLEETWOOD. 


Frieetwoons, young generous pair, 
Defpife the joys that fools purfue ; 
Bubbles are {ight and brittle too, 
Born of the water and the air. 
‘Try’d bya ftandard bold and j 
Honour and gold and paint and duft; 

Plow vile the {aft is, and ax vain the firft! 
‘Things that the crowd call great and Brave, 
‘With me how low their value’s brought | 
Titles and names, and life and breath, 
Slaves to the wind and born for death 5 
The foul’s the only thing we have 

Worth an important thought. 


The foul { ’tis of th’ immortal kind, 
Nor form'd of fire, or earth, or wind, 
Outlives the mouldering corpfe, and leaves the 
globe behind. 
a» In limbs of clay though fhe appears, 
Array’din rofy fkin, and deck’d with ears and 
The flefh is but the foul’s difguife, [eyes, 
There's nothing in her frame ’kin to the dre(s the 
Fromm all the laws of matter free, {wears. 
From all we feel, and all we fee, + : 
She ftands eternally diftin@, and muft for ever be. 


+, Rife then, my thoughts, on high, 
* Soar beyond all that’s made to die; 
Lo ! cn an awful throne 
Sits the Creator and the Judge of fouls, 

Whirling the planets round the poles, [riods on. 
Winds cff our threads of life, and brings our pe- 
Swift the approach, and folemn is the day, 

When this immortal mind 

Stript of the body’s coarfe array 

"To endlefs pain, or endlefs joy, - 

Mutt be at once confign’d. 





Think of the fands run down to wafe, 
‘We poffefs none of all the paft, 

None but the prefent is our own; 

Grace is not plac’d within our power, 
‘Tis bat one fhort, one fhining hour, 
zw ht and dectining asa fctting fun. 

Seé the white minutes wing’d with hatte ; 


4, BS 
‘The Now that flies may be the fats 
Seize the falvation e’er ’tis paft, 
Nor mourn the blefling gone =, 

A thought’s delay is ruin here, 

A clofing eye, 2 gafping breath, 

Shuts up the golden {cene in death, 

. And drowns you in defpair. 


TO WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, ESQ, 
Casrmrr. Lra. II. Od. 2, Imitated. 
“ Que tegit canas modo Bruma valles,” &e. 


Manx how it fnows! how faft the vallies fills! 

And the fweet groves the hoary garment wear ; 

Yet the warm fun-beams bounding from the hills 

Shall melt the vail away, and the young green ap- 
pear. 7 


But when old age has on your temples hed 

Her filver-froft, there’s no returning fur ; 

Swift flies our autumn, {wift our fummer’s fied, 

‘When youth, and love, and fpring, and goldem 
joys are gone. : 

‘Then cold, and winter, and your aged fuow, 

Stick fait upon you ; not the rich array, 

Not the green garland, not the rofy bough, - 

Shall cancel or conceal the melancholy gray. 


The chafe of pleafures is not worth the pains, 

While the bright {ands of health run wating 
down ; : : 

And honour calls you from the fofter fcenes, 

To fell the gaudy hour for ages of renown. 


Tis but one youth, and thort, that mortals have, 
And one old age diffolves our feeble frame; 

But there’s a heavenly art t’ elude the grave, 
And with the hero-race immortal kindred claim 


The man that has his country’s facred tears j 

Bedewing his cold herfe, has liv’d his day : 

Thus Blackbourn, we fhould leave our names ous 
heirs 5 [aways 

Old time and waning moons fweep all the ret 


TRUE MONARCHY. 170! 


Tae rifing year beheld th* imperious Gaul 
Stretch his dominion, while @ hundred towns 
Crouch’é to the victor : but a fteedy foul 
Stands firm on its own bafe, and reigns as widé 
As abfolute ; and fways ten thoufand flaves, 
Lufts and wild fancies with a fovereign hand. 


We are a little kingdom ; but the man 
That chains his rebel wilf to reafon’s throne, 
Forms it a large one, while his royal mind 
Makes heaven its council, from the rolis above 
Draw its own ftatutes, add with joy obeys. 


°Tis not » troop of well-appointed guards 


{ Create a monarch, not a purple robe 


Dy’d in the people’s blood, not all the crowns 

Or dazzling tiars that bend about the head, 
‘THough guilt with fun-beams and fet round with, 
A monarch be that conquers all his fears, [ftars. 
And treads upon them; when he ftands alone, 
Makes his own camp; four guardian virtues wait 


430°. 
“His nightly flambers, and fecure his dreams. | 
Now dawns the light; he ranges all his thoughts 
Jn fQuare battalions, bold to meet th’ attacks ., 

Of time and chance, himfeii’a numerous hoft, 

“All eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day, 7 
‘Firm as a rock, and movelg{s as the centre... + | 


In vain the harlot, pleafure, {preads her charms, 
‘To lull his thoughts in lnxury’s tuir lap, 
To fenfua! eafe (the bane of little kings, 
Monarchs whofe Waxen images of fouls 
Ave moulded into foftnefs) ; fill his mind 
‘Wears its own thape, ner can the heavenly form 
Stoop to be modell'd by the wild decrees ~~. - 
Ot the mad-vulgar, that unthinking herd.” 
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He lives above the crowd, nor hears the noife : 
Of wars and triumphs, nor regards the thouts 
Of popular applanfe, that empty found ; 
Nor feels the flying atrows of reproach, 
Or {pite or envy. In himfelf fecure, 
Wifdom his tower, and conicience is his fhield, 
Mis peace all inward, and-his joys his own. ' ~ * 


, Now my ambition fwells, my withes foar, ~ - 
‘This be my kingdom; fit above the globe . 

My tifing foul, und drefs thyfelf around 

And fhine in virtue's armour, climb the height 
Of wifdom’s lofty cattle, there refide 

‘Safe from the filing and the frowning world. 


‘Yet once a day drop down a gentle look + 
‘On the great mole-hiil, and with pitying eye 
Survey the bufy emmets round the heap, 
“Crowding and buftling in a thoufan.t forms 
Of ftrife and toil, to purchafe wealth and fame, * 
‘A bubble ora duft: Then call thy thoughts 
Up to thyfelf to feed of joys unknown, : 
Rich without gold, and-great without renown, * 


"TRUE COURAGE. | 


Howovr demands my fong. Forget the rround, 
My generous mufe, and fit among the ftars! : 
‘There fing the foul, that, eonicions of ber birth, 
, Lives like a native of the vital world, ' 
» Among thele dying clods, and bears het ftate 
Jutt to herfelf: how nobly the maintains 4] 
Her charaer, fuperior to the flefh, - 
She wields her patlions like her limbs,and know’ 
‘The brutal powers were on!y born t’ obey. . i 


This is the man whom ftorms could never make 
Meanly complain; nor.can a flattering gale Hy 
Make him tlk proudly: he hath no defire 

°To read his fecret fate 1 yet unconcern'd 
And calm could meet his unborn deftiny, 
In all its charming, or its frightful fhapes, 


He that unfuinking, and without a groan, 
“Bears the firft wound, may finith all the war. 
‘With mere courageous filence, and come off 
Conqueror : for the man that well conceals 
‘The heavy ftrokes of fate, he bears them well. + 


He, though th’ Atlantic and the Midland feas - 
With adverfe furges meet, and rife on high ~ 
Suipended *twixt the winds, then rufh amain 
Mingled with flames, upon his fingle head, 

And clouds, and tars, and thunder, firm he ftands, 
Sccure of his bett jife ; uaburt, ungiov’d 9 
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And drops his lower nature, born for death. 

Then from the lofty caftle of his mind 

Sublime looks down, exulting, aad furveys 

The ruins of creation (fouls alone 

Are beirs of dying worlds); a piercing glance 

Shoots upwards from between his clofing lids, 

To reach his birth-place, and without a figh 

He bids his batter’d fieth lie gently down 

Amons(t his native rubbith; whilft the fpirié 

Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted gueft 

Of the third heaven, th’ unruinable fky. . 
Thither, when fate has brought our willing fouls, 

No matter whether "twas a tharp difeafe, 

Ora tharp fivord that help'd the travellers on, . 

And puth’d usto our home. Bear np, my fricnd, 

Serenely, and break through the ftormy brine 

With fteady: prow; know, we fhal! once arrive 

At the fair haven of eternat biifs, 

To which we ever fteer; whether as kings 

Of wide command we've fpread the !pacious fea 

With a broad painted ficet, or row’d along , 

In a thin cock-boat with a little oar. 


There let my native plank fhift me to land 
And Vil be hapsy: Thus I'll leap athore 
Joyful and fearlefs on th’ immortal coatt, 
Since all I leave is mortal, and it muft be loft. 


To the much honoured Mr. Thomas Rowe, the 
_ Direftor of my youthful Studies 


FREE PHILOSOPHY. 


Custom, that tyrannefsof fools, 
‘That leads the learned round the chools, 
In magic chains of forms and rules. 
My gewius ftorms her throne : 
No more, ye fluves, with awe profound 
Beat the dull track, nor dance the round 
Loofe hands, and quit th’ inchanted ground + 
Knowledge invites us each-alone. «= 
Thate thefe hackles of the mind 
Forg'd by the haughty wife; 
Souls were not born to be confiu’d, 
And led, like Samfon, blind and bound ; 
But when his native @rength he found 
He well aveng'd his eyes. 
I love thy gentle influence, Rowe, 
Thy gentle induence, like the fun, . 
Only difolves the frozen fnbw, 
Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow, 
And choofe the channels where they rum 


‘Thonghts thould be free as fite or wind ; 
The pin‘ons of a fingle mind 
‘Will through all nature fly : 
But who can drag up to the poles 
Long fetter’d ranks of leaden fouls ? 
A genius whict bo chain controls 
Roves with delight, or deep, or high: 
Swift I furvey the globe around, ts 
Dive to the centre through the folid ground, 
Or travel o’er the fky. ea 





To THE REVEREND MR. BENONI ROWE, 


TRE WAY OF TRE MULTITUDE. | 


Rows, if we make the crowd our guide 
‘Through life’s uncertain road, 


LYRIC POEMS. 


Mean is the chafe; dnd wandering wide 
. We mifs th’ immortal good ; 
Yet if my thoughts could be corifin’d 
To follow any leader-mind, . 
Vd mark thy fteps, and tread the fame: 
Dreft in thy notions I’d appear 
Nat like a foul of mortal frame, 
Nor with a vulgar air. 


Men live at randorh and by chance, 
- Bright reafon never leads the dance 3 
While in the broad and beaten way 
O’er dales and hills from truth we ftray, 
‘To ruin we defcend, to ruin we advance. 
Wifdom retires ; fhe hates the crowd, 
And with a decent {corn 
Aloof fhe climbs her fteepy feat, 
Where nor the grave nor giddy feet 
Of the learn’d vulgar or the rude, 
Have e’er a paffage worn. 


Mere hazard firft began the track, 

Where cuftom leads her thoufands blind 
Tn willing chains and ftrong ; 

‘There's farce one bold, one noble mind, 

Dares tread the fatal error back; 

But hand in hand-outfelves we bind, 
And drag the age along. 


Mortals, a favage herd, and loud 
As billows on a noify flood, 
In rapid order roll: 
Example makes the mifchicf good : 
With jocund heel we beat the road. 
Unbeadful of the goal. 
Me tet * ithuriel’s friendly wing 
Snatch from the crowd, and bear fublime 
‘To wifdom’s lofty tower, 
‘Thence to furvey that wretched thing, 
Mankind ; and in exalted rhyme 
Blefs the delivering power. 


TO THE REVEREND MR. JOHN HOWE, 
- 1704. 

GREAT man, permit the mute to climb, 
And feat her at thy feet ; 

Bid her attempt a thought tublime, 
And confecrate her wit. 

T feel, f feel th’ attractive force 
Of thy faperior foul : 

My chariot fies her upward courfe, 
‘The wheels divinely roll. * 

Now let me chide the mean affairs 
And mighty toil of men : 

How they grow gray in trifling cares, 

Or wafte the motions of the {pheres 
‘Upon delights as vain ! 

A puff of boneur fills the mind, 

And yellow dutt is folid good ; 

Thus, like the afs of favage kind, 

We fnuff the breezes of the wind; 

t fteal the ferpent's food. 
+ Gould all the choirs 
‘That charm the poles 





* The name of an angel in Milton's Paradife 
aut of an ang ife 
Vou. 1X, 


wu 
But ftrike one daleful found, ; 
*Twould be employ’d to mourn our fouls, 
Souls that were fram’d of {prightly fires 
In floods of folly drown’d, 
Souls made of glory feek a brutal joy ; 
"How they difclaim their heavenly birth, 
Melt their brightfubftance down with droffy arth, 
And hate to be refin’d from that impure alloy. 


Oft bas thy genius rous’dus hence ~ 
With elevated fong, é 
Bid us renounce this world of fenfe, 
Bid us divide th’ immortal prize 
With the feraphic throng ; 
“ Knowledge and love makes fpirits bleft, 
“ Knowledge their food, and love their reft ;”” 
But fleth, th’ unmanageable beaft, 
Refifts the pity of thine eyes, 
And mufic of thy tongue. 
Then let the worms of groveling mind 
Round the thott joys of earthly kind 
In refllets windings roam ; 
Howe hath an ample orb of fouly 
Where fhining worlds of knowledge roll, 
Where love, the centre and the pole, 
Completes the heaven at home. 


THE DISAPPOINTMENT. AND RELI&F. 


Virtur, permit my fancy to impofe 
Upon my better powers: 

She caits fweet fallacies on half our woes, 
And gilds the gloomy hours. 

How could we bear this tedious round 
Of waning moons, and rolling years; 
Of flaming hopes, and chilling’ as 
If (where no fovereign cure appears 

4 opiates could We found. , 


Love, the moft cordial ftream that flows, 
Is a deceitful good: 
Young Doris, who nor guilt nor danger knows 
On the green margin ftood, 
Pleas’d with the golden bubbles as they rofe, 
And with more golden fands her fancy pav'd the 
Then fond to be entirely bleit, {flood ¢ 
And tempted by a faithleis youth, : 
As void of goodne(s as of truth, 
She plunges in with heedlets hatte, 
And rears the nether mud : 
Darkneis and naufeous dregs arife 
O'er thy fair current, love, with large fupplies 
Of pain to teaze the heart, and forrow for the eyes, 
‘The golden blifs that charm’d her fight 
Is dath'd, and drdwn’d, and loft : 
A fpark or glimmering flreak at moft, 
Shines here and there, amid the night, 
Amidit the turbidjwaves, and gives a faint delight. 


Recover’d from the fad furprife, 
Doris awakes at laft, 
Grown by the difappointment wife ; 
And manages with art th’ unlucky cait; 
When the lowering frown the {pies 
On her haughty tyrant’s brow, 
With humble love the meets his wrathful eye, 
And makes her fovereign beauty bow; 
Cheerful the fmmiles upoa the ayy form; 
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So fhines the fetting fun on adverfe fkies, 
And paints a rainbow on the ftorm ; 

Anon the jegs the fullen humour (pend, 
And with 2 virtuous book or friend, 

Beguiles th? uneafy hours : 

‘Well-colouring every crofs fhe meets, 
‘With heart ferene the fleeps and eats, 
She fpreads her hoard with fancy’d lweets, 
And ftrows her bed with flowers. 


THE HERO’S SCHOOL OF MORALITY. 


THERON, amongft his’ travels, found, 

A broken ftatue on the ground; 

And fearching onward as he went 

He trac’d a ruin’d monument. 

Mould, mofs, and fades, had overgrown 
‘The fculpture ofthe crumbling ftope, 
Yet e’er he pait, with much ado, 

Re guefs'd, and {peli’d out, Sci-rt-o. 


“ Enough, he cry’d; I'll drudge no more 
“In turning thesdull Stoics o'er ; 
“'* Let pedants wafte their hours of eafe 
“* To tweat all night at Socrates ; 
And feed their boys with notes and rules, 
Thole tedious recipe’s of {chools, 
To cure ambition : T can learn 
With greater cafe the great concern 
Of mortals; how we may defpife 
All the gay things below the thies, 


“ 
“ 
‘a 
“ 
co 
« 


“ Methinks a mouldering pyramid 

Says all that the old fages faid ; 

For me thefe thatter'd tombs contain 

More morals than the Vatican, 

The duit of heroes caft abroad, 

And kick’d, and trampled iu the road, 

‘The relics of a lofty mind, t 
’ 


‘That lately wars and crowns defigu 
tfal falls, 


. 
“ 
« 


ss 
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Toft for 2 jeft trom wind to wind, 
Bid me be humble, and forbear 
Tall monuments of fume to rear, 
They are but caftles in the 
The towering heights, and / 
The ruin’d heans, and funerals, 

Of {moking kingdoms and their kings, 
Tell mea thoufand mournful things 
In melancholy filence. 





oe) 









He 


That living could not bear to fee 

An equal, now Les torn and dead ; 
Here his paic trunk, and there his head ; 
Great Pompey ! while I meditate, 
With fulemn harror, thy tad fate, 

Thy carcafe, featter’d on the ihore 
Without a name, intirnéts me more 
Than my whole library before. 
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Lie ftill, my Plutarch, then, and fleep, 
And my goad Seneva may keep 

Your volumes clos’d for too, 
Thave no further ufe for you: 
For when I feel my virtue fail, 

And my ambitious thoughts prevail, 
Til take a turn among the tombs, 
And fee whereto all glory comes? 
There the vile foot of every clown 
‘Tramples the fons of honour dowa. 












OF WATTS. 


“ Beggars with awful athes fport, 
“ And tread the Czfars in the dirt.? 


FREEDOM. 


1697. 
Tzmpr me no more. My foul can ne’er comport 
With the gay flateries of a court ; 
ve an averiion to thofe charms, 
And hug dear liberty in both mine arms, 
Go, vaifal fouls, go, eringe and wait, 
And dance attendance at Henorio’s gate, 
Then run in troops befare him to compote his ftate> 
Move as he moves ; and when he loiters, ftand ; 
You're but the thadows of a man. 
Bend when he {peaks ; and kils the ground : 
Go, catch th’ impertinence of found : 
Adore the follies of the great ; 

Wait till he fmifes : But lo, the idol frown’d, 
And drove them to their fate. 





Thus bafe born minds : but as for me, 
Tcan and will be free : 
Like a ftrong mountain, or fome ftately tree, 
My foul grows firm upright, 
And as I ftand, and as T go, 
It keeps my body fo; 
No, can never part with my creation-right. 
Let flaves and affes ftoop and bow, 
I cannot make this iron knee Lit free. 
Bend to a meaner power than that which form’é 


Thus my bold harp profufely play'd 
Pindarical; then on a branchy fhade 
T hung my harp aloft, my(cif beneath it laid. 
Nature that liften‘d to 
Refum’d the theme, and 
Sudden rofe a whirling wis: 
Swelling like Honorio proud, 
Around the ftraws and feathers crowd, 
‘Types of a favith mind ; 
Upwards the ftormy forces rite 
The duft flies up and cli 
And as the tempett fi 
Again it roars with 
The m plants 
at and the @ 
ground : 
Hard by there ftood the iron trank 
Of an old oak, form defytd 5 
In vain the wi forces try’d, 
In vain they roar’d; the iron oak 
Bow'd only to the heaverty thunders ftroke. 















, trembled and kifs’d thé 


















ON MR. LOCKE'S ANNOTATIONS, 


UPON SEVERAL PARTS OF THE NEW TESTAMENT, 
LEFT BEWIND HIM AT HIS DEATH. 


Tus reafon learns by flow degrees, 

What faith reveals; but ftiil complains 
Of inteliectual pains, 

And darknefs from the too exuberant light. 
The blaze of thofe bright mytteries 
Pour’d all at once on nature’s eyes 
Offend and cioud her feeble fight. 


Reafon could fcare fuftain to fee _ 
Th’ Almighty One, th’ Eternal Three, 
Or bear the infant Deity ; 


LYRIC POEMS. 


Scarce could het pride defcend to own 
Her Maker ftooping from his throne, 
And dreft in glories fo unknown. 
A ranfom'd world, a bleeding Cod, 
. And heaven appeas'd with flowing bleod, 
Were themes tea painful to be underftood. 


‘Faith, thou bright cherub, fpeak, and fay, 
Did ever mind of morta! race 
_ Coft thee more toil, or larger grace, 
To melt and bend it to obey, 
hard to make io rich a foul fubmit, 
jay her fhining honours at thy lovereign feet. 
Sifter of faith, fair charity, 
Show me the wondrous man on high, 
Tell how he fees the Godhead ‘aree in One ; 
‘The bright conviction fills his eye, 
His nobleft powers in deep proftration le 
At the myftcrious throne, 
« Forgive, he cries, ye faints below, 
“The wavering and the cold affent 
“ Teave to themes divinely tree; 
© Can you admit the bleffed to repent ? 
“© Eternal darkucf, veil the lines 
* Of that unhappy book, 
*€ ‘Where glimmering reaton with falfe luftre fhines, 
“ Where the mortal pen miftook 
“ What the celeftial meant!” 














TRUE RICHES. 


{ am not concern’d to know 
‘What to-morrow fate will do ; 
Tis enough that I can fay, 
T've potlefs'd myfelf to-day : 
‘Then if baply midnight-death 
Seize my tloih, and ftop my breath, 
Yet to-morrow J Miall b» 
Heir to the bef part of 

Glittering flones, aad g! 
‘Wealth and honours that have wings, 
Ever fluttering to be gone, 
Tcould never call my own: 
Riches that the world beftows, 
She can take, and I can lofe ; 
But the treafures that are mine 

ie afar beyond her line. 
i When I view my fpacious foul, 
‘And furyey myfelf awhole, 
‘And enjoy mylelf alone, 
I'm a kingdom of my own, 

Tve amighty part within 
"hat thé world hath never fcen, 
Rich as Extn’s happy ground, 
Aud with choicer plenty crown’ 
Hore on all the thining boughs 
Knowledge fait and nh rows 5 
On the fame young flowery tree 
All the feafons you may fee 5 
(Notions in the bloom of ligt, 
afut difclofing to the figit ; 
Here are thoughts of larger growtls, 
MBipening into folid truth ; 
-Fouits retin’d, of noble tafte 5 
Seraphs feed on fuch repatt. 
Here, in a green and fhady grove, 
Screams of pleafuse mis wb teve + 
















There beneath the fmiling fkies 

Hills of contemplation rife ; 

Now upon fome fhining top 

Angels light, and call me up; 

I rejoice to raife my feet, é 

Both rejoice when there we meet. 
There are.endiefs beauties more 

Earth hath no refemblance for ; 

Nothing like them round the pole, 

Nothing can deferibe the foul: 

*Yis a region half unknown, 

That has treafures of its own, 

More rernote from public view 

‘Than the bowels of Peru; 

Broader ‘tis, and brighter far, 

‘Vhan the golden Indies are ; 

Ships that trace the watery ftage 

Cannot cozit it in an age; 

Harts, or horfes, frong and fleet, 

Had they wings to help their feet, 

Could not run it half way o’er 

In ten thoufand days and more. 
Yet the filly wandering mind, 

Loth to be too much confin'd, 

Roves and takes her daily tours, 

Coafting round the narrow fhores, 

Narrow fhores of flefh and fenfe, 

Picking fells and pebbles thence ? 

Or fhe fits at fancy’s door, 

Cailing fhapes and fadows to her, 

Foreign vilits fill receiving, 

And t herfelf a ftranger living. 

Never, never would ihe buy 

Indian duft, or Tyrian dye, 

Never trade abroad for more, 

If the faw her native ftore ; 

If her inward worth were known, 

She might ever live alone. 


THE ADVENTUROUS MUSS.. oe 


Uranra takes her merning flight 
With an inimitable wing: - 
Through rifing deluges of dawning light 
She cleaves her wonderous way, ’ 
She tunes immortal anthems to the growing day ; 
Nor * Rapin gives her rules to fly, nor f Purcell 
notes to fing. : 


She nor inqtires, nor knows, nor fears 

Where lic the poicted rocks, or where th’ ingulfy 
ing fands ~ 

Climbing the liquid mountains of the tkies, 
She meets defcending angels as the flies, 

Nor aiks them where their country lies, 

Ox where the fea-marks itand. 

Touch’d with an empyreal ray 
She iprings, wnerring, upward to eternal day, 

Spreads her white fails aloft, and fteers, 
With bold and fafe attempt, to the celeftial land, 


Whilft little fkiffs along the mortal fhores 
With humbie toil in order creep, 


* A French critic. 
+ An Englifh mafter of mufic. 
au 


ut 

Coaftiag in fight of one another’s oars, 
NoffWenture through the boandlefs deep, 
Suc low pretending fouls are they 

Who dwell enclos’d in folid orbs of full ; 
Plodding along their fober way, 

The {nail o’ertakes them in their wildeft play, 
hile the poor labourers fweat to be correctly 

dull, 


Give me the chariot whofe diviner wheels 
Mark their own rout, and unconfin’d 
Bound o'er the everlafting hills, 
And lofe the clouds below, and leave the ftars 
behind. 
Give me the mufe whofe generous force, 
Impatient of the reins, 
. Purfues an unattempted courfe, 
Breaks ail the critics iron chains, 
And bears to Paradife the raptur’d mind. 


There Milton dwells: The mortal fung 
‘Themes not prefum'’d by mortal tongue; _ 
New terrors, or new glories, fhine 
In every page, and flying fcenes divine 
Surprife the wondering fenfe, and draw our fouls 
along. 
Behold his mufe fent out t’ explore 
‘The unapparent deep where waves of chaos roar, 
And realms of night unknown before. 
She trac’d a glorious path unknown, 
‘Through fields of heavenly war, and feraphs over- 
Where his adventurous genius led: — (thrown, 
Sovereign fhe fram'd a model of her own, 
Nor thank’d the living nor the dead. 
‘The noble hater of degenerate rhyme 
Shook off the chains, and built his verfe fublime, 
A monument too high for coupled founds to climb. 
He mourn'd the garden loft below ; 
(Earth is the fcene for tuneful woe) 
Now blifs beats high in all his veins, 
Now the loft Eden he regains, 
Keeps his own air, and triumphs in unrivall’d 
ftrains, 


Immortal bard ! Thus thy own Raphael fings, 
And knows no rule bat native fire : 
All heaven fits filent, while to his fovereign ftrings 
He talks unytterable things ; 
With graces infinite his untaught fingers rove 
Acro’s the golden lyre: 
From every note devotion fprings. 
Rapture, and harmony, and love, 
O’erfpread the listening choir. 


TO MR. NICHOLAS CLARK. 
THE COMPLAINT. 


*Twas in a vale where ofiers grow, 
By murmuring fireams we to!d our woe, 
‘And mingled : li our cares: 
Friendthip tat plcas’d in bath our eyes, 
In both the weeping dews ariiz, 
a\nd drop alternate tears. 


The vigorous monarch of the day, 
Now mounting half his mornin 
Shone with a fainter brig 
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Still fickening; and decaying fill, 

Dimly he wander’d up the hiil, 
With his expiring light. 

In dark eclipfe his chariot roli’d, 

‘The queen of night obfcur’d his gold 
Behind her fable wheels ; 

Nature grew fad to lole the day, 

The flowery vales in mourning lay, 
In mourning ftood the hills. 


Such are our forrows, Glark, I cry*d, 

Clouds of the brain grow black, and hide 
Our darken’d fouls behind ; 

In the young morning of our years 

Diftempering fogs have climb'd the fpheres, 
And choke the labouring mind. 


Lo, the gay planet rears his head, 

And overlooks the lofty thade, 
New-brightening all the fies z 

But fay, dear partner of my moan, 

When will our long eclipfe be gone, 
Or when our funs arife? 


In vain are potent herbs apply’d, 

Harmonious founds in vain have try’d 
To meke the darknefs fly : 

But drags would raife the dead as foon, 

Or clattering brafs relieve the mova, 
When fainting in the fky. 


Some friendly {pirit from above, 

Born of the night, and nurit with love, 
AfMfift our feebler fires: 

Force theie invading gloums away ; 

Souls fhoutd be feen quite through their clay, 
Bright as your heavenly choirs, 


But if the fogs muft damp the flame, 

Gently, kind death, diffolve our frames 
Releafe the prifoner-mind : 

Our fouls thall mount, at thy difcharge, 

‘Lo their bright fource, and shine at large 
Nor clouded, nor confin'd. 


THE AFFLICTIONS OF A FRIEND, 1702. 

Now let my cares alf buried lie, 
My griefs for ever dumb 

Your forrows fwelt my heart fo high, 
‘They leave my cwn no room, 

Sicknefs and pains are quite forgot, 
The fpleen itfelf is gone ; 

Pluny’d in your woes, I feel them not, 
Or feel them ail in one. 

Infinite grief puts fenfe to flight, 
And all the foul invades: 

So the broad gloom of fpreading night 
Devours the evening thades. 

‘Thus am I born to be unbleft! 
‘This fympathy of woe 

Drives my own tyrants from my breaft 
‘P admit a foreign foe. 

Jong fucceflion reign ; 

-ron rod J fevl: 

-- has only chang’d the chain, 

mi the prifover fill, 







° 

‘Why was this life for mifery made ? 
Or why drawn out fo long ? 

Is there no room amongtt the dead? 
Or is a wretch too yaung ? 


Move fafter on, great nature's wheel, 
Be kind, ye rolling powers, 

Hur! my days headlong down the hill 
With undittinguifh’d hours. 


Be dufky, all my rifing funs, 
Nor {mile upon a flave : 
Darknefs, and death, make hafte at once 
To hide me in the grave. 


THE REVERSE: 


OR, THE COMFORTS OF A FRIEND. 


‘Tavs nature tun’d her mournful tongue, 
Vill grace lift up her head, 

Revers'd the torrow and the tong, 
And, {miling, thus the faid: 


Were kindred (pirits botn for cares }- 
Mutt every grief be mine? 

Is there a fympathy in tears? 
Yet joys refufe to join? 


Forbid it, heaven, and raife my love, 
And make our joys the fame ; 

So blifs and friendlinip join'd above 
Mix an immortal flame. 


Sorrows ate loft in vain delight 
That brightens all the foui, 

As deluges of dawning light 
O’erwhelm the dufky pole. 


Pleafures in long fucceffion reign, 
And all my powers employ : 

Friendthip bat fhifts the pleafing fcene, 
And frefh repeats the joy. 

Life has a foft and filver thread, 
Nor is it drawn too long ; 

Yet, when my vafter hopes perfuade, 
I'm willing to be gone, 

Fatt as ye pleafe rall down the bill, 
And hafte away, my years; 

Or I'can wait my father’s will, 

& And dwell beneath-the fpheres, 

Rifergiorious, every future fun, 
Giid all my following days, 

Bot make the lait dear moment knowa 
By well-dittinguith'd rays, 


To the Right Honourable 
FOHN LORD cCurrs. 
AT THE SIEGE OF NAMUR. 


JHE HARDY SOLDIER. 
“¢ G why is man fo thoughtlefs grown > 
“ Why guilty fouls in halte to die? 
* Venturing the leap to worlds unknown, 
* Heedlefs to arms and bluod they fly. 


Are lives bat worth a foldier’s pay? 
"S$ Why will ye join fuch wide extremes, 
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And ftake immortal fouls, in play 
At defperate chance, aud bloody gam 


Valour's a nobler turn of thought, 
Whofe pardon’d guilt forbids her fears: 
“ Calmly the meets the deadly thot ! 

“ Secure of life above the ftars. 


% 


“ But phrenzy dares eternal fate, 

“C And, fpurr’d with honour’s airy dreams, 
“ Flies to attack th’ infernal gate, % 
“ And force a paflage to the Hames.”* 


Thus hovering o’er Namutia’s plains, 
Sung heavenly love in Gabriel’s form: 
Young Thralo left the moving ftrains, 
And vow’d to pray before the ftorm. 


Anon the thundering trumpet calls; 

‘Vows are but wind, the hero cries; 

‘Then fwears by heaven, and feales the walls, 
Drops in the ditch, deipairs, and dies. 


BURNING SEVERAL POEMS OF 


OVID, MARTIAL, OLDHAM, DRYDEN, Sea. 
1708. cia 


I jupce the mufe of lewd defire 
Her fons to darknels, and her works to fire. 
Jn vain the flatteries of their wit 
Now with a melting drain, now withan heavenly 
flight, 
Would tempt my virtue to approve 
Thofe gaudy tinders of a lawleis love. 
So harlots drefs: They cun appear 
Sweet, modeft, cool, divinely fair, 
‘Fo charm a Cato’s eye; but al! within, 
Stench, impudence, and fire, and ugly taging fig. 


Die, Flora, die in endlets fhame, 
Thou proftitute of blackeft fame, 
Stript of thy faile array, 
Ovid, and all ye wilder peus 
Of modern inft, who gild our fcenes, 
Poifon the British tage, and paint damnation gay, 
Attend your miitre!s to the dead ; 
When Flora dies, her imps duuld wait upon her 
fhade. Mi 


Strephon *, of noble blood and mind, 
(For ever thine his name !) 
As death approach’d, his {oul refin'd, 
And gave his loofer fonnets to the flame, 
“ Burn, burn, he cry’d with facred Tage, ° 
“ Heil is the due of every page, 
‘ Hell be the fate. (But O indulgent heaven! 
So vile the mute, and yct the man forgiven !} 
Burn on my tongs: For not the filver Thames 
“* Nor ‘Lyber with bis yellow ftreams 
Tn endiefs currents rolling to the main, 
Can e’er dilute the poifon, or wath out. the 
“ ftain.* 








So Mofes by divine command 

Fosbid the leprous houfe to ftand 
When deep the fatal ipet was grown. 
Break down the timber, ard dig up the fhone."% 





* Earl of Rechefler. : 
¥ ij 





TO MRS. B. BENDISH. 
= AGAINST TEARS. 1699, 


*Manam, perfuade me tears are good 
:To wath our mortal cares away ; 
Whefe eyes fhall weep a fudden flood, 
«And ftream into a briny fea. 


Or if thefe orbs are hard and dry, 
(Thefe orbs that never ufe to rain) 
Some fhar direct me where to buy 
Wne fovereign drop for all my paia. 


"Were both the golden Indies mine, 
Vd give both Indies for a tear: 

Td barter all but what's divine: 
Nor fhall I think the bargain dear 


‘But tears, alas! are trifling things, 
‘They rather feed than heal our woes 
From trickling eyes new torrow fpcings, 
iAs weeds in rainy feafons grow. 


‘Thus weeping urges weeping ons 
To yain our miferies hope reliel, 
For one drop calls another down, 
Till we are drown'd in: teas of grief. 


Then let thele ufele’s freams be Raid, 
Wear native couraze on your fuce : 
Lhefe vulgar things were never meade 
For ioate of a fuperior race, 


If "tis. a rugged path you go, 
And thouiand foes your fteps furround, 

read the thorns down, charge through the ive ; 
The hardett fight is higheft crown’d. 


FEW HAPPY MATCHES, 
, Aug, 1701. 
Sax mighty Love, and teach my fong, 
‘o whom thy fweetett joys belong, 
And who the happy pairs 
Whole yielding hearts, aud joining hands, 
Bind bleflings twiited with their b: 
To foften all their cares. 
Not,the wild herd of 
What thoug hrleé 
As cuflom ivads the we 
Hf there be blifs without defirn, 
Tvies and oaks may grow and twine, 
” And be as bieft as they. 
Not fordid fouls of earthly mould 
Who drawn by kindred charms of gold 
Yo dull embraces move: 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rufi to wealthy marriage too, 
And make.a world of love, 
Not the mad tribe that hell infpires 
ith wanton flames; thot raping fires 
* "The purer LUfs dettroy : 
On Aétna’s top let furies wed, 
And fhvets of lightning drefs the bed 
I” paprove the burning j 
Nor the 
None ef 


gan 
y 





nyinphs and fw, 
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Logs of green wood that guench the coals 

Are marry’d juft like Stoic fouls, - 
With oficrs for their bands. q 


Not minds of melancholy ftrain, . 
Still filent, or that fill complein, 
Can the dear bondage bleis: 
As weil may lieaverly concerts fpring 
From two old lutes with ne’er a ftring, | 
Or none befides the bags. 


; Nor can the foft enchantments hold. 
jarring fouls of angry mould, 
rugged and the keen : 
Samion’s young foxes might as wel! 
In bonds of cheerful wedlock diel!, 
With fisebrands ty’d between. 
Nor let the cruel fetters bind 
A gentle toa 
For Love abhors the fight : 
Laote tne fierce tiger from the deci, 
{ For native rage and native fear 
Rife and forbid delight. 
Two kindeft fouls alone mu meet, | 
’Tis friend/hip makes the bondage fweet, 
And feeds their mutual loves: 
ight Venis on her rolling throite 
s drawn by gentlest birds alone, 
Ant Cupics yoke the doves. 





















TO DAVID POLHILL, ESQ. 
AW Epistiz. Dre, 1702. 

Ler ufelcfs fouls to woods retreat ; 
Poinilt hould leave a country feat 
When virtue bids him dare be great 
Nor Kent °, nor Suffx *, ff 
Wiaile hberty, with loud alarms, 
Calls you to counfels and te arms. 
Lewis, by fawning flaves ados’d, 
Bids you receive a ¢ bafe-born lord; 
Awake your cares! awake your iword ¢ 
Fattions amongft the ¢ Britons rife, 
And warring tongues, and 
And burning zeal without her eyes. 





ave charms, 








A vote decides the blind debate ; 
Reiolv'd, * ‘tis of diviner weight, 

* To fave the itecple, than the ftate.”” 
The bold § machine is form’d and join'd 
To ftretch the confcience, and to bind 
The native ficedcem of the mind. 
Your grandfire hades with jealous eye 
Frown down to fee their offspring lie 
Curelefs, and let their country die. 

If | Trevia fear to let you and 
Againft the Gaul with fpear in hand, 
At leaft petition for ff the land. 
















* His country-feat and dawelli 
t The Pretenter, prociain’l 
t 
§ 





¢ in France. 










The par ute 


The bi? againft occafional confarinity, 1¥O2» 
3 the Uemily of” 











avas one of thofe five xealous 
ented the famous Keatifh pox 
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‘THE CELEBRATED VICTORY 
@P THE POLES OVER OSMAN THE TURKISH EM- 
PEROR IN THE DACIAN BATTLE. 


Tranflated from Cafimise, B. IV. Od. 4. with large 
. ‘Additions. 


Ganor the old, the wealthy, and the ftrong, 
Cheerful in years (nor of the heroic mufe 
Unknowing, nor unknown) held fair poffeffions 
Where flows the fruitful Danube : Seventy fprings 
Smil'd on his feed, and feventy harveft-moons 
Fill'd his wide granaries with autumnal juy: 
Still he refum’d the toil: and fame reports, 
While he broke up new ground, and tir’d his 
plough 
In grafly furrows, the torn earth difclos'd 
Helmets, and (words (bright furniture of war 
Sleeping in rut) and heaps of mighty bones. 
The fun defcending to the weftern deep 
Bid him lie down and reft; he loos'd the yoke, - 
Yet held his wearied oxen from their food 
With charming numbers, and uncommon fong. 
Go, fellow-labourers, you may rove'fecure, 
Or feed befide me; tatte the greens and boughs 
‘That you have long forgot; crop the {weet herb, 
. And graze in fafety, while the victor Pole 
Leans on his fpear, and breathes; yet till his eye 
Jealous and fierce. How large, ad foldier, fay, 
low fair a harvett of the flaughter’d Turks 
Strew'd the Moldavian fields? What mighty piles 
Of vaft deftruction, and of Thracian dead, 
Fill and amaze my eyes? Broad bucklers lie 
(A vain sietence) {pread o’er the pathlefs hills, 
And coats of fealy ftcel, and hard habergeon, 
Deep-bruis'd and empty of Mahometan limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for when a boy, 
Iwas their captive, and remind their drefs:) 
Here the Polonians dreadful march’d along 
In augutt port, and regular array, ° 
Led on to conqueft: Here the Turkith chief 
Prefumptuous trod, and in rude order rang’d 
His long battalions, while his populous towns 
Pour'd out freth troops perpetual, dreft in arms, 
Morrent in mail, and gay in fpangied pride. 
© the dire image of the bloody fight 
‘Thefe eyes have feen, when the capacious plain 
‘Was throng’d with Dacian fpears; when polifird 
¥ helms 
And convex gold blaz'd thick againit the fun 
“Reftoring all'his beams! but frowning war 
All gloomy, like a gather’d tempett, ttood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its fall. 
The ttorm of miflive fteel delay’d a while 
By wife command ; fledg’d arrows on thenerve; 
And fcymiter and fabre bore the fleath 
Reluctant; till the hollow brazen clouds 
Had bellow’d from each quarter of the field 
Loud thunder, and difgorg'd their fulphurous fire. 
‘Then banners wav'd, and arms were mix’d with 
arms; : 
Then javelins anfwer'd javelins as they fied, 


\ 





ition to the parliament, inthe reign of King 
Wittiam, to boften their fupplies in order to fuup- 
oeort the King in bis.war with Frances 
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For both fied hifing death: With adverfe age 

‘The crooked faulchions met; and hideous noife 

From clathing fhields, through the long ranks 
ofwar, - 5 

Clang’d horrible, A thoufand iron ftorms 

Roar diverfe; and in harth coafvfion drown 

‘The trumpet’s filver found. © rude effort 

Of harmony ! not all the frozen ftores 

Of the cold north, when pour'd in rattling hail, 

Lath with fuch madnefs the Norwegian plains, 

Or fo torment the ear. -Scarce founds fo far 

The direful fragor, when fome fouthern blaft 

Tears from the Alps a ridge of knotty oaks 

Deep fang’d, and ancient tenants of the rock : 

The mafly fragment, many a rood in length, 

With hideous crahh, rolls down the rugged cliff 

Refiftle(s, plunging in the fubject lake 

Como, or Lugaine; th’ afflicted waters roar, 

And various thunder all the valley fills; 

Such was the noife of war: the troubled air 

Complains gloud, and propagates the din i 

To neighbouring regions ; rocks and lofty hills - 

Beat the impetuous echoes round the ky. 


Uproar, revenge, and rage, and hate, appear 
Tn all their murderous forms; and flame, and blood, 
And fweat, and duft, array the broad campaign 
In horror: haity feet, and fparkling eyes, 
And all the favage paffions of the foul, 
Engage in the warm bufine(s of the day. 
Here mingling hands, but with no friendly gri 
Join in the fight; and breaftsin clefe embrace, 
But mortal as the iron arms of death. - 
Here words auttere, of perilous comand, 
And vaiour fwiit t obey ; bold feats of arms 
Dreadful to fee, and glorious to relate, . ‘ 
Shine through the feld with more furprifing 

brightnefs : {plaufe 

‘Than glittering helms ar {peats. What loud ap. 
(Beit meed of warlike toil) what manly shouts, 
And yells unmanly through the battle ting !. 
And fudden wrath dies into endiets fame. 


“Long did the fate of war hang dubious.” Here 
Stood the more numerous ‘Turk, the valiant Pole 
Fought here; more dreadful, though with leffer 

wings. 
But what the Dabets or the coward foul 


| Of a Cydonian, what the fearful crowds 


Of bale Cilicians *feaping from the flaughter, 

Of Parthian beats, with all their racing riders, 
What could they mean agaioft th’ intrepid breatt 
Of the purfuing foe? Th impetuous Poles ; 
Rufh here, and here the Lithaanian horfe 

Drive down upon them like a double balt 

Of kindled thunder raging through the iky 

On founding wheels; or as {ome mighty flood 
Rolis his two torrents down a dreadful tteep 
Precipitant, and bears along the ftream 

Rocks, woods, and trees, with all the grazing herd, 
And tumbles lofty foreits headlong to the plain. 


The bold Beruffian fmoking from afar 
Moves like’a tempeft in a dufxy cloud, 
And imitates th’ artillery of heaven, 
‘Phe lightning ane the rear. Amazing fcene! 
What thowersf mortal hail, what flaky fires 
Bart from the darknet ¢ while their cohorts firm, 
“ ¥ itty 
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‘Met the like thunder, and an equal ftorm, 
F¥om hoftile troops, but with a.braver mind. 
Uadaented bofoms tempt the edge of war, 
Aad ruth on the tharp point; while baleful mif- 
: chiefs, 
Deaths, and bright dangers flew acrofs the field 
‘Thick and continual, and a thoufand fouls 
Fled miu rinetog: through their wounds. I ftood 
aloof, a 
For "twas ynfafe to come within the wind 
f Ruffian banners, when with whizzing found, 
Eager of glory, and profute of life, 
* They bore doin featlefs on the charging foes, 
- And drove them backward. ‘Then the Lurkith 
‘Wander'd in-difarray. A dark eclipfe {moons 
“: Hlang on the fiver crefcent, boding night, 
ng night, to allher fons: at length difrob’d 
‘The ftandards fell: the barbarous enfigns torn 
Fled with the wind, the {port of angry heaven: 
And a large cloud of infantry and horfe 
Scattering in wild diforder, fpread the plain. 


Not noife, nor number, nor the brawny timb, 
Nor high-built fize prevails: ’Tis courage fichts, 
{Tis courage conquers. So whole foreits fall 
A fpacious ruin) by one fingle axe, 


And iteel well-tharp’ned ; fo a generous pair 
“Pf young-wing'd caglets fright a thoufand doves. 


Vaft was the flanghtes, and the flowery green 
Drank deep of owing crimfon. Veteran bands 
Kiere an their laft campaign, Here haughty 

chiefs 

Stretch’d on the bed of purple honour lie 

jupine, nor dream of battle’s hard event, 
Opprefs’d with iron flumbers, and long night. 
‘Their ghotts indignant to the nether work 
Filed, but attended well: for at their fide 
Some faithful Janizaries ttrew’d the field, 
Fall'n in juft ranks or wedges, lunes or fquares, 
Firm as they ftood ; to the Warfovian troops, 
A nobler toil, and triumph worth their fight. 
But the broad fabre and keen poll-axe flew 
‘With {peedy terror through the feebler herd, 
And made rude havock and irregular {poil 
Amongh the vulgar bands that own’d the name 
Of Mahomet. The wild Arabians fled 
Xn fwift affright a thoufand different ways 
Through brakes and thorns, and climb’d the 

craggy mountains, 

Bellowing ; yet hafty fate o’ertook the cry, 
And Polifh hunters clave the timorous deer. 


‘hus the dire profpect diftant fll’d my foul 
‘With awe ; till the laft relics of the war, 

Whe thin Edonians, flyir.g had difclos’d 

‘The ghattly' plain: I took a nearer view, 
Unleemly to the ight, vor to the {mell 
Grateful. What loads of mangled fleth and limbs 
(A difmal carnage!) bath'd in recking gore 
Lay weltering on the ground; while flitting life 
Convuls’d the nerves ili fhivering, nor had lot 
All tafte of pain! Here an old Thracian lies, 
Deform’d with years aud fears, and groans aloud 
Torn with fresh wounds; but inward vitals firm 
Forbid the foul’s remove, and chain it down 

By thé hard laws of nature, to fuftain 

Long torment : his wild eye-balis roll: his teeth, 
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Gnafhing with anguith, chide his lingering fate. 

Emblazon'd armour fpoke his high commend 

Amongit the neighbouring dead; they round 
“their lord ' ; 

Lay proftrate ; fome in flight ignobly flain, 

Some to the fkies theit faces upwards turri'd 

Still brave, and proud to die fo near their prince. 

1 mov’d not far, and Jo, at manly length 
Two beauteous yontlis of richeft Ott’man blood 
Extended on the field: in friendthip join’d, 

Nor fate divides them: hardy warriors both ; 
Both faithful; drown’d in thowers of darts they felf, 
Each with his thield fpread o’er his lover’s heart, 
In vain: for on thofe orbs of friendly brafs 
Stood groves of javeling; fome, alas, too deep 
Were planted there, and through their lovely 
Made painful avenues for cruel death. bofoms 
O my dear native land, forgive the tear [paffion 
I dropt on their wan cheeks, when ftrong come 
Forc’d from my melting eyes the briny dew, 

And paid a facrifice to hoftile virtue. 

Dacia, forgive the fight that wifh’d the fouls 

Of thofé fair infidels fome humble place 

Among the bleft. “ Sleep, fleep, ye haplefs pair, 

“ Gently, I cry’d, worthy of better fate, 

“ And better faith.” Hard by the general lay,, 
Of Saracen defcent, a grizly form 

Breathhefs, yet pride fat pale upon his front 

In diferpointment, with a furly brow 

Louring in death, and vext; his rigid jaws 
Foaming with blood bite hard the Polifh {pear : 
In that dead vifage my remembrance reads 

Rath Caracas: In vain the boafting flave 
Promie’d and foeth’d the fultan threatening fierce 
With royal fuppers and triumphant fare . 
Spread wide beneath Warfovian filk and gold ; 
See on the naked ground all cold he lies 

Beneath the damp wide covering of the air, 
Forgetful of his word. How heaven confounds 
Infulting hopes! with what an awful {mile 
Laughs at the proud, that loofen all the reins 

To their unbounded withes, and leads on 

Their blind ambition to a fhamefyl end! 

But whether am 1 borne ? Thisthought of arms 
Fires me in vain to fing to fepfelefs bul {fong § 
What generous horfe thould hear. Break off, my 
My barbarous mufe, be ftill: Immortal deeds 
Mutt not he thus prefan’d in ruftic verfe: 
‘The martial trumpet, and the following age, 
And growing fame, fhall loud rehearfe the fight. 
In founds of glory. Lo, the evening-ftar 
Shines o’er the weftern hill; my oxen, come, 
The well-known ftar invites the labourer home.- 


TO MR. HENPY BENDYSH. 
Aug: 24.1705 








Dear Sir, 


Tue following fong was yours when fir com- 
pofed; ‘The mufe then defcribed the general fate 
of mankind, that is, to be il] matched; and now 
c rejoices that you have efcaped the common 
mifchief, and that your foul has found its own 
mote. Let this ode then congratulate you both. 
Grow mutually in more complete likenefs and lover 
Perfevere, and be happy. - 
| perfiad: myfe!f you will accept from the pref& 
what the pen mere privately inferibed to you lony 
2,93 and | am in uo pain left you fhould take o! 
5 
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Why fmoke the flies not ? Why no tRiunders rolf} 


Fic faw the.tedious.round, and, with a figh, 


Pronounc’d the world but vanity. 

* In crowds of pleafure {till I find 

“ A painful folitude of mind. a 
A vacancy within which fenfe can ne’er fupply. 
« Hence, and be gone, ye flattering fnares, 
* Ye vulgar charms of eyes aud ears, | 

“ Ye-unperforming promifcrs ! 

« Be all my bafer paffions dead, 

“ And bafe defires, by nature made 

_ For animals and boys: 

® Man has a relith more refin'd, 

* Souls are for-focial bliis defign’d, 


Nor kindling lightnings blaft his guiléy foul ?. 
Audacious wretch ! to ftab a monarch’s fame, 
And fire his fubjects with a rebcl-flamne ; 

To call the painter to his black defigrss, 

To draw our guardian’s face in hellifh lines: 
Paiuter, beware! the monarch can he fhown 
Under no thape but angels, or his own, 
Gabriel, or William, on the Britifh tarone. 


“¢ 


} 


O! could my thought but grafp the vaft defigny 


And words with infinite ideas jo, = 
Td roufe Apelles, from his iron fleep, i 
And bid him trace the warrior o’er the deep: 


« Give me a blefling fit to match my mind, 
* A kindred-foul to dquble and to fhare my joys.” 
Myrrha appear'd : « Serene her foul, 
“ And active as the fun, yet fteady as the pole: 
“ Jn fofter beauties fhone her face s 
“* Every mufe, and every grace, 
“Made her heart and tonyue their feat, 
Her heart profufely good, her tongue divinely 
“ Myrrha the wonder of his eyes;"’ ({weet: 


Trace him, Apelles, o'er the Belgi:n plain; 

Fierce, how he climbs the mountains of the flain, 

Scattering juit vengeance through the red cam- 
paign. 

Then dafh the canvas with a flying ftroke, 

Till it be lof in clouds of fire and fmoke, 

And fay, "Twas thus the conqueror through the 
{quadrons broke. 


His heart recoil’d with {weet furprife, 
‘With joys unknown before + 

His foul diffolv’d in pleating pain, » 

Flow’d to his eyes, and look’d again, ¢, 
And could endure no more. i 

«« Enough! (th’ impatient hero cries) 


Mark him again emerging from the cloud, 
Far from his troops; 
His country’s fingle barrier in a fea of blood, 
Calmly he leaves the pleafures of a throne, 


cre like a rock he ftood t 


And his Maria weeping; whilft alone Towa t 5 
es his. 


He wards the fate of nations, and provol 


But heaven fecures its champion; o'er the field 


« And (cia'd her to his breaft, 2 
* J feck no more below the fkiea, 
“1 give my flaves the reft.” 


. TO DAVID POLHILL, ESQ, 

An Anfiver to an infamous’ fatyr, called * Advice to a 
Painter ;” written by a namel-fi author, againft King 
William IIL, of gloricus memoryy 1693. 

Sir, os eee: 

Wuen you put this fatyr into my hand, you gave 
me thé occafion of employing my pen to anfwer. 
fo deteftable a writing; which might be done 
much more effe@tuully by your known zeal for the 
intereft of his majety, your counfels and your cou- 
rage employed in the defence of your king and 
country. And fince you pov me to writc, 
you will accept of thofe efforts of my loyalty to 
the beft of kings, addreffed to one of the mofk zea- 
Tous of his fubje&s, by 


ceal'd, ield 
Each intercepts a death, and wears it on his 


Now, noble pencil, lead him to our ifle, 
Mark how the fkies with joyful luftre {mile, 
‘Then imitate the glory; on the ftrand 
Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 
Wath off the blood, and take a peaccful teint, * 
All red the warrior, white the ruler paint; 
Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. ‘ 
‘Throne him on high upon a fhining feat, { 


Paint hovering angels; though they "act 


Luft and profanencis dying at hisfeet, —_ [meet, 
While round his head the laurel and the olive 
‘The crowns of war and peace ; and may they blow 
With flowery bleflings cver on his brow. 

At his right hand pile up the Englith laws... 
tn facred volumes; thence the monarch draws. 
His wife and juft commands—— 

Rife, ye old fages of the Britifh ife, 


Sir, On the fair tabiet caft areycrend {mile, 
Your moft obedient fervant, And blefs the piece; thefe ftatutes are your own 
; > LW. "That fway the cottage, and direct the throne; 
; ; * | People and prince are one in William's name, 
PARTS Their joys, their dangers, and their laws the fame 


App muft the hero, that redeem’d our land, 
Here in the front of vice and feandal ftand? 
‘The man of wondrous foul, that fcorn’d his eafe, 
Tempting the winters, and the faithicfs feas, _ 
And paid an annual tribute of his life 
‘To guard his England from the Irifh knife, [name, 
And crufh the French dragoon? Muft William's 
That brightc? ftar that gilds the wings of fame, « 
‘William the brave, the pious, and the jut, . 
Adorn thefe gloomy feenes or-tyranny and luft? 

Polhill, my blood boils high, my fpirits flame; 
Can your zeal flcep ! Or are your paflions tame? 
Nor call revenge and darkunefs on the Poet’s 

zame? , 
2. 


Let liberty, and right, with plumes difplay’d, 

Clap their glad wings around their guardian’s: 
head, 
Religion o'er the reft her ftarry pinions fread. 
Religion guards him ; round th’ imperial queen 
Place waiting virtues, each of heavenly mien ; ~* 
Learn thir bright air, and paint it from his eyes; 
The juft, the bold, the temperate, und the wile 
4 Dwell in his looks; majeftic, but ferene ; 

Sweet, with no fondnefs; cheerful, but not vain 4 
Bright, without terror ; great, without difdain, 
His foul infpires us what.his lips command, 
And fpreads his brave example through the land: 
Not fo the former reigns ; = 
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Shake off your eafé, and fend your name Spread open their inviting gates. 
‘To immortality and fame, ‘To make my entertainment gay 3 
By every hour that flies. I would obey the royal cali, - | . 
‘Youth’s a foft {cene, but truft her not : . ep att hauled be may fey, 
Her airy minutes, fwift as thought, . 
‘Shde off the Lippery {phere ; 2 T’ employ my hours at home, and bet ter il the day, 
‘Moons with their months make hafty rounds, ‘When I within myfelf retreat, 
‘The fan has pafs’d his vernal bounds, —- I fhut my doors againft the great 5 
And whirls about the year, : My bufy eyc-balls inward roll, aes 
Let folly drefs in green and red, And there with large furvey I fee * 


‘ nue . All the wide theatre of me, * . 
And ara her waite with fowing gold, : And view the various fcenes of my retiring foul; 
Knit | luthing tofet sound her head, : ‘There I walk o'er the mazes Ihave trod, 
Alas! the gaudy sour fade, : While hope and fear are in a doubeful ftrife, 
ae i neti noting vole } Whether this opera of life 

0} a % 4 - Ht 
“And the " ale gold how dim thows! : Be ated well to gain the plaudit of my Ged, 


‘ Fi . There's a day haitening, (’tis an awful day !} 
Bright and lafting blifs below : When the great fovereign fhall at large review 
6 ak Fosmance and Arsen § All that we fpeak, and all we do, 

nm joy: ja} q his wi 
ce an elemnil Docana, ‘The feveral parts we ad on this wide ftage of clay ¢ 


oi ’ Thefe he approves, and thofe he blames, 
‘The pleafures that the fmiling day ‘| And crowns peransaporiens anda prince hedamna, 
With lar i right hand beitows, O if the judge from his tremendous feat 
Falfcly her left conveys away, > 


Shall not condemn what I have done, 


And fhuffies in our woes, I thall be happy though unknown, 


So have I feen a mother play, 


‘And cheat her filly chitd, Nor heed the gazing: rabble, nor the fhouting ftreet, 
She gave and tooka toy away, Thate the glory, friend, that fprings 
"The infant cry’d and fmil'd From vulgar breath, and empty found ; 


» ] Fame mounts her upward with a flattering gale 
Upon her airy wings, 
Tiltenvy fhoots, and fame receives the wound ’ 
‘Then her flagging pinions fail, 
Down glory fatis, aud {trikes the ground, 

And breaks her batter’d limbs. * 

Rather Jet me be quite conceal’d from famés 
How happy I fhould lie 
In fweet obfcurity, | . 

Nor the loud world pronounce fhy Bittle name ! 


Airy chance, and iron fate, 
Hurry and vex our mortal ftate, 
Ard all the race of ills create 5 
Now fiery joy, now fallen grief, 
Commands the reins of human life, , . 
The wheels impetuous roll ; 
‘The harneft hours and minutes ftrive, 
And days with ftretching pinions drive+ 
-down fiercely on the goal. 


Not half fo faft the galley flies callie Here I could live and die alone ; 
O’er the Venetian fea, . Or if focicty be due 

‘When fails, and oars, and labouring fkies, To kecp our tafte of pleafure new, 
Contend to make her way. : Guntton, I'd live and die with you, 


Swift wings for all the fying hours 


For both our fouls are one. 
Vhe God of time prepares, 


5 Ri I .. | Here we could fit and pafs the hour, 
‘The reft lic {till yet in their newt : ang pity kingdoms, and their kings, 
And grow for future years, And {mile at all their fhining things, 


Their toys of ftate, and images of power 3 
~: TO THOMAS GUNSTON, ESQ, Virtue fhould dwell within our feat, 
Pe . Virtue alone could make it fweet, 


HAPPY SOLITUDE. , Nor is herfelf fecure, but in a clofe retreat, 


5 rae ' While the withdraws from public praife, i 
Cofimire, Book IF. Ode 12. imitated. - "Envy perhaps would cea, to rall, 
3 © Quid me latentem,” &c. 1700. * . Envy itfelf would ianocently gaze 
ef At beauity in a vail: 
‘Tee-noify world complains of me - But if the once edvance to light, 
That I fhould fhun their fight and flee». - Her charms are loft in envy’s fight, 
Vifits, and crowds, and company. And virtue ftands the mark of univerfal fpight. 


“ Gunfton, the lark dwells in her nef¥ . 
Till the afcend the fkies ; ; 
And in my clofet I could reft D Fee TO JOHN HARTOPP, EsQ. 


Till to the heavens |. rifer . AFTERWARDS SIR JOUN HARTOPR, BART, 
Yet they will urge, “ This private life ene ‘- 


“ Can never make you bleft, a THE DISDAIN. “1700, 
“ And twenty doors are ftill at ftrife Haxroprp, I love the foul that dates 
« T" emgage you for a gueft.” Tread the temptations of his years 


Friend, thouid the towers of Wigdfor or Whit¢hall Beneath hig youthful feet ; 


‘LYRIC POEM S- . ss 
. * Children, thofe dear young limbs, thofe tendere 


HECES, 
“ OF stad own fiefh, thofe little other felves, * 
“ How they dilate the heart to wide dimenfions, 
* And foften every fibre to improve : 
“ The mother’s fad capacity of pain! ry 
1 mourn Fidelio too; though heaven has chofe’. 
Gay phantoms of delufive light, A favourite mate for him, of all her fex : 
Or a vexatious dream. « The pride and flower: How bleft the lovely pairy 
a left and the leaft “ Beyond expreffion, if well mingled loves : 
Fleth is the vile beep ses « And woes well mingled could improve our blige! 
aaa, reine tate healt « ‘Amidé the rugged cares of life behold 
Gn, it che ina nin aae: ad “ The father and the hufband ; flattering names, 
q f feria ah leave for bowie That fpread his title, and enlarge his thare "* 
Sarre tata “ Ofeonmon wrcthcpeh Henly hope 
Let fancy feed on fare and noife, & To multiply his joys, but every hour 
pairs “ Renews the difappointment and the fmart. 
Souls muft purfus diviner joys, « There not a waund affiéts the meaneft joint 
_ And feize th’ immortal good. © Of his fair partner, or her infant train, 


Fleetwood and all thy heavenly Hine 
Look through the ftars, and finile divine 
~. Upon an heir fo great. 

* Young Hartopp knows this noble theme, : 
‘That the wild {cenes of bufy life, 
‘The noife, th’ amufements, and the ftrife, 
Are but the vifions of the night, 


. « (Sweet babes !) but pierces to his inmoft foul. 
O'S" TO MITIO, MY FRIEND. “ Strange is thy power, O Love! what numers 
‘s “ ous veins, 
tke AN EPISTLE. « : 


: And arteries, and bey and hands, and eyes, 

Foxcive me, Mitio, that there fhould be any | “ Are link’d and faften’d to a lover's heart, 

- mortifying jines in the following poems inferibed s By firong but fecret firings! With vainl attempt 
to you, fo foon after your entrance into that fate | & We put the Stoic on, in vain nd e f : 
which was defigned for the completeft happinefs | % ‘To break the ties of nature and of blood; 
on earth: But you will quickly difcover, that the ‘Thofe hidden threads maintain the dear coftte 
tmufe in the fir poem only reprefents the fhades j | .7 Munion . 
and dark colours ‘that melancholy throws upon | Inviolably firm ; their thrilling motions 
Jove, and the focial life. In the fecond, perhaps the | “ Reciproeal give endlefs fympathy 
indulges her own bright ideas a little. . Yet if the | In all the bitters and the fweets of life. 
accounts are but well balanced at laft, and things | “ Thrice happy man, if pleafure only knew 
fet ina duc light, 1 hope there is no ground for | “ ‘Thefe avenues of love to reach oe fouls, 
cenfure, Here you wil find an attempt made to | “ And pain had never found them ! 


talk of one of the moft important concerns of hue Thus fang the tuneful maid, fearful to try 
man nature in -verfe, and that with a folemnity | ‘The bold experiment. Oft Daphnia came, 
becoming the argument. 1 have banifhed grimace | And oft Narciffus, rivals of her heart, : 
and ridicule, that perforis of the moft ferious cha- | Luring her eyes with trifles dipt in gold, 
racter may read without offence. What was writ- | And the ay filken bondage. Firm the ftood, 
-ten feveral ycars ago to yourfelf, is now permitted } And bole repuls’d the bright temptation ftill, 
to entertain the world; but you may aflume it to 
it as a private entertainment ftill, while you 
ie concealed vehind a feigned name. 


Nor put the chains on; dangerous to try, 
And hard to be diffolv’d.. Yet rifing tears 
Sate on her cye-lids, while her numbers flow’d ° 
Harmonious forrow ; and the pitying drops 

Stole down her cheeks, to mourn the haplef flat 
Of mortal love. Love, thou beft blefling fent 
. To foften life, and make our iron cares 

Eafy: But thy own cares of fofter kind . [heart, 
Give fharper wounds: They lodge too near the 
Beat, like the pulfe, perpetual, and create 

A ftrange uneafy fenfe, a tempting pain. 


Say, my companion Mitio, {peak fincere, 
| (For thou art learned now) what anxious thoughts, 
What kind perplexities tumultuous rife, 
If but the abfence of a day divide 
Thee from thy fair beloved! Vainly {miles 
The cheerful'fun, and night with radiant eyes 
Twinkles in vain: The region of thy foul 
Is darknefs, till thy better ftar appear. 


‘THE MOURNING-PIECE. z 


‘ .Exrr’s a long tragedy: This globe the ftage, 

“x Well fix’d and well adorn’d with ftrong machines, 

Gay ficlds, and fkies, and feas: ‘The ators many: 
he plot immenfe: A flight of demons fit 

‘Qn every failing cloud with fatal purpofe ; 

And fhoots acrols the {cenes ten thoufand arrows 

Perpetual and unfeen, headed with pain, 

With forrow, infamy, difeafe, and death. 

‘The pointed plagues fly filent through the air, 

Nor twangs the bow, yet fure and deep the wound. 
Dianthe aéts her little part alone, 

Nor wifhes an affociate. Lo the glides 

Single through all the ftorm, and more fecure; 


Lefs are her dangers, and her breaft receives 
he feweft darts, * But, O my lov’d Marilla, 
My iifter, once my friend, (Dianthe-cries) 
Dotted in wedlock, multiply’d in childen, 
Stands but the broader aiatk 

* That rove pronjifcuous o'er the mortal ftage : 








ow much art thou expofed! Thy growing foul 


for all the mifchiefs 


Tell me, what toil, what torment to fuftaim 
‘The rolling burden of the tedious hours ?. 
The tedious hours are ages. Fancy roves 
Reftleis in fond inquiry, nor believes 
Charifla fafe: Chariffa, in whofe life .- 
Thy life confiits, and in her comfort thine. 
Feas and fermife put on a thoufand forme 


358 3 
Of dear difquietude, afid round thine ears 
Whilper ten thoufand dangers, endlefs woes, 
‘Till thy frame fhudders at her fancy’d death 5 

* ‘Then dies my Mirio, and his blood creeps cold 
‘Through every vein. Speak, does the ftranger 

- Anufe 
Cait herp, gueffes at the unknown paffion, 
Or hastflic fabled all? Inform me, friend, 
Are hs iy joys fincere ? Thy hop:s fulfill'd 
Or truftfate? Here commit thy fecret griefs 
To faithful cars, and be they bury'd here 
In fricndfhip and oblivion; leit they {poit 
‘Thy new-born pleafures with diftaiteful gall. 
Nor let thine eye too greedily drink in - 
The frightful profpeét, when untimely death 
Shall make wild inroads on a parent’s heart, 
And his dear offspring to the cruel grave 
‘Are dragg’d in fad fucceffion, while his foul 
Is torn uway piece-meal: Thus dies the wretch 
A various death, and frequent, ere he quit 
The theatre, and make his exit Gnal. . 


But if his deareft half, his faithful mate 
Survive, and in the fweeteit faddeft- airs 
Of love and grief, approach with trembling hand 
‘Vo clofe his {wimming cyes, what double pangs, 
‘What racks, what twinges rend his heart-Rringsoff 
From the fair bofom of that fellow-dove 
“He leaves behind to mourn? What jcalous cares 
Hang on his parting foul, to think his love 
Expos’d to wild oppreffion, and the herd 
Of favage men? So parts the dying turtle 
With fobbing accents, with fuch fad regret 2 
Leaves his kind feather'd mate: The widow bird 
‘Wanders in lonefome hades, forgets her food, 
Forgets her life ; or falls a fpeedier prey 
‘To talon’d fauicons, and the crooked beak 
Of hawks athirft for blood. : 


‘THE SECOND PART: 


OR, THE BRIGHT VISION. 








Tuvs far the mufe, in unaceultom’d mood, 
And ftrains unpleafing to a lover's car, 
Induig’d a gloom of thought; and thus the fang 
Partial ; for melancholy’s hateful form 
Stood by in fable robe: ‘The penfive mufe 
Survey'd the darkfome feenes of life, und fought 
Some bright relieving glimpfe, fome cordial ray 
4n the fair world of love: But while the gaz’d 
Delightful on the {late of twin-born fouls 
United, bie(s’d, the cruel thade apply’d 
A dark long tube, and a falfe tingtur’d glafs - 
Deceitful; blending love and life at once 
In darknefs, chaos, and the common mafs 
‘Of mifery: Now Urania fecls the cheat, 
And breaks the hated optic in difdain. 
Swift vanifhes the fullen form, and lo 
The icene fhines bright with blifs: Behold the 
lace 
Where mifchicfs never fly, cares hever come 
: With wrinkled brow, nor anguith, nor difeafe, 
Nor malice forky-tongued. “On this dear fpot, 
Mitio, my love wouid fix, and plant thy fation 
‘To act thy part of life, ferene and bleft 
With the fa confort fitted to thy heart. 


Sure ‘tis a vifion of that happy grove : 
‘Where the firft authors of our mournful race 


“] The angel's 





F Splendours unfefferable and ra 
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Liv’d in fweet partnerfhip 1 one hour they live 

But chang’d the tafted hits (imprudent nis ') e 

For fin, and fhame, and this waite wildernefs 

Of briars, and nine hundred yearsof pain. 

The wifhing mufe new-drefles the fair garden 

Amid this defert world, with budding blifs, 

And ever-greens, and balms, and flowery beauties: 

Without one dangerous tree : There heavenly dew#! 

Nightly defending thal impearl the graf. 

And verdant herbage ; drops of fragrancy ~ _. - 

Sit trembling on the fpires: The spicy vapaurs” = 

Rifé with the dawn, and through the air diffus’d 

Salute your waking fenfes with perfume : 

While vital fruits with their ambrofial juice 

Renew life’s purple flood and fountain, pure 

From vicious taint; and with your innocence 

Immortalize the flructure of your clay. 

On this new paradife the cloudlefs fkies 

Shafi fmile perpetual, while the lamp of day 

With flames unfully’d (as the fabled torch 

Of Hymen) meafures out your golden hours 

Along his azure road. The nuptial moon. - 

In milder rays ferene, fhould nightly rife - 

Fall orb’d (if heaven and nature will indulge 

So fair an emblem) big with filver joys, . 

And fill forget her wane. The feather’ choir, | 

Warbling their Maker’s praife on early wing, 

Or perehd on evening-bough, fhall join your. 
worthip, 

Join your fwect vefpers, and the morning fong. 


O facred fymphony ! Hark, through the grove’ 
1 hear the found divine! I'm all aitentiou: . : 
All ear, all ecftafy; unknown delight! . 
And the fair mufe proclaims the heaven below, 


Not the feraphic minds of high degree 
Difdain converfe with men: Again. returning 
I fee th’ ethereal hoft on downward wing. 
Lo, at the eaftern gate young cherubs fland 
Guardians, commiilion’d to convey their joys 
Toearthly lovers. Go, ye happy pair, 
Go tafte their banquet, learn the nobler pleafures 
Supernal, and from brutal dregs refin’d. . 
Raphael hall teach thee, friend, exalted thoughts 


“] And intelle@ual blifs. 'Twas Raphael taught 


‘The patriarch of our progeny th’ affairs 

Of heaven: (So Milton Eines, enlightened bard ! 
Nor mifs’d his eyes, when in fublimeft train 

‘eat Narration he repeats _ bes 
‘To Albion’s fons high favour’d.) ‘Thou flialt lear 
Celeftial leffons from his awful tongue ; 

And with foft grace and interwoven loves 
(Grateful digreffion) all his words rehearfe 

‘To thy Charifla’s ear, and charm her foul. * 


‘| Thus with divine difcourfe, in fhady boweré 


Of Eden, our fe-ft father entertain’d | 

Eve his fole auditrefs; and deep difpute* - 
With conjugal careffes on her lip ‘ 
Solv’d eafy, and abftrufet thoughts reveal’d. | 


Now the day wears apace, now Mitio comes 
From his bright tutor, and finds out his mate.- 
Behold the dear affociates feated low en 
On bumble turf, with rofe and myrtle ftrow’d; 
But high their confcrence: how felf-fuffic’d 
Lives their eternal Maker, girt around 
With glories: arm’d with thunders ; and his throne 
Mortal accefs forbids, projectin far ; 
dently © + 





Darden is dead, Dryden alone could fi 
The full gn future ki 
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: Rarely a Virgil, a Cirine we meet, 












Penarum! O quid fon mortalia pe@ora cogis 
Who lays his laurels at inferior fect, : Durus amor? Quid non cerleftia? 3 
Aad yicids the tendereft polit of honour, wit. ‘At fubfidat phantafia, yanefcant imégines ; elcio 
a }PISTOLA que me. proripuit amans Mufa:- Velui quatuor li- 


nias pedibus aftringere, et ecce! mumeri crefcunt 
in immenfum ; dumque concitato genio laxavi fra- 
na, vereor ne juvenilis impetus theologium leferit, 
et audax nimis imaginatic, Heri adlata eft ad me 
epiftola indicans matrem meliufculé fe bere, Be 
cet ignis febrilis non prorfus defuerit nfortale ejus 
domicilium. . Plura volui, fed turgidi & crefcentes 
verfus noluére plura, et coar@arunt fertptionis lix 
mites., Wale amice frater, et in fludio pietatis et 
artis medice ftrenuus decurre, 

Datum 4 Mufeo meo Londiiii xvto Kalend. Fel, 


UD e! - ~- 
Anno Salutis cioisexcr. , 


PRATRI SUv DILECTO R, Ww. 1. W. 8. P. De, 
Rouxsum tuas, amande, frater, accepi literas, 
eodem fortafse momento, quo mez ad te perve- 
nerunt 3 idemque qui te feribentem vidit dies, 
meum ad epiftolare niunus excitavit calamum ; nen 
inane eft inter nos Fratcrnum Namen, unicusc:-im 
fpiritus nos intiie animat, agitque, et concordes in 
ambobus efficit motus: O utinam crefeat indies, 
et vigefcat mutua charitas ; faxit Deus, ut amor 
fui nottra incendat et defxcet pectora, tunc etenim 
et alternis pure amicitie flammis erga nos invi- 
cem divinum in modum ardebimus ; Contemple- 
mur Jefum noftrum, ceelefte illud et adorandum 
‘exemplar charitatis, Ile eft, 7 
Qut quondam zterno delapfus ab wthere vileus 
Induit humanos, ut poflet corpore noftras 
(Heu miferas) fufferre vices ; fponforis obivit 
Munia, et in fefe Tabule tmalediaa Minacis 
'Tranttulit, et {celeris poenas hominifque reatum, 

Ecce jacet. defertus humi, diffufus in herbam 
Integer, innocuas verfus fua fidera palmas 
t placidum attollems vultum, nec ad ofcula Patris 
mplexus folitofve: Artus nudatus amidu 
Sidercos, et fponte finum patctactus ad iras 
uminis armati, “Pater, hic infige * fagittas, 
« Hac, ait, iratum forbebunt pedtora ferrum; 
* Abluat xthereus mortalia crimina fanguis,” 
. Dixit, et horrendum fremuére tonitrua coeli 
Anfenfufque Dews, (quem jam pofuiffe paternum 
Mata queri vellet nomen; fed et ipa tragores 
Ad tantos pevefadta filet), Jam diffilit zther, 
Pandunturque fores, bi dtiro carcere Tegnat, 
Ara, et pornarum thefauros mille coercet, 7 
Inde ruunt gravidi yefano fulphure nimbi, 
entuplicifque volant contorta volumina flammae 
dn caput immeritum ; diro hic fub ponde?e preffus 
Reftat, compreffoy dumque ardens explicat artug 
+.-Purpureo vettes tindiz fudore madefcunt, 
Yindex Regina labori: 


, Fratris E. W. olim navigature, $¢pr. 36, 169%, 

frerrx, pede profpero 

I frater, trabe pinea 

Sulces equora corrula 

Pandas carbafa flatibus 

Que tuto reditura fint., 

Non te monftra natantia 

Ponti carnivore incola 
Pradentur rate naufrag4. 

Navis, tu tibi creditum 

Fratrem dimidium mei 

Salvum fer per inhofpitd 

Ponti regna, per avius. + : 

Tra@us, et liquidum chaogs 

Nec te forbeat horrida 

Syrtis, nec fcopulus minax 

Rumpat roboreum Ietus, 

Captent mitia lamina - 

Antenne ; et zephyrileves. . 

Dent pottum placidum tibi, . 

Tu, qui flumina, qui vagos 

Fluétus occani regis, 

Et favum boream domas, 

Da fratri faciles vias,. 

Et fratrem reducem fuis. - 
Nec tamen infando V 
Segnits incumbit, fed laffos increpat ignes 
Acriter, ét fumno languentem futcitat t enfem: 

“ Surge, age, divinum pete pectus, et imbue facro 

. Flumine mucronem ; Vos hinc, mea fpicula, laté 

ig Ferrea per totum difpergite tormina Cheiftum, 

® tmmentim tolertige valet ; ad pondere pong 

a Suftentanda hominem fuffulcict incola Numen. 
* Et tu facra Decas Legum, violata tabella, 

BP Ebibe vindidtam ; vafta fatiabere cade, 
 Mortalis culpz pentabit dedecus ingens © 
“ Permiftis Deitate Cruor.———— 


. Sic fata, immiti contorquet vulnera dextra - 
Dilaniatque finus; fandi enetralia cordis - 
Panduntur, fevis avidas dese involat alis, 
Atque audax mentem ferutator, et ilia mordet 
Interea fervator § ovat, vidtorque dotoris 
Eminet, illuftri {| perfufus membra cruore, 
Exultatque mifer fieti: nam fortiis lum. + 
Udeget Patris Honos, et non vincenda voluptas: 
Bervandi miferos fontes ; O nobilis ardor 

eS 3 F9.G. : F Luke xxii. 4. 

i Zeeb, xiii, 7, Cy. i, t5. Luke xx. 94. 

You tx; ; B , 


. Ad Reverendum Virum. 
Du JOHANNEM PINHORNE, 
~ Fideim Adolefenti@ mee Prectptaren. 
PINDARCI CARMINIS SPECIMEN, 16944 


Erte, Pinhorni, Mufa Trifantica 
Salutat, ardeus difcipulam tvam 
Graté fateri: nunc Athenas,- : 

Nunc Latias per amenitates % 
Tuto pererrans te récalit ducem, _, spb ob 
Te quondam teneros et Ebraia per afpeift ‘gtaffes 

fon dura duxiffe manu 
Tuo patefcunt lumine Thefpii 
Campi atqui ad arcetn Picridan iter + 
En altus affurgens Homerus - 2 
Arma deofque virofque mifcens ie 
Occupat xthereum Parnaifi culmen: Homer) 
Immenfos ftupeo manes— ae ~ 
Te, Maro, duleé caneuis fylvas, te hela jonantety 
Ardua, da veniam tenui vencrare camend ; i 
‘Tuzque accipias,. Thebane vate, 
Debita Thura mai 





“au 


‘bis, magna trias! clariffima noming femper 
Scrinia noftra patent, & pectora nottra patebunt, 
Quum mihi cungne levem conceffetit otia & horam 

‘Divina Mofis pagina. 


Flaccus ad hanc-triadem ponatur, at ipfa puden- 
das 
Deponat veneres: venias fed * “ purus & inféns 
* Ut te collaudem, dum fordes & mala-iuftra” 
Ablutus, Venuline, canis ridefve, Recife 
Hac lege accedent fatyrat Juvenalis, amari - 
‘Terrores vitiorum. At longé cacus abeffet 
Perfius, obfcuros vates, nifi lumina circam~ 
tfufa forent, {phingifque enigmata, Bonde, fcidiffts. 
Grande fonans Scnecz fulmen, grandifque cothurni 
Pompa Sophoclei celfo ponantur eodem 
Ordine, et aghabus fimul hos amplectar in ulnis. 
Tuto, Poera, tutd habitabitls . 
Pidtos abacos: improba tinea 
Obiit, nec audat fava caftas. 
Attingere blatta camoenas. 
“At tu renidens foeda epigrammatunt 
Farrago inertim, ftercoris impii 
Sentino fectens, Martialis, 
In barathrum relegandus imum 
‘Aufuge, & linc tecum rapias Catulfant 
Anfalsé mollem, naribus, auribus 
Tngrata caftis carmina, et improbi 
Spurcos Nafonis amrores. 


Nohilis extrem’ gtadiens Caledonis ab arf 
£n Buchananus adeft. Divini pfaltis imago 
gitade falveto ; potensdeu numinis iras 
Fulminibus mifcete, facto vel lumine meati> - 
Fugareé noctes, vel citharz fono 
Sedare fluctus pectoris. 
Tu mihi harehis comes ambulanth 
‘Tu domi aftabis focius perennisy 
Seu levi mentee fimul affidere 
Dignabere, feu lecticte. 
Mox recumbentis vigilans ad aurem 
, Aureos fuadebis inire fomnos 
Sacra fopitis fuperinferens ob- 
. wl P livia curis, 
Stet juxtd + Cafimirus, hic nec parcits ignent 
WNatura indulfit nec Mufa armavit slumnum 
+ Sarbivium rudiore lyra. 
Quanta Polonum levat aura cygnum $ 
4 Humana linquens (en fibi devii_ - 
‘Montes recedunt) luxuriantibus 
Spatiatur in atre peonis. 
Seu tu forté virum tollis ad zthera, 
“Cognatofve thronos & partium pelum 
‘Vifurus confurgis ovansy, 
‘Vifum fatigas, aciemque failis; 
Dum tuum 3 longé ftupeo volatum 
O non imitabilis ales, 


Sarbivii ad nomen gelida incalet 
Mata, fimul totus fervefcere 
Santio, ftellatas levis induor 
Alas & tollor in altum. 

» Jam juga Zionis radens pede 





© Horat. Lis. I. Sat.6. 37" 
i 9M. Cafimirus, Serbigusti Poeta infignis Po 
36 RS 


4 Lib. IL Oee ¥. 
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Elato inter fidera radens.vertice. 
Longe defpeéto mostalia. 
Quam juvat altifonis volitare per ethera pannisy 
Et ridere procul failacia gaudia féclt . 
‘Terrell grandia inania, .. 
Que mortale genus (HKeu male) deperit. 
Ocuras homihum miferas! Canoy : 
Et miferas nugas diademata! . 
Ventofz fortis ludibrium. 7 + 
En mihi fubfidunt terrenz 4 pectore faces, 
Geftit & effrznis divinum effundere carmes 
Mens afflata Dea—_——_—-_—-—-—~-—~ 
——~— at vos heroes & arma 
Et procul efte Dii, ludicra numina. 
uid mihi cum veftre pondere lances, 
Pallas! aut veftris, Dyonyle, Thyrfis ? 
Et Clava, & Anguis, & Leo, & Hercules, 
Et brutam tonitru fictitii Patrisy 
Abftate & carmine noftra: 


i 





se , 
Te, Deus Omnipotens! te noftra fonabit Jefa . 
Mula, néc affueto celeftes barbiton aufi 2 
Tentabit numeros. Vatti fine lioaite numen & 
Immenfum fine lege deum numeri fine iege fona~ 
bunt. i 


Sed mufam magna pollicéntem deftituit vigor 
Divino jubare peritringitur ocuforum acies. En 
labafcit pennis, tremit artubus, ruit deorfum per 
inane etheris, jacet victa, dbftupetcit, filet. : 


Ignofcas, reverende vir, vano conaiini; fra 
men hoc rude licet et impolitum squi boni cons 
fulas, & gratitudinis jam div debite in partem 
reponas, i" 





Votuth, fer Vita in terris beaté. 
: AD VIRUM DIGNISsIUM 
JOHNANNEM HARTOPPIUM, BARTOM, ° 


Harrorer eximio ftemmate nobilis 

Venaque ingenii divite, firroges 
Quem mea Mufa beat, 

Ille mihi felix ter 8 amplids, 

Et fimiles fuperis annos agit ‘ 

* Qui fibi fufficiens femper adeft fibi.”” 
Hun longé a curtis mottalibus 
Inter agros, fy!vafque filentes 

Se mufifque fuis tranquilia in pace fruentemt 
Sol oriens videt & recumbens. ~ . 


Non fue vulgi favor infolentis. . 
(Planfas infani rumidus popclti) 
Mentis ad facram penetrabit arcemy 
Feriat licét ethera clamor. 
Nec gaza flammans divitis Indiz, : 
Nec, Tage, vettra fulgor arenula 
ucent ab obfcura quiete 
Ad laquear radiantis aulees 


O fidaretur famina proprié 
Tradtare fufii pollice proprio, 
Atque meum mihi fingere fatum; ~ 
Candidus vit color innocentis 
Fria nativo decoraret albo 
Non Tyrtid vitiata conch’. 
Non aurum, non gemma nitens, nec purpurg tele - 
Fnteisextg forent invidiofa mex. ¢ % 
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I bid adieu to rant: 1 things, ai 
To Grecian tales, and wats of Rome, é 

"Twas long ago T braké all but th immortal firings: 

Now thofe immortai firings have no employ, 
Since a fair angel dwells below, 

To tune the noves of heaven, and propagatethe joy. 
Let all my powers, with awe proround, =~ 

While Philomela fags, a 7 

Atrend the rapture &the found, 

And my devotion rife on her Teraphic wings, 


bong a triamphis, & fonitu tubae 

Longé remotos tranfigerem dies: , 

Abftate fafces (fplendida vanitas) 
Et vos abltate, corona. 


Pro meo tecto cafa fit, falubres 

Captet Auroras, procul! urbis atro 

Dittet 4 fumo, fugiatque longé 
Dura phthifig mala, dura tuffis, 

Difplicet Byrfa & fremitu moletto 

Turba mercantim ; gratiiis alvear 

Demulcet aures muruure, gratius 
Fons falientis aque. 








STANZAS TO LADY SUNDERLAND} 


Litigiofa fori me terrent jurgia, lenes AT TUNBRIDGE WELLS, I1¥1z0 
Ad fylvas properans ris execror artes 
Ewinus in tuto & 
Blandimenta artis fimul eguus odi, 
Valcte, cives, & ameena frandis ; 
Verba; proh mores! S inane facri 
Nomen amici! 











Farr nymph, afcend to beauty’s throne, 
And rute that radiant world alone : 
Let favourites take thy lower {phere, 
Not monarchs are thy rival here. 


The court of beauty, built fublime, 
Defies ail powers bur thine and time: 
Envy, that clomds the hero's fky, 
Ainws but in vain her flight fo high. 


Not Blent: "s field, nor Iter’s. flood, 
Nor ftandards dy’d in Gallic blood, 

‘Yorn trom the foe, add nobler grace 

To Churchill's hauie, than Spencer's face, 


The warlike thunder of his arms 

1s more commanding than her charms ; 
His lightning {trikes with lefs furprife 
Than tudden glances from her eyes. 


Tugque que noftris inimica mufis 
+. Felle facratum vitias amorem, 
Abfis etermiim, diva libidinis 
Et phorvtrate puer! 
Hine, hinc, Cupido, lon gits avola ? 
Nil mihi cum fastis, p - ignibus ; 
ZEthered fervent face pectora, 
Sacra mihi Venus eft Urania; 
Et juvenis Se@eus anior mihi. 


Coclede carmen (néc taceat lyra 

Jefza) leetis atiribus infonet; 
Nec Watlianis ¢ medullis 

» Ulla dics. rapict vel hora. 
y. Sacti libelli, delicia mec, 

Bt vos, fodales, femper ainabiles, 

Nate fimul adfitis, nunc viciffim, 

Ev-fallite tedia vite. 














His captiyes feel their limbs confin’d 
Iniron; the enflayes the ming : 

We follow with .a pleating pain, 
And blets the conqueror aud the chain; 


‘The mufe, that dares ia numbers do ~ 
What paint and pencil never knew, 
Paints at her pretence in defpair, 

And owns th’ inimitable fair. 


el 


BOOK 


TO MRS, SINGER AFTERWARDS MRS. 
ROWE, 


On the Sight of fome of her dining Poems, never 
printed. July 19. 19706, 


On the fair banks of gentle Thames. , 
Ztnn’d ny harp ;, nor did celeftial themes 
Refufe to dance aspon my Brings: 
There beneath the evening iky 
oJ fong my cares afleep, and rais'd my willies high 
~ ‘To everiafting things, 
Sudden fromAlbion’s weitern coatt 
Harmonious notes come gliding by, | 
‘The neighbouring thepherdsknew the filverfound ; 
“ "Tis Pailomela’s voice,” the neighbouring thep- 
herds cry ; 
At once my itrings all Gent lie, 
At once my fainting mule was loft, 
In the fupevior fweetnety drown'd. 
In vain I bid my tuneful powers unite; 
My foul re vand left. my tongue, 
J was atl ear, and Philomela’s fong 
Was all divine delight. 


SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD. 


An Epitaph on King William UL. Of glorious mee 
mary. 


Who died March 8th 170% 





Beweara thefe honours of atomb, 
Greatne(s in humble spin lies: 

(How earth confines in narrow roorte 
What heroes leave beneath the fkigs 5D 3 


Preferve, O venerable pile, 
Hnviolste thy facred trate ; 

To thy cold arms the Britith iffe, 
Weeping, commits her richeft dufte 








Ye gentleft minifters of fate, 
Attend the monarch. as be lies, 
And did the fofte fumters wait 
W.th Slicn serds to bind his eves, 
@iy 


New be my harp for ever dumb, 
My Maule aticmpt no mere. "iwas long ago 
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Keft bjs dear {word beneath his head ; 
Round him his faithful arms thall ftand: 
Fix his bright enfigns on bis bed, 

The guards and honours of our land. 


Le fifter arts of paint and verfe, 
Place Albion fainting by his fide, 
Her groans arifing o’er thggherfe, 
And Belgia finking when he dy’d. 


High o’er the grave religion fet 
Yn folemn gold; pronousce the ground 
Sacred, to bar unhallow’d feet, 
And plant Her guardian virtues round. 


Fair liberty in fables dreft, 

Write hislov'd name upon his urn, 

“ William, the fcourge of tyrants pat, 
® And awe of princes yet unborn.’” 


Sweet peace his facred relics keep, 
With olives blooming round her head, 
And ftretch her wings acrofs the deepr 
‘Ta blefs the nations with the fade. 


Stand on the pile, immortal fume, 
Broad ftars adorn thy brighteft robe, 
“Thy thoufand voices found his name 
In filver accents round the globe. 


Flattery thal! faint beneath the found, 

While hoary truth inipires the fong ; 

Envy grow pale and bite the ground, 
flander gnaw her forky tongue. 


Night and the grave remove your gloom ; 
Darknets becomes the vulgar dead ; 

But glory bids the royal tomb 

Difdain the horrors of a thade- 


Glory with all her lamps thal! burn; 
And watch the warrior’s fleeping clay, 
"Till the laft trumpet roufe his um 

To aid the triumphs-of the day. 


ON THE SUDDEN DEATH OF MRS. MARY 
PEACOCK. 


An Elegiac fong fent in a letter of Condolance to 
dr. N. P. Merchant, at Amferdan. 


Warn! She bids all her friends adieu ; 
Some angel calls her to the {pheres 5 
Our eyes the radiant faint purfue 
“Through liquid telelcopes of tears. 


Farewell, bright foul, a fhort farewell, 
‘Till we thal! meet again-above, 

In the. fweetagroves where pleafures dwell, 
And trees of life bear fruits of love : 


‘There glory fits on every face, 

‘There triendthip {miles in every eye, 
‘There hall our tonguesrelate the grace 
“Phat led us homeward to the fky. 


Over all the names of Chrift our king 
Shall our harmonious voices rove, 

Our harps fhall found from every fring 
‘She wonders of his bleeding love. 
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Come, fovereign Lord, dear Saviodr come. 
Remove thefe feparating days, 

Send thy bright wheels to fetch us home 5 
That golden hour, how long it ftays* 


How long muft we lie lingering here, 
While faints around us take their flight & 
Smiling, they quit this duiky fphere, 
And mount the hills of heavenly light. 


Sweet foul, we leave thee to-thy reft, 
Enjoy thy Jefus and thy God, 

Till we, from bands of clay reteas’d, 
Spring out, and climb the fhining roads 


While the dear duft fhe leaves behind 
Sleeps in thy bofom, facred tomb ! 
Soft be her bed, her flumbers kind, 
And all her dreams of joy to come. 


EPITAPHIUM Viri Venerabilis- 
Dom. N. MATHER, 


Carmine Lapidario-eonfcriptum- 
M.S. 


Reverendi admodum Viri 
NATHANAELFS MATHERT 
Qvop mori potuit hic fubtus depofitum eft 5 

Si quaris, hofpes, quantus ct qualis fuit, 
Fidas enarrabit lapis. 


Nomen & familié duxit 
Sanctioribus ftudiis & evangelio devots, 
Et per utramque Angliam celebri, 
Americanum fc, atque Europeam. 
Et hine quoque in fancti miniterii ipem eductus 
Non fallacem : 
Et hunc utraque novit Anglia 
Doctum & doceatem. 
Corpore fuit procero, formal placids verend&; 
At fupra corpus & formam fublimé eminuerunt 
Indoles, ingenium, atque eruditio 
Supra bac pietas, & (fi fas dicere) 
Supra pietatem modettia, 
Czterasenim dotes obumbravit. 
Quotées in rebus divinis peragendis 
Divinitas affate mentis fpecimina 
Preftantiora edipit, 
‘Toties hominem fedulus occuluit 
‘Ut tolus confpiceretur Deus: 
Voluit totus latere, nec potuit ; 
Heu quantum tamen fui nos latet ! 
Et majorem laudis partem fepulchrale marmor 
Invita obruit filentio. 
Gratiam Jefu Chrifti falutiferam 
Quam abundé hanfit ipfe, aliis propinavits 
Puram ab humana fece. 
Veritatis evangelice decus ingens, 
Et ingens propugnaculum. 
Concionatur gravis afpectu, gettu, voce ; 
€ui nec aderat pompa oratoria, 
Nec deerat ; . 
Flofculos rhetorices fuperwacanieos Secit 
Rerum dicendarum Majeftas, & Deus prafer-. 
Hinc arma militie fus non infelicia, 
Hinc toties fugatus Satanas, 
Et hinc vittorie 


r 


U 
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Ab inferorum portis toties Teportats, 
Golers ille ferreis impiorum animis infgere 


Altum 
Vulneratus idem t 


& falutare wulnis : 
ractare leniter folers, 


Et medelam adhibere magis falutarem. 
Ex defecato cordis forte 
Disinis eloquiis affatim fcatebant labia, 

Etiam in familiari contubernio: 
Spirabat ipfe undique carleftes fuavitates, 
Quavi oleo letitiz femper recéns delibutas, 

. Et femper fupra focios ; 
Gratumque dilectiffimi {ui Jeu odorem 


Quaquaverfis & laté diffudit, 


Doiores tolerans fupra fidem, 
Erumnzque hea quam afiduz! 
{nvidto animo, victrice paticntia 


Varias cura) 


rum moles pertulit 


Xt in ftadio & in meta vita : 
Quam whi propinguam vidit 
Plerophoria fidei quafi curru alato vectus 
Properé & exultim attigit. 
Natus eft in agro Lancattrienfi 20° Martii, 1630, 
-Inter Nov-Anglos theologige tyrocinia fecit. 


Paftorali munere di 


a DubMnii in Hibernia fundtus, 


Tandem (at femper) providentiuin fecutus ducem, 
Coztui fidelinm apud Londinenfes Prapofitus eft, 
Quos doctrina precibus, & vita beavit : 

Ah brevi! 
Corpore folutus 26° Jalii, «697. tat. 67. 
Xcclefiis moerorem, thedlogis exemplar reliquit. 

Probis piifque omnibus 

Tnfandum {ui defiderium : 

Dum pulvis Ghriito charus hic duleé dormit 


Expedtan: 


TO TRE REVER 


9 itellam matutioum, 


END MR. JOHN SHOWER, 


On the death of bis Daughter Mrs. Anne Warner. 


How great feever 


Reverend and dear Sir, 


was my fenfe of your lofs, yet I 


did not think myfelf & to offer any dines of com- 
fort : your own meditations can furaifh you with 
many a delightfal truth in the midit of fo heavy 
a forrow ; for the covenant of grace has bright- 


yhefs enough in it t 


0 gild the moft gloomy provi. 


dence; and to thet fweet covenant your foul is no 





ager. My own thoughts were much imprett 
the tidings of your daughter's death; and 


though I made many a reflection on the vanity of 
mankind in its bef eftate, yet I muft acknow- 
Jedge that my temper leads ine moft to the plea~ 
fant feenes of heaven, and that fatere world of 
bieflednels. When I recollect the memory of my 
friends that are dead, I frequently rave into the 
world ef {pirits, and fearch them out there: Thus 
Tendeavoured to trace Mrs. Warner; and theie 


thoughts crowding 


fait upon me, I fet them down 


for my own entértainment. ‘The verfe breaks off 


‘abruptly “Gecanfe I 





had no defign to write a finith- 


and befides, when I was fallen vipon 


ed eles 
Wonk cde of death, I had no mind to tarry 
‘kere. Uf the lines E have written be fo happy as 


to eftertain you a 


little, and divert your grief, 


the dive ipent jp cempeoling them ihall not be 
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reckoned among ry lof hours, and the review 
w.ll be more pleafing to 
SIR, 
Your affe@ionate humble fervant, 
LW 
December az. 1707. 


AN ELEGIAG THOUGHT 


On Mrs. Ann Warner, who died of the Small-Pow, 
December 18. 1787, at One of the Glock in ee 
Morning ; a few Days after the Birth aud: 
Death of ber fic Child. 


Awake, my mufe, range the wide world of fouls, 
Aad feek Vernera fled ; With upward aim 
Direct thy wing; for the was born from heaven, 
fuifilld her Vifit, and eturn’d on high, 
The midnight watch of angels, that patrole 
The Britith fky, kave notic'd her afcent 
Near the meridian ftar; purfue the track 
‘To the bright confines of immortal day 
And paradife, her heme. Say, my Urania, : 
‘(For nothing fcapes thy fearch, nor cantt thow mifa 
So fair a ipinit) fay, beneath what thade 
Of amaranth, or cheerful even-green, 
She fits, recounting to her kindred-minds Ps 
Angelic or humane, her mortal toil 
And travels through this howling wildernefs ; 
By what divine proteétions the efcap’d 
Thofe deadly fnares when youth and Satan leagu’a- 
Tn combination to affail her virtue 
(Snares fet to murder fouls) ; but heaven fecur'd 
‘The favourite nymph, and taught her vidtory.. - 
O dues the feek, or has fhe found her babe 
Amongit the infant-nation of the bleft, 
And clafp'd it to her foul, to fatiate there 
‘The young maternal patfion, and abfolve 
The uffulfill’d embrace? Thrice happy child! 
That faw the light, and turn'd its eyes afide 
From-our dim regions to th’ Eternal Sun, 
And led the parent's way to glory! There 
Thou art for ever hers, with powers enlarg’d 
For love reciprocal and fweet converte. 
Behold her ancetturs (a pious race) 
Rang?d in fuir order, at her fight rejoice 
And fing her welcome. She along their feats 
Gliding falutes them all with honours due 
Such as are paid in heaven: And latt the finds 
A manfion fathion’d of diftinguith'd light, 
But vacant: “ This” (with fure prefage the cries) 
“ Awaits my father; when will be Rrtive > 
“ How long, alas, how tong!” (Then calls her 
mate 
“ Die, thon dear partner of my mortal cares, « 
“ Die, and partake my biifS; we are for ever 
one.” 
Ah me! where roves my fancy! What kind 
dreams 
Crowd with iweet violence on my waking mind 
Perhaps illufions all! Inform me, mufe, 
Choofes ihe rather to retire apart 
To recollect her difipated powers, 
And cali her thoughts her own: fo lately freed 
From earth's vain feenes, &ay vilite, gratulations, 
From Hymen’s hurrying and tumultuous jeys, 
And fears and pangs, fierce Pangs that wrought 
ber death, 


zig 


S: Degg 
whee meee 
pen, ny Foul, 


Srikag tas weight coeeeron 
Dae: : “Till by the weight us days oppr 
ig eee A ous Bef a irae bene building Pr 
feal-of heave! rs trem! ; pi - 
ee aie 7 ‘trace } The captive pe came her, again; 
Tied with rows and the cares, - 
» A tedions train cf fourfcore year z 
_. The prifoner {mil’d to be releas’ - 
ho ; She felt’ her fetters loofe, and mounted ta her ref. ,- 
ie, his vidtory, and’ his crown: Gaze on,my-foul, and let a perfect view 4p 
th’ exalted notes, « ‘ Paint her idea all anew ; on * => 
id bear them t Rafe out thofe melancholy thapes of woe 
before th" eternal throne ‘That hayg around-the memory, and becloud it 
¢ form, with deep devotion Come fancy, cone, with effences refin'd, 4 
and feif-abufement at the fight With youthful green, and fpotleis white ; 
ncover'd Godhead face torface? Deep be the tinéture, and the»colours bright 
Crowns pay homage at his feet, T” exprefs the beauties of a naked mind, 
t of dimmer ore, | ~ Provide:no giooms' a-fhade ; “ 
But vain ambition, All things above of light.are made, am 
emufation vals gage ” * | Nor-can the heavenly require a mortal ai 
| pride for er anh Bi pi 5 But if the features ‘ 34 
i hago def of hell. Tellme, Urania, Beyond the power of 


r ne heighten, and her golden hours Coneeal th’ inimitable firokes 


~ 


* Orftamp ypon my foul .* Y Deferibe the faint from head to: 
age Of the fair deceas’d _ Make all the lines in juft proportion meet 5 
jaflions and'my eyes afide 9 But let her pofture be 
thlefs clay. Difttsfing fight! |. Fillipgiachairofhigh degree; « r 
dt gaze reedy i sto th Almighty feate ~ 


ey 
natuke’s 


ect a ftrnc Phe impoifoni i Sits here triumphant on the brow, 
the buil ivi reaks with radiant glories throughs.»»» 
rich te he features of the mind § 
countenance, where the world ad- Exprefs her paffion ftill the fame, 
2 This theface {mir'd 8 Bok more p align fave oe i 
triumph’ F ove has.an everlaiting flames 5.) 
ee ey on i And makes the wei complete. 


aes 


‘e The painter mute with glancing eye 
Obferv'd.a manly fpirit nigh, 
. That death-had disjoined : 
a crimfon 3 aff hese tables shen ial ftand 
t “s ah? ; _* United by a happier Pos. n 
~hmepeewe reeh. pd She fadand fied hee ight, and drew thet 
‘Smiies lovely round the fky, till rifing fogs, 
Portending night, with foul and heavy wing’ Kecount the years, my fong, (a mourn! 
ethe golden ftar, and ik hint'down * Since he was feew on earth no mores 
ft with darknefss——y Thee He fought in lower feas and drewn’d; = 
Ona ae ee ' S wate tfeesBut saostag sneereneesbe biped 
N THE DEATH OF AN AGED AND HO, | there now his ennelul res 
*NOCRED RELATIVE, MRS. M. we “tc [ epealpgn she European and, she Batteks 
Jury 13, 1693. ‘ Let th’ awfyl truncheon and the flute,» 
Sede acta. poe ty ; ‘The pencil.and the well-known lute, 
KNow the kindred-mind, Tis the, *tis the  . Powerful aumbers, charming wit, 
+tAmong the heavenly fornis bites © And every artand feience meet, [at his f 
‘The kindredsmind from.flefhy bondage free; ~ And bring their laurels to his hand, ax day them: 
how unlike'a thing was latelyfeens =. . midst sa Psi a 
1 Groaning and panting on thé bed, i] * Mygrandfather ir. Y 
With ghaftty air, and languith’d head, « | acquaintance with, the mathematichs, 2% 
Lote op this fide, there the dead, * mufic, and pach, Seas gave shim con) 
While the delaying fleth lay thivering between, eficem among his contemporaries. He was 
Mone did th oy ~» --|-mander-of @ foip of war +656, and by b 
"Long did the earthly houfe reftrain ‘ - [of the fipin the Luieh warhe was 
z In Willome flavery that ethereal gueit ; bis youth, ~ «++ ig vet 





LYRIC POEMS. 


‘Tis done | What beams of glory fall 

{Rich varnifis of immortal art) 

‘fo gild the bright original ! 
°Tis done. The mute has now perform’d her part. 
Bring own the piece, Urania, trom above, 

And let my honour and my love, (heart, 
Drefs it with chains of gold to hang upon my 


A FUNERAL POEM ON THE DEATH OF 
THOMAS GUNSTON, ESQ. 
Prefented to the Right Honourable the Lady Ab. 
ey, Lady Mayorefs of London. July 1701. 


Manam, 


Hap L been a common mourner at the funeral of 
the dear. gentleman deceased, 1 fhould have ia- 
doured after more of art In the following compoti 

tion, to fupply the detect of nature, and to feign a 
forrow ; but the uncommon condefcention of his 
friendihip to me, the inward citeem E pay his me- 
mory, and the vaft and tender fenle 1 have of the 
lols, make all the methods of art needlets, whilit 
natural grief Supplies more than all. 

Thad refolved to lament in fighs and filence, 

\and frequently checked the too forward mufe :, but 
the importunity was not to bowefilted ; long lines 
of forrow flowed in upén me ere E was aware, 
whilft T took many a fotitary walk in the garden 
adjoining to his feat at Newington; nor could L 
free myielf from the crowd of melancholy ideas. 

"Your tadyihip will find throughout the poem, that 
the fair and unfinithed building which he bad jull 
railed for himfelt, gave almatt ail the turns of 
mourning to my thoughts; for I purfue no other 
topics of elegy than what my paffion and my 
fentes led me to. 

‘The poem roves as my eyes and grief did, from 
one part of the fabric to the other: It rifes from 
the foundation, fakites the walls, the doors, and 
the windows, drops a tear upon the roof, and 
climbs the turret, (hat pteafant retreat, where 1 
promifed myfelf many feet hours of his conver- 
fation; there my fong wanders amongft the ¢ 
lightful fabjeets divine and moral, which ute 
entertain our happy leifure; and thencé defe 
to the fieidls and the thady walks,where I (y oft 
enjoyed his pleafing difeourfe; my forrows ditture 
themfelves there without a limit: [ tad quite 
forgotten ali fcheme and method of writing, ul! 
Icorrect myfelf, and rife to the turret again to 
lament that defolaie feat. Now if the critics 
Taugh at the folly of the mufe for taking too much 
notice of the polden ball, let them confider that 
the meane(t thing that belonged to fo valuable a 
Berlon fill gave fome freth and doleful refle@ions : 

And Etranferibe nature without rule, and repte- 

fent friendihip in a mourning drefs, abandoned to 
decpett forrow, and with a negligence becoming 
woe unfeigned, 

Had LdoAfneds complete elegy, Madam, on 
your 7 ft brother, and intended it for public 
js - fliould have followed the utual forms of 
~cwetry, fu far at leait, as to [pend fome pages in 
‘the character and praifes of the deceafed, and 

tyence have taken occation to call mankind to 
mnplain aloud of the univerlal and unipeakable 
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35a 
lofs: But I wrote merely for myfelf as a friend of 
the dead, and to eafe my full foul by breathin; 
out my own complaints; I knew his charaGer and 
virttes io well, that there was no need to mention” 
them while I tatked only with myfelf; for the 
image of them was ever prefent with me, which 
kept the pain at the heart intenfe and lively, and 
my tears flowing with my verte. | i 

Perbaps your lady‘hip will expect fome divine.- 
thoughts and tacred meditations, miugled with a” 
fubject fo folemn as this is: Had I formed a dar. 
fign of offering it to your hands, I had compofed &: 
more Chritian poem ; but it was grief purely na-, 
taral for a death to furprifing that drew all the 
ftrokes of it, and thereiore my refiections. aret 
chicfy of a moral itrain. Such as it is) your lady~ 
thip requires a copy of it; but let it not touch. 
your foul too tenderly, nos renew your own mourns 
ings. Receive it, Madam, as'an offering of love. 
and tears at the tumb of a departed» frend, and, 
let it abide with you as a witnels of that afeay 
tionase reipect and honour thac J bore him; alk: 
which, as your LadyThip’s mot rightful due, bogh, 
by merit and by fucceilion, is uow humbly oifere 
ed, by, : 

Mapam, 
Your Ladythip’s moft hearty 
and obedient Jervant, 
lL WATTS, 






TO THE DEAR MEMORY OF MY MUCH HON@URED 
FRIEND, 
THOMAS GUNSTON, ESQ. 


Who died November 11. 1709, when be had jufp 
~JSinijbed bis Seat at Newington. 


Or blafted hopes, and of fhort withering joys, 
Sing, heavenly Mufe, Try thine ethereal voice 
In funeral numbers ard a doleful fong ; 

Guntton the juft, the gencrous, and the young, 
Guntton the friend is dead. O empty name 

OF eartiily bliis! “tis ail an airy dream, 

Alla vain thought foaring fancies rife 

nd hopes that touch the 

















Drag but a longer ruin thro’ the downward air, 
And plunge the falling joy fill deeper in defpait, 


How did our fouls Rand flatter’d and prepar’d 
To fhout hira welcome to the feat he rear'd ! 

“here the dear man should fee his hopes complete, 
ig, and talting every lawtulfweet. [years 
peace aud plenty brings, while numerous 
Circling delightful play'd around the tpheres 
Revolving funs fhould fill renew his itrength, 
And draw the uncommon thread to an unufual 

Jength: 
But hafty fate thrufts her dread theers between, 
Cuts the young life off; and fhuts up the teene. 
Thus airy pleafure dances in our eyes, 
And fpreads falfe images in fair difguife, 
TP? allure our fouls, till ju{t within our arms 
‘The vifion dies, aud all the painted charms 
Fiee quick away from the purfuing fight, [night 
‘Till they are lott in fhades, and mingie with the 





Maule, ftretch thy wings, and thy fad journe 
To the fai fabrig that thy dying friend [bend 
Any. 


3% THE WORKS 


Built nameleG: jewill fuggeft a thonfand things 
Housstadl atid foft as my Urania fings. me 


‘How did he lay the deep foundations ftrong, 
‘Marking the bounds, and rear the walls along 
Solid-wod lafting; there a numerous train 
Ofhbappy Gunftons might in pleafure reign, 
‘While nations perifh, and long ages run, 
Nations unborn, and ages unbegun : 

Not time itfelf thould watte the bleft eftate, 

‘Nor the tenth race rebuild the ancient feat. 

‘How fond our fancies aré! The founder dies 

Ghildlefs; his fitters weep and clofe his eyes, 

And wait upon his herfe with nevercsealng | 
cries. 

Lofty and flow it moves to meet the tomb, 

While weigtity forrows nod on every plume 5 

A thoufand groans his dear remains convey, 

Te his cold lodging in a bed of clay, 

His country's facred tears well-watering all the 


way. 
See the dull wheels roll on the fable road ; 
But no dear fon to tread the mournful load, 
‘And fondly kind drop his young forrows there, 
‘Fhe father’s arn bedewing with a filial tear. 
O had he left us one behind, to play . 
Wanton about the painted hail, and fay, 
This was my father’s,” with impatient joy 
To my fond arms I'd clafp the {miling boy, 
‘And call his my young friend: but awful fate 
Pelign’d the mighty itroke as lalting as’twas great. 


And muft this building then, this coftly frame, 

Stand here for ttrangers! Muit fome unknown 
"name 

Poffefs tice roums, the labours of my friend ? 
‘Why were thefe walls rais’d for this haplefs end ? 
‘Why thefe apartments all adorn’d fo gay? 
Why bis rich tancy lavith'd thus away ? . 
Maule, view the paintings, how the hovering light 
Plays o'er'the colours in a wanton flight, 
And mingled thades wrought in by foft degrees, 
Give a {weet foil to all the charming piece ; 
But night, eternal'hight, hangs black around 
"The difmal chambers of the hollow ground, 
And folid fhades utimingled round his bed 
Stand hideous: Earthy fogs embrace his head, 
And noifome vapours glide along his face 
Rifing perpetual, Mute, forfake the place, 
Flee the raw-damps of the unwholefome clay, 
Look to his airy fpacious hall, and fay, 
* How has ie chang’d it for a lonefome cave, 
© Gonfn’d and crowded ina narrow grave ! 





“Th unhappy houfe looks defolute and mourns, 
And évery door groans doletul as it turns; 
The pillars fanguith; and each lofty wall 
Stately in grics, laments the mait 
tn drops of briny dew ; the fab 
His faint zefemblance, and renews my tears. 
Solid and Snare it rites from below = 
A noble air without a gaucy fhow 
Reigns through the model, and adorns the whole, 
Manty and plain, “Such was the builder's foul. 















O how T love to view the ftately frame, 
‘rhat dear memorial of the bet lov'’d name i 
Then cow'd F with for fome prodigi 








OF WATTS. 


.] Where the tall thades ftretch to the hideous rach 


Forbid the day, and guard the fun-beams off ; 
Thither, my willing feet, fhould ye be drawn 

At the gray twilight, and the early dawn. 

There {weetly fad fhould my foft minotes poll, 
Numbering the forrows of my drooping foul. 

But thefe are airy thoughts! fubftantial grief 
Grows by thofe objects that fhould yield relief ; 
Fond of my woes, I heave my eyes around, 

My grief from every profpeé courts a wound ; 
Views the green gardens, views the fmiling tkies,, 
Still my heart finks, and ftill my cares arife ; 

My wandering feet round the fair manfion rove, 
And there te foothe my forrows I indulge my love. 


Oft have 1 laid the awful Calvin by, 
And the fweet Cowley, with impatient eye _ 
To fee thofe walls, pay the fad vifit there, 
And drop the tribute of an hourly tear: 
Still I behold fome melancholy {cene, 
With many a penfive thought, and many a figh. 

between. ° . 

Two days ago we took the evening air, 
I, and my grief, and my Urania, there ; 
Say, my Urania, how the weftern fun 
Broke from black clouds, and in full glory fhone, 
Gilding the roof, then dropt into the fea, [day 5 
And fudden night devour'd the fweet remains of 
Thus the bright youth juft rear’d his shining head 
From ob{cure thades of life, and funk.among the 


lead. 

The rifing fun adorn’d with ail his light 

Smiles on thefe walls again: but endlefs night 

Reigns uncontroli'd where the dear Gunfton lies; 

He’s fet for-ever, and mutt never rife. . 

Then why thefe beams, vrfeafonable ftar, 

Thefe lightfome fmilesdefcending from afar, 

To greet a mourning houfe? In vain the day 

Breaks through the windows with a joyful ray, 

And marks a fhining path along the floors 

Bounding the evening and the morning hours ; 

In vain it bounds them: while vatt emptinefs 

And hollow filence reigns through all tenis, 

Nor heeds the cheerful change of nature's face. 

Yer nature’s wheels will on without control, 

The fun will rife, the tuneful fpheres will roll, 

And the two mighty Bears walk round and 
watch the pole. 


Sce while I (peak, hich on her fable wheel 
Old night aivancing climbs the eaftern hill: 
Troops of dark clouds prepare her way ; behold, 
How their bro«n ninions edg’d with evening gold 
Spread thadowing o’er the houfe, dad glide aways 
Slowly purfuing the dectining day; + : 
Over the broad roof they fly their circuit ftill, 
‘Thus days before they did, and days to come they 

wills Ao resehareh 
But the black cloud that thadows o’er his eyes, 
Hangs there unmoveable, and never flies: 











Fain would I bid the envious gloom be gone ; 
Ah fruitlefs with ! how are hi drawn 
For a long evening that defpairs the da 


Mufe, view the turret: juft beneath the. 
Lonefome it ftands, and fixes my fad eyes, 
As it would afk a O facred feat 
Sacred to frien O divine retreat 







LYRIC POEMS. att 


"Here did 1 hope my happy hours ¢? employ, Henee this fair ftrudture rofe3 and hence this? 
Aud fed before-hand on the promis’d joy, feat 
hen weary of the noify town, my friend Made to invite my not unwilling feet : 
* From mortal cares retiring, thould alcend In vain "twas made! for we fhall never meet, _) 
"And lead me thither. We alone would fit Aud fmile, and love, and blefs each other here; 
Free and fecure of all intruding feet : The envious tomb forbids thy face t” appear, 
Our thoughts would ftretch their longeft wings, | Detains thee, Gunfton, from my longing cyesy - 
and sife, And all my hopes lie bury’d, where my Gunites 
Nor bound their foarings by the lower fkies: lies. 


Our tongues fhould aim at everlatting themes, . 
sealer fa ees] ms Mt aly ender ny at now 
boundiefs Joys and glories, thrones and feats A 
Built high in heaven for fouls : We'd trace the | Yung Peis who your darling babes hate 
ftreets . ryt s 
OF golden pavement, walk each blifsul field, Fo fighied rath » ghaftly wound F 
And sla aaa the fruits the fpicy moun- Clafp'd in your arms your lovers cold and de 
3 pon 5 
Then would we {wear to keep the facred road, coms Pits a he Peal gate ceteait, 
¥ 7 ° 
And walk right upwards to chat blett abode : Death in your looks ; come, mingle grief with me, 


We'd charge our parting fpirits there to meet, . s 
There hand in hand approach th’ Almighty And crown, yoitr little ftreams in my unbound - 


feat, : (feet. 
And bend our heads adoring at our Maker's 
Thus thould we mount on bold adventurous wings 
Jn high difcourfe, and dwell on heavenly things, 
While the pleas'd hours in fweet fuccegion 
move, 
And minutes meafur'd, as they are above, 
By ever-circling joys, and ever-fhining love. 











You facred mourners of 2 nobler mould, ~ 
Born for a friend, whofe dear embraces held 
Beyond all nature's ties ; you that have known 
‘Lwo happy fouls made intimately one, 
And felt a parting ftroke: Tis you maft tell 
The fmart, the twinges, and the racks I feel : y 
This foul of mine that dreadful wound hasborne, > - 
Off from its fide its deareft half is torn, 
The rett lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn. 3, 
Oh infinite diftrefs! fuch raging grief 
Should command pity, and defpair relief. 
Paifion, methinks, fhould rife from all my grogngy 
Give fenfe to rocks, and fympathy to ftones. , 


Ye dutky woods-and echoing hills sround, 
Repeat my cries with a perpetual found : 
Be all ye flowery vales with thorns o’ergror 
Aflift my forrow’s and declare your owr; 
Alas! your lord is dead. The humble plain 
Mutt ne'er receive his courteous feet again: 
Mourn, ye gay fmiling meadows, and be feen 
In wintery robes, inftead of youthful green’; 
And bid the brook that {till runs warbling by, 
Move filent on, and weep his ufetets chant 

dry. 
Hither methinks the lowing herd fhould come, 
And moaning turtles murmur o’er his tenth: 
The oak fhali wither, and the curling vine 
Weep his young life out, while his arms untwine. 
Their amorous folds, and mix his bleeding foul 
with mine. as 

Ye ftately elms, in your long order mourn * ; 
Strip off your pride to drefs your mafter’s urn: 
Here gently drop your leaves inttead of tears: 
Ye elms, the reverend growth of ancient years, 
Stand tall and naked to the bluttering rage 
Of the mad winds ; thus it becomes your age 
To thow your forrows. Often ye have fecn 
Our heads reclin’d upon the tifing green ; 
Beneath your facred thade diffus'd we lay, 
Here friendfhip reign’d with an unbounded fway: 


Anon our thoughts fhould lower their lofty 
flight, 

Sink by degrees, and take a pleafing fight, 
A large round profpect of the Spreading plain, 
‘The wealthy river, and his winding train, 
"Fhe fmoky city, and the bufy men, 
Mow we thould fmile to fee degenerate worms 
Lavith their tives, and fight for airy forms 
Of painted honours, dreams of empty found 
‘Fill envy rife, and fhoot a fecond wound 
At {welling glory, firait the bubble breaks, 
“And the fcenes vanith, as the man awakes ; 
Then the tall titles infolent and proud 
Sink to the duft, and mingle with the crowd. 


Man is 0 reftlefs thing: Still vain and wild 
Lives beyond fixty, nor outgrows the child : 
His hurrying lufts ftill break the facred bound 
To feek new pleafures on forbidden ground, 
And bry them all too dear. Unthinking fool, 
For athort dying joy to fell a deathlefs foul ! 
“Lis but a grain of fweetnefs they can fow, 
And reap the long fad harveft of immortal woe. 


Another tribe toil in a different ftrife, 
And banith all the lawful {weets of life, 
To fweat and dig for gold, to hoard the ore, 
Hide the dear du@ yet darker than before, t 
And never dare to ufe a grain of all the ftore. 


Happy the man that knows the value jut 
Of earthly things, noris enflav’d to dutt. 
Tis a ric] c the fkies but rarely fend 
fay” «fouls, Then bappy thou, my friend, 
wwe badtt learnt to manage and command 
-¢ wealth that heaven befow'd with Liberal 
, hand: : 





* There was a dong row of tail elms then 
flanding where fame sears ofter the lower e4ardsa - 
wai made, 


soe 


Rither cur fouls their conttant offerings brought, 

The burthens of the breait, and iabours of the 
thought; 

‘Gur opening bofems on the confcious ground 

Spread all the forrows and the joys we found, 

‘And mingled every care; nor was it known 

Which of the pains and pleafures were our own; 

Then with an equal hand and honeft foul 

We hare the heap, yet both poflefs the whole, 

And all the paflions there through both our bo- 
foms roll. 

’ By turns we comfort, and by turns complain, 
‘And bear and eafe by turns the fympathy of pain. 


Friendfhip | myfterious thing, what magic 

powers 

Support thy (way, and charm thefe minds of ours? 

“Bound to thy foot we boat our birth-righe ftill, 

‘And dream of freedom, when we’ve loft our will, 

And thang’d avy our fouls: At thy command, 

We {natch Hew mileries from a foreign hand, 

‘To call them ours ; and; thoughtlefs of our eafe, 

Plague the dear self that we were born to pleafe. 

‘Thou tyrannefs of minds, whofe cruel throne 

Heap on peor mortals forrows not their own ; 

As thouch our mother nature could no more 

Find woes fuficient for each fon the bore, 

Friendthip divides the thares, and lengthens 

3 out the ftore. 

Yet we are fond of thine imperions reign, 

Broud of thy flavery, wanton in our pain, 

‘And chide the courteous hand when death dif 
folves the chain. 


Virtue, forgive the thought! the raving mufe 
Wild and defpairing knows not what the does, 
Grows mad in gsicf, and in her favage hours 
‘Affronts the name fhe loves and fhe adores. 

She is thy votarefs too ; and at thy shrine, 

O ficred friendhip, offer’d fongs divine, 

Whil Guntes liv’d, and both our fouls were 
thine. i 

Here to thefe fhades at folemn hours we came, 

‘To pay devotion with a mutual flame, 

Partners in blefs. | Sweet luxury of the mind ! 

And feet the aids of fenfe ! Each ruder wind 

Slept in its caverns, while an evening breeze 

Faun’d the ieaves gently, {porting through the 
trees: . 

Phe linnet and the lark their vefpers fang, 

And clouds of crimfon o'er th’ horizon hung 5 

‘The flow-declining fun with floping wheels 

Sunk down the golden day Gehind the weitern hills | 


Mourn, ye gardens, ye wnfinifh'd gates, 
Ye‘ green enclofures, and ye growing fweets, 
Lament; for ye our midmght hours have known, 
‘Aud watch'd us walking by the filent moon 
In cotiference divine, while heavenly fire 
Kindling our breafls did all our thoughts infpire 
With joys almoft immortal ; then our zeal 
Blaz’d and burnt high to reach th’ ethereal hill, 
‘And love refin’d, like that above the poles, 
“{hrew both our arms round one another’s fouls 
In rapture, and embraces. Ob forbear, 

Forbear my fong ! this is too much to hear, 
Too drzadful to repeat; fuch joys as thefe 
¥led trom the earth for ever ‘——— 











































THE WORKS OF WATTS. 


Oh for a general grief! let all things thare 

Our woes, that knew our loves: The neigbour« 
ing air 

Let it be laden with immortal fighs, 
And tell the gales, that every breath that flies 
Over theie fields fhould murmur and complain, 
And ki(s the fading grafs, and propagate the pains 
Weep all ye buildings, and the groves around 
For ever weep: this is. an endlefs wound, 
Watt and incurable, Ye buildings knew 
His filver tongue, ye groves have heard it too: ~ 
At that dear found no more hall ye rejoice, 
And I no more mutt hear the charming ‘voice =" 
‘Woe to my drooping foul! that heavenly breath, 
"That could (peak life, lies now congeal’d in deathy 
While on his folded lips all cold and pale 
Eternal chains and heavy filence dwell, 


Yet my fond hope would hear him fpeak again, 
Once more at leait, once more, and then 
Gunfton aloud I call: In vain I cry 
Gunfton aloud ; for he mutt ne’er reply. 
Jn vain I mourn, and drop thefe funeral tears, 
Death and the grave have neither eyes nor ears? 
‘Wandering I tune my forrows to the groves, 
And vent my {welling griefs, and tell the winds 

our loves; {not > 

While the dear youth Sleeps fatt, and hears thent 
He hath forgot me : In the lonefome vault 
Mindlefs of Watts and friendthip, cold he lies 
Deaf and unthinking clay.-—— 


But whither am I led? This artle(s grief 
Hurries thé mufe on, obftinate and deal 
To all the nicer rules, and bears her down 
From the tall fabric to the neighbouring ground t 
The pleating hours, the happy nioments patt 
In thele fweet fields reviving on my tafte t 
Snatch me away refittlets with impetous batte. 
Spread thy ftrong pinions once again, my fog, ‘ 
And reach the tusret thou haft left fo long: 
Over the wide roof its lofty head it rears, 
Long waiting our converfe ; but only hears 
The noify tumults of the realms on high; 
The winds falute it whiftling as they fly, 
Or jarring round the windows, rattling fhowers 
Lath the fair fides; above, lond thunder roars ; 
But (till the mafter fleeps; nor hears the voice 
Of facred friendthip, nor the tempett’s noife+ 
An iron flumber fits on every fenie, 
Tn vaja the heavenly thunders ftrive to roule ig 

thence. 


One labour more, my mufe, the golden {phere 
Seems to demand: See through the dufky air 
Downward it fhines upon the rifing moon; 
And,,as the labours up to reach her noon, 
Purfugs her orb with repercuftive light, 

And ftreaming gold repays the paler beams of 
ulyht: 

But not onc tay can reach the darkfome grave, 

Or pierce the folid gloom the cave 

Where Guntton dwells in death. Be it flames 

Like fome new meteor with diffudve p 

Through the mid-heaven, and overcomes 
‘ars; ; 

“ So fhines thy Gun‘ton’sfoul above thefphergs,” 

Raphael replies, and wipes away my tears. |* 


LYRIC POEMS. 


We faw the fichh fink down with clofing eyes, 

“ We heard thy grief fhyiek out, He dies, He dies, 

¥ Miftaken griet! to call the flefh the friend ! 

“* On our fair wings did the bright youth afcend, 

All heaven émbrac’d him with immottal love, 

* And tung his welcome to the courts above. 

Gentle Ithurie! led him round the fkies, 

The buildings ttruck him with immenfe furprife ; 

** The fpires all radiant, and the manfions bright, 

The roof high-vaulted with ethereal light : 

Beauty and ftrength on the tall bulwarks fate 

To heavenly diamond ; and for every gate 

‘ On golden hinges a broad ruby turns, 

Guards off the toe, and as it moves it burns ; 

Millions of glorics reign through every part ; 

* Infinite power, and uncrcated art, 

Stand here difplay'd, and to the ftranger show 

How it out-thines the noblett {cats below, 

The ttranger fed his gazing powers awhile 

Tranfyorted: Then, with a rezardle(s fmite, 

Glane’d his eye downward through the cryftal 
* floor, 

“ And took eternal leave of what he built before.” 


Now, fair Urania, leave the doteful ftrain ; 
Baphael commands: Affume thy joys again. 
In everlatting numbers fing, and fay, 

“* Guniton has mov'd his dwelling to the realms 
“of day; [groans away.” 
“ Guafton the sviend lives Mill: And give thy 





AN CLEGY ON MR. THOMAS GOUGE. 
TO MR. ARTHUR SHALLET, MERCHANT. 
Worthy Sir, 
Tue fubject of the following elegy was high in 
your eitccim, and enjoyed a large fhare of your 
gfections, Scarce doth his memory need the af- 
Bltance of the mufe to make it perpetual; but 
avhen fhe can at once pay her honours to the ve- 
»nerable dead, and by this addrefs acknowledge 
the favours fhe has received from the diving, it is 
a double pleature to, 
Sir, 
Your obliged humble fervant, 
d, Watts. 


To, THE MEMORY OF z 
THE REVEREND. MR. THOMAS GOUGE, 
Who died Jaa. Sth. 1699-1700, 


Ye virgin fouls, whole {weet complaint 
Could teach Euphrates * not to flow, 

Could Sion’s ruin fo divinely paint, 

> Array'd in beauty and in woe: * 
Awike, ye virgin fouls, to mourn, 

And with your tanetul dorrows dreis Prophet’s 
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Rocks fhall have eyes, and ftones have ears, 
While Gouge’s death is mourn’d in melody and 

tears. 

Heaven was impatient of our crimes,. _ 

And fent his minifter of death * 
To fcourge the bold rebellion of the tires, 
And to demand our prophet’s breath ; 

He came commiffion’d for the fates 

Of awful Mead, and charming Bates; <i, 

There he effay’d the vengeance fir, |” * - 
Then took a ditmal aim, and brought great Gonge- 

to duft. 

Great Gouge to dut! how doleful is the found! . 
How vatt the ftroke is! and how wide the wound ! 

Oh painful itroke ! diftreffing death ! 
A wound unmeafurably wide 

No vulgar mortal dy’d 
When he refign’d his breath. 

The mute that mourns 2 nation’s fall, 

Should wait at Gouge’s funeral, 

Should mingle majeity and groans, 

Such as the fings to finking. thrones, 

And in deep founding numbers tell, 
How Sion trembled, when this pillar fell. 

Sion grows wéak, and England poor, 

Nature herfelf, with all her ftore, 
Can furnifh fuch a pomp for death no mores 


‘The reverend man let all things mourn ; 
Sure be was fome ethereal mind, 
Fated in fleth to be coniin’d, 
And order'd to be born. : 
His foul was of th’ angelic frame, 
‘The fame ingredients, and the mould the fame, 
When the Creator makes a minifter of flame, 
He was all form'd of hoavenly things, 
Mortals, believe what my Urania Gings, . 
For the has {een him rife upon his flamy wings, 


How would he mount, how would he fly 
Up through the ocean of the tky, 
Tow'rd the celeftial cvatt ! 
With what amazing fwittnefs foar 
Till carth’s dark bail was feen no more, 
And ali its mouatains loft { 
Scarce could the mute purfue him with her fight ¢ 
But, angels, you can tell, 
For-ott you meet his wonderous flight, 
And knew the ftranger well; 7 
Say, how he paft the radiant fpheres. 
And vifited your happy feats, 
Aud avac’d the well-known turnings of the golden 
And waik’d among the ftars, [ireets, 


Tell how he climb’d the everlafting hills 
Surveying all the reaims above, . 
Borne on a trong-wing’d faith, and on the fery 


ote 






Of an immortal love. [wheels 
*Twas the glorious fight 
Of the inher’ ‘nts in light, . 


And redd their tiele in their Saviour’s right. 
How oft the humbie fcholar came, 
Avd to your tongs he rais’d his ears 
To learn th’ unutterable name, 
To view th? eternal bafe that. bears, 
The new creation’s frame. 
The countenance of God he faw, 
Full or mercy; full of awe, 


3% 


“The glosies of his power, and glories of his grace : 
“Dhere he beheld the wondrous fprings 
“OF thofe celeftial facred things, 
‘The peaceful gofpel, and the ery law 
In that majeftic face. : 
‘That face did all his gazing powers employ, 
With moft profound abafement and exalted joy, 
The rolls of fate were half unfeal’d, 
He ttovd adoring by; 
‘The volume open'd to his eye, 
And fweet intelligence he held 
With all his-thining kindred of the fry. 
Ye ferapbs that {urround the throne, 
‘Tell how his name wastbrough the palace known, 
, How warm his zeal was, and how like your own: 
‘Speak it atoud, let half the nation hear, 
~~" And bold blafphemers fbrink and fear +: 
Ympudent tongues: to blaft a prophet’s name ! 
‘The poiton fure was fetch’d from hell, 
Where the old biafphemers dwell, 
Fo taint the purc& duit, and blot the whiteft 
; fame! . {through, 
Empudent tongues! You thould be darted 
Nail'd to your own black mouths, and lie 
Dilelefs and dead till dander die, 
‘Till Mander die with you. 
“We faw him, faid th’ ethereal throng, 
™ “We {aw his warm devotions rire, 
* ‘We heard the fervour of his cries, 
And mix'd his praifes with our fong + 
© We knew the fecret flights 0° his retiring hours, 
« Nightly he wak'd his inward powers, 
* Young Iirael roe to wrettle with his God, 
And with unconquer’d force ical’d the celeftial 
“ towers, 
* ‘Toreach the bleifing down for thofe that fought 
“ his bloed. ? 
 Oft we beheld the thunderer’s hand 
“ Rais’d high to crush the fadtious foe ; 
«As oft we faw the rolling vengeance ftand 
“ Doubtful v obey the dread command, 
* While his afcending prayer upheld the falting 
“ blow.” 
Draw the paft {cenes of thy delight, 
My mufe, and bring the wondrous man to fight. 
Place him furrounded as he ftood 
With pious crowds, while from his tongue 
‘A ftream of harmony Tan foft along, 
‘And every ear drank in the flowing good: 
Softly it ran its filver way, 
Pi) warm devotion rais'd the cursent ftrong = 
"Then fervid zeal on the fweet deluge rade, 
Life, love and glory, grace and joy, 
Divinely roll’d promifcueus on the torrent-fiood, 
And bore our raptur’d fenfe away, and thoughts 
and fouls to God. 
O might we dwell for.ever there ' 
Ho more return to breathe this groffer air, 
- This atmofphere of fin, calamity, and care. 
But heavenly icenes {oon leave the fight 
While we belong to clays 
Pathions of terror and delight, 
Demand alternate {way. 


+ Though be was fo great and good 4 man, he 
ad not cfeape cenfures 
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Behold the man, whofe awful voice 
Conld well proclaim the fiery law, 
Kindle the flames that Mofes faw, 
And fwell the trumpet’s warlike noife. 
He ftands the herald of the threatening fkies, 
Lo, on his reverend brow the frowns divinely rife, 
All Sinai's thunder on kis tongue, and lightning 
in his eyes. 
Round the high roof the curfes flew 
Ditinguifhing each guilty head, 
Far from th’ unequal war the atheift fled, . 
His kindled arrows ftill purfue, 
His arrows ftrike the atheift through, 
And o’er his inmoft powers a fhuddering horror 
fpread. 
The matble heart groans with an inward wound; 
Blafpheming fouls of harden'd fteel 
Shriek out amaz’d at the new pangs they feel, 
And dread the echoes of the found. 
The lofty wretch arm’d and array’d 
In gaudy pride finks down his impious head, 
Plunges in dark defpair, and mingleswith the dead, 


Now, mute, affeme a fofter ftrain, 
Now (oothe the finner’s raging fimatt, 
Borrow vf Gouge the wondrous art 
To calm the furging confeience, and affwage the 
He from a bleeding God devives (pain 5 
Life for the fouls that guilt had flain, 
And ftrait the dying rebel lives, 
The dead arife again; 
The opening tkies almoft obey 
His powerful fong ; a heavenly ray Tday- 
Awakes defpair to light, and theds @ cheerful 
His wondrous voice rolls back the fpheres, 
Recalls the feenes of ancient years, 
To make the Saviour known 5 
Sweetly the flying charmer roves 
‘Through ai his labours and his loves, 
The anguith of his crofs, and triumphs of his 
throne. 
Come, he invites our feet to try 
The fteep afcent of Calvary, 4 
And fets the fatal tree before our eye = * 
See here celeftia! forrow reigns ; 
Rude nails and ragged thorns lay by, 
‘Ting'd with the crirofon of redeeming veins. 
In wondrous words he fung the vital flood 
Where ali our fins were drown’d, 
Words fit to heal and fit to wound, 
Sharp as the fpear, and balmy as the blood. 
In his difcourie divine 
Afreth the purple fountain flow’d 5 
Our falling tears kept fympathetic time, 
And trickled to the ground, 
While every accent gave a doleful found, 
Sad as the breaking heart-ftrings of th’ expiring 
G 


Down to the manfions of the dead, 

With trembling joy our fouls are led, 
The captives of his torgte | 

"There the dear prince of light reclin 

Darknefs and fhades among. 

With pleafing horror we furvey 
The caverns of the tomb, 

Where the belov’d Redeemer lay, 
And fhed a fweet perfume. * 
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Bark, the old earthquake roars again While every ear in tapture hung : 
an Gouge’s voice, and breaks the chain Upon the charming wonders of his tongue * 
Of heavy death, and rends the tombs : Life's bufy cares a facred filence bound. 
“The rifing God ! he comes, he comes, Frain, Attention ftood with all her powers, 
‘With throngs of waking faints, a long triumphing With fixed eyes and awe profound, 
. Chain’d to the pheafure of the found, 
See the bright {quadrons of the tky, Nor knew the flying houre 
Downward on. wings of joy and hafte they fly, ying 
Meet their returning fovereign, and attend him But O my everlating grief! 
A thining car the conqueror fills, fhigh. | Freaven has recall’d his envoy from our eyes 
Form’d of a golden cloud 3 . Hence deluges of torrow nite, : 
Slowly the pomp moves up the azure hills, Nor hope th’ impofithle relief. 
Old Satan foams and yells aloud, [the wheels. Ye remnants of the facred tribe 
And gnaws th’ eternal brats that binds him to Who feel-the lofs, come thare the fmart; 
‘he opening gates of blifs receive their king, And mix your groans with mine: 
The Father-God {miles on his Son Where is the tongue that can deferibe- 
Pays him the honours he has won, Infinite things with equal art, 
The lofty thrones adore, and little cherubs fing. Or language fo divine? ‘ 
Behoid him on his native throne, Our paédions want the heavenly flame, 
Glory fits fatt upon his head ; } Almighty Love breathes faintly in our 
Drefs't in new light, and beamy tobes, And awful threatenings languith on our tongues.5 
His hand rolls on the feafons, and the thining Howe is a great but fingle name: ; 
globes, ong Lsead: | Amid@ the crowd he ftands alone : : 
And (ways the living worlds, and regions of the | Stands yet, but with his ftarry Pinions on, 
Gouge was kis envoy to the realins below, Dreft for the flight, and ready to be gone. 
Vat was his truth, and great his (kill, Eternal God, command his ttay, 
Bright the credentials he could thow, Stretch the dear months of his delay; 
And thoufands own'd the feal, we could with his-age were one immortal day k 
His halfow’d lips could well impart But when the flaming chariot’s come, 
The grace, the Promile, and command : And ihining guards, t attend thy prophet home, 
‘He knew the pity of Immanuel’s heart, Amid a thoufand weeping eyes, 
Send an Elitha down, a foul of equal fize, 
Or burn this worthle(s globe, and take us to the 
ties. , 












Aad terrors of Jehovah’s hand, 
How did our iouls ftare out, te hear 
The embatties of love he bare, 


DIVINE SONGS FoR CHILDREN. 


PREFACRER 
‘TO ASL TAAT SRE ConeERNED IN THY EDGCATION oF cyitnrex, 


My Frrenns, 


Yn is an awful and important charge that is com- | fes, Deut. axxi. t9, 30, and’ we are diretted in 
mitted to you! The wifdom and welfare of the j the New Teftament, not onty to fing “ with grace 
fucceeding generation are intrufted with you be- j “in the heart, but to teach and admonith one aa 
forehand, and depend much on your conduct. : “ other by hymns and fongs,” Ephef. y. 1g. And 
The leeds of mifery or happinefs in this world, and ; there are thele four advantages in it. 

that to come, are oftentimes fown very early? and L There is a Eteat delight in the very learning 
therefore, whatever may conduce to give the Of truths and duties this way. There is fome. 
minds of children a relith for virtue and religion, | thing fo amufing and entertaining in rhymes and 
@ught, in the firft Place, to be Propofed. to you | metre, that will incline children to make this 

Verfe was at firit deiisred for the fervice of God, ° part of their bufinefs a diverfion, 

though it hawitf€en. wretchedly abufed fince. Fhe | turn their very duty into a teward, by giving them 
ancients, a:igug the Jewsand the Heathens, taught ' the privilege of learning one of thele fongs every 
Hectic children and difciples the precepts of morality - week, if they fulfil the bofinefs of the week weil, 
wid worfhip in verfe. "The children of Hraei were , and promifing them the book itfelf, when they 
*ommartied to learn the. words of the tong of Mo- { have dearat tea or twenty fougs out of it, 
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TI. What is learnt in verfe, is longer retained 
jn memory, ind fooner recollected. The like 
founds, and the like number of fyllables, exceed- 
ingly affift. the remembrance. And it may often 
happen, that the end of a fong running in the 
mind, may be an effectual means to keep off fome 
temptations, or to incline to fome duty, whena 

‘word of {cripture is not upon their thoughts. 

11. This will be a conftant furniture for the 
winds of children, that they may have fomething 
40 think upon when alone, and fing over to them- 
feives. This may.fometimes give their thoughts 
a divine turn, and raife a young meditation. Thus 
they will not be forced to feek relief for an emp- 
tinefs of mind, out of the loofe and dangerous fon- 
nets of the age. 

_ EV. Thefe Divine Songs may bea pleafant and 
prdper matter for their daily or weekly worthip, 
to fing one in the family, at {uch time as the pa- 
rents or governors fhali appoint; and therefore I 
have confined the verfe to the moft ufual pfe.m 
‘tunes. oes 

The greateft part of this little book was com- 
pofed feveral years ago, at the requeft of a friend, 
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who has been long engaged in the work of cate- 
chifing a very great number of children of all 
kinds, and with abundant fill and fuccefs. So 
that you will find here nothing that favours of 2 


party: The children of bigh and low degree, oi . 


the church of England or Diffenters, baptifed in 
infancy, or not, may all join together in thefe 
fongs. And as I have endeavoured to fink the 
language to the level of a child's anderftanding, 
and yet to keep it, if pofible, above contempt; 
fo I have defigned to profit all, if poflible, and of- 
fend none. I hope the more general the fente is, 
thefe compofures may be of the more univerfal ufe 
and fervice. 

I have added at the end, (ome attempts of fon- 
nets on moral fubjects, for children, with an air 
of pleafantry, to provoke fome fitter pen to write 
a litte book of them. 

May the Almighty God make you faithful in 
this important work of education; may he fuc~ 
ceed your cares with his abundant grace,that the 
rifing generation of Great Britain may be a glory 
among the nations, a pattern to the Chritian 
world, and a bieffing to the earth. 


——————— 


SONG IL 
A GENERAL SONG OF PRAISE TO GOD. 


How glorious is our heavenly King, 
Who reigns above the fky ! 

‘How thal a child prefume to fing 
His dreadful majeity ? 


‘How great his power is, none can tell, 
Nor think how large his grace ; 

Not men below, nor faints that dwell 
On high before his face. 


Not angels that ftand round the Lord, 
Can fearch his fecret will ; 

But they perform his heavenly word, 
And fing his praifes (till. 

‘Then let me join this holy train, 
And my firft offerings bring ; 

‘Th’ eterrial God will nut difdain 
‘To hear an infant fing. 


‘My heart refolves, my tongue obeys, 
‘And angels hall rejoice, 

"To hear their mighty Maker's praife 
Sound from a feeble voice. 


“s SONG IL 
PRAISE FOR CREATION AND PROVIDENCE. 


sine th’ almighty power of Ged, 
That made the mountains rife, 


P ‘ 
That {pread the flowing feas abroad, 


And built the lofty fisies, 


I fing the wifdom that ordain’d 
‘The tan to rule the day; 

‘The moon fhincs full at his commands 
And all the flars obey. 


I fing the goodnels of the Lord, 
‘That fill’d the earth with food : 

He form’d the creatures with his word, 
And then prohounc’d them good. 


Lord, how thy wonders are difplay'd, 
Whcere’er 1 turn mine eye! 

If I furvey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the fy! 


There’s not 2 plant or flower below, 
But mi thy glory known; 

And clouds arife, and tempetts blaw, 
By order from thy throne. 


Creatures (as nemerous as they be) 
Are fubject to thy, care ; 

There’s not a place where we can flee, 
But God is prefent there. 


Ta heaven he fhines with beams of loré, 
With wrath in hell beneath ! 
’Tis on his earth I ftand or move, 
And ‘tis his air I breathe. 
His hand is my perpetual guard; - 
He keeps me with his eye ; . 
Why thould I then forget the Lord, ~ 
Who is for ever nigh? 
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SONG Mf 
‘ PRAISE TO GOD FOR OUR REDEMPTION. 


Bresr be the wifdom and the power, 
‘The juitice and the grace, 
‘That join’d in counie! to reitore, 
And fave our ruin’d race. 


Our father ate forbidden fruit, 
And from his glory fell; . 
! Ard we his children thns wete brought is 
To death, and near to hell. “; 


+ Blett be the Lord that fent his Son 
’ ‘To take our fleth and blood ; 
He for our-lives gave up his own, 
To make our peace with God. 


He honour'd all hig Father's laws, 
Which we have difobey’d; 

Re bore our fins upon the crofs, 
And our full ranfom paid, 


Behold him rifing from the grave 5 
Behold him rais'd on high 

He pleads his merit, there to fave 
Tranfgreffors doom'd to die. 


There on a glorious throne he reigns, 
And by his power divine 

Redeemms us from the flavith chains 
Of Satan’ and of Sin. 


Thence hall the Lord to judgment come, 
And with a fovereign voice © 

Shall call, and break up every tomb, 
While waking faints rejoice. 

© may I then with joy appear 
Before the Judge’s face, 

And with the blefs’d affembly there 
Sing his redeeming grace! 


SONG IV. 
PRAISE FOR MERCIES SFIRITUAL AND TAM- 
ry PORAL. 


‘Wiene’er I take my walks abroad, 
How many poor Ffeé! 

What fhall { render to my God’ 
For all his gifts to me? 


Not more than others I deferve, 
Yet God has given me more ; 

For I have food, while others ftarve, 
Or beg from door to door. 


How many children in the ftreet 
Half naked: I behold! 

‘While I am cloth’d from head to feet, 
And cover’d from the cold. 


While fome poor wretches fearce can telk. 
_ Where they may lay their head; 
Ihave a home wherein to dwell, 

And ref spon my bed. 


While others early learn to fwear, 
‘And curfe, and lie, and fteal ; 
Lord, I am taught thy name to fear, 

And do thy holy will 


s@ 
Are thefe thy favours day by day 

"To me above the reft ? 
Then let me jove thee more than they, 

And try to ferve thee beft. 


SONG V. 


PRAISE FOR BIRTH AND EDUCATION IN & 
CHRISTIAN LAND. 


Great God, to thee my voice I raife, 

To thee my youngeft hours belong ; 

I would begin my life with praife, ef 
Till growing yearsimpro¢e the fong. 


°Tis to thy fovereign grace I owe 

That I was born on Britith ground ; 
Where ftreams of heavenly mercy flow, 
And words of {weet falvation found, 


J would not change my native land 

For rich Pere with all her gold; 

A nobler prize lies in my hand, vs 
Than Eaft or Weftern Indies hold. 


How do E pity thofe that dwell 

Where ignorance and darknefsreigns ! 
They know no heaven, they fear no helly 
Thofe endlefs joys, thofe endlefs pains. * 


Thy glorious promifes, Q Lord, 
Kindle my hopes and my defire ; 
While all the preachers of thy word 
Wam me to ‘feape cternal fire. 


Thy praife thall ftill employ my breath, 
Since thou haft mark’d my way to heaven ; 
Nor will 1 run the road to death, 

And waite the bleilings thou haft given, 


SONG VL 
PRAISE FOR THE GOSPEL: 


Lorp, I sfcribe it to thy grace, 
And not to chance as others do, 
That I was born of Chriftian race, 
And not a Heathen or a Jew. 


What would the ancient Jewith kings, 

And Jewifh prophets once have given, 

Could they have heard thofe glorious things, 
Which Chritt reveal’d and brought from heaven $ 


How glad the heathens would have been, 
‘That worthip’d idols, wood and ftone, 

If they the book of God had feen, 

Or jefus and his gofpel known ! 

Then if this gofpel ¥ refute, 

How thall I e’er lift up mine eyes? 

For all the Gentiles and the Jews 
-Againf me will in judgment rife. 


SONG VIE. 
‘THE EXCELLENCY OF THE BIBLE. 


Great God, with wonder and with praife 
On all thy works I look ; 

But fill thy wifdom, power and gracey 
Shine brighteft in thy book, 
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‘The flars, that in their courfes roll, 
Have much inftruction given ; 
But thy good word informs my foul 

How I may climb to heaven. 


‘The fields provide me food, and thow 
The goodnefs of the Lard ; 

But fruits of life and glory ‘grow 
In thy moft holy word. 


Here are my choicett treafures hid, 
Here my beft comfort lies; 
Here my defires are fatisfy’d, 
And hence my hopes drife. 


Lord, make me underftand thy law; 
Show what my thoughts have been: 

And from thy gofpet let me draw 
Pardon for ail my fin, 


Here would I learn how Chrift had dy'd 
To fave my foul from hell : 

Not all the books on earth befide 
Such heavenly wonders tell, 


‘Then let me love my Bible more, 
And take a freth delight 

By day to read thefe wonders o'er, 
And meditate by night. 


SONG VL 
PRAISE TO GOD FOR LEARNING TO READ. 


War praifes of my tongue 
I offer to the Lord, 

‘That I was taught, and learnt fo young 
Ta read his holy word. 


That Iam brought to know 
The danget I was in, 

By nature and by praétice too, 
A wretched flave to fin. 


That I am led to fee 
can do nothing well; 

And whither thall’a finner flee 
Te {ave himfelf from helt ? 


Dear Lord, this hook of thine 
Informs me where to go, 

For grace to pardon all my fin, 
And make me holy too. 


‘Here Ican read, and learn 
How Chrift, the Sun of God, 
Has undertook our great concern; 
Our ranfom coft his blood. 


And now he reigns above, 
He fends his Spirit down 

To thow the wonders of his love, 
And make his gofpé] known. 


O may that Spirit teach, 
And make my heart receive 
‘Thofe truths which all thy fervants preach, 
"And all thy faints believe. 
Then hall J praife the Lord’ 
In a more cheerful ftrain, 
‘That I was taught to read his word, 
Aad have not learatia vain. 


SONG IX. 
THE ALL-SEEING GoD. 
Axmrcuty God, thy piercing eye 
Strikes through the thades of night, 
And our moft fecret actions lie 
All open to thy fight. 


There’s not a fin that we commit, 
Nor wicked word we fay, 

But in thy dreadful book °tis writ, 
Againft the judgement-day. 


And muft the crimes that I have done 
Be read and publith'd there ? 

Be all expos’d hefore the fun, . 
While men and angels hear ? 


Lord, at thy foot atham’d I lie; 
Upward I dare not look ; 
Pardon my fins before I die, 
And blot them from thy book. 


Remember all the dying pains 
That my Redeemer felt, 

And let his blood wath out my ftains, 
And anfwer for my guilt. 


O may I now for ever fear 
T indulge a finful thought, 

Since the great God can fee and hear, 
And writes down every fault: 


SONG xX. 
SOLEMN THOUGHTS oF Gop AND DF ATS; 
Tuere is a God that reigns above, 
Lord of the heavens, and earth, and feast 
I fear his wrath, I afk his love, 
And with my lips I fing his praife. 


There is a law which he has writ, 
To teach usall that we mut do: 
My foul, to his commands fubmit, 
For they are holy, juft, and true. 


There is a gofpel of rich grace, 

Whence finners all their comforts draw : 
Lord, I repent, and feek thy face ; 

For I have often broke thy law. 


There is an hour when I mutt die, 

Nor do I know how foon ’twillcomes 
A thoufand children young as I, 

Are cail’d by death to hear their doom, 


Let me improve the hours 1 have, 
Before the day of grace is fled; 
There's no repentance in the grave, 
Nor pardons offer’d to the dead. 


Juft as a tree cut down, that fell 
To north or fouthward, there it les 
So man departs to heaven or hell, 
Fiz’din the fate wherein he dies. 


SONG XE 


SBEAVEN AND HELI, 


Trere is beyond the tky 
A heaven of joy and love; 
3 
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And holy children when they die 
Go to that world above. 


‘There is a dreadful hell, 
And everlatting pains ; 

There finners mutt with devils dwell 
In darknefy, fire, and chains, 


Can fuch a wretch ast 

. Efcape this curfed end? 

And may I hope whene’er I die 
T fhal! to heaven afcend ? 


Then will I read and pray, 
While J have life and breath ; 

Left I thould be cut off to-day, 
And fent t' eternal death. 


SONG XII 


THE ADVANTAGES OF RARLY RELIGION. 


Tlarpy’s the child whofe youngeft years 
Receive inftructions well: 

Who hates the finner’s path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 


‘When we devote our youth to God, 
*Tis pleafing in his eyes ; 

A flower, when offer’d in the bud, 
Is no vain facrifice. 


*Tis exfier work if we begin 
‘To fear the Lord betimes ; 
While finners that grow old in fin 
Are harden’d in their crimes, 


"Fwill fave us from a thoufand faares, 
‘Lo mind celigion young ; 

Grace will preterve our following years, 
And inake our virtue ftrung. 





"To thee, Almighty God, to thee, 
Our childhood we refign ; 

Twill pleafe us to look buck and fee 
‘Lhat our whole lives were thine. 


Let the (weet work of prayer and praife 
Employ my youngeit breath ; 

Thus I'm prepar’d tor louger days, 
Or fit for carly death. 

3 


SONG XL 
TUE DANGER OF DELAY, 


Wny fhould I fay, “ Tis yet too foon 

“ Vo feck for heaven or think ofdeath 2” 
A flower may fade before ‘tis noon, 
And I this day muy lavic my breath, 








If this rebellious heart of mine 
Befpile the gracious catls at heaven, 
Jorgy bi erden’d in my fio 


What if the LovJd wr Fe 

White Trefufe wo read and pray, 

That he'll refufe tu lend ane 

To all my groans anche: 
Vou dx 





















‘What if his dreadful anget burn, 
While Irefufe his offer’d grace, 

And ail his love to fury turn, 

And ftrike me dead upon the place? 


°Tis dangerous to provoke a God! 

His power and yengeance none can tell ¢ 
One ftroke of his Almighty rod 

Shall fend young finners quick to hell.. 


Then ‘twill for ever be in vain 
To cry for pardon and for grace: 
To wif I had my time again, 
Or hope to fee my Maker’s face. 


SONG XIV. 
EXAMPLES OP £ARLY PIETY. 


Wuar blefs’d examples do I find 
Writ in the word of truth, 

Of children that began to mind . 
Religion in their youth ! 


Jefus, who reighs above the fky, 
And keeps the world in awe, 

‘Was once a child‘ds young as I, 
And kept his Father’s law. 


At twelve years old he talk’d with meg} 
(The Jews all wondering ‘ftand) 

Yet he obcy'd hit mother then, na 
And came at her command, 


Children a fweet hofanna fung, 
And bleft their Saviour’s name ; 

They gave him honour with their tongue, 
Whiic feribes and priefts blafpheme. 





Samuel the child was wean’d, and bfought 
To wait upon the Lord; " 

Young Timothy by times was taught 
To know his holy word. 


Then why should I fo Jong delay 
What others learnt fo oon? 

Twould not pits another day 
Without this work begun, 


SONG Xv. 
AGAINST LYING, 
O ‘115 a lovely thing for youth 
Lo k Letimes in wifdom’s way; 
‘To tear a he, to {peak the truth, 
‘Yhat we may traf to all they fay. 





But liars we can never truft, 

Though they thould fpeak the thing that’s true 3 
* Aud he that docs one fault at firft, 

And es to hide it, makes it twe. 






. and grew fo bold 
hat wicked lie 
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ry] 
he Lord delights in them that fpeak 
¢ words of truth; but every liar 
‘Mutt have his portion in the lake 
: ‘Phat burns with brimftone and with fire, 


“Phen let me aiways watch my lips, 
Lett I be ftruck to death and hell, 
Since God a book of reckuning keeps 
For every fie that children tell 


SONG XVI 
AGAINST QUARRELLING AND FIGHTING. 


‘Ler dogs delight to bark and bite, 
For God hath made them fo; 

Let bears and lions grow! and fight, 
For ‘tis their nature too, 


“But, children, you thould never let 
_ Such angry paffions rife ; 

'Your little hands were never made 
“ To tear eawh other’s eyes. 


‘Let love through all our actions ran, 

+, And all your words be mild; 

(Live like the bleffed virgin’s fon, 
That fweet and lovely child. 


is foul was gentle as a lamb ; 
ae as his ftature grew, : 
grew in favour both with man, 
And God his Father too. 


‘Now Lord of all he reigns above, 

“And from his heavenly throne 

He fees what children dwell in love, 
* And marks them for his own. 


SONG XVIL 


Lovr BETWEEN BROTHERS AND SISTER. 


Wattver brawls difturb the ftreet, 
There fhould be peace at home ; 
. Where fitters dwell and brothers meet, 
¥ Quarrels thould never come. 


“Birds in their little nefts agree ; 
And ‘tis a fhameful fight, 
fWhen children of one family 

» Fall out aad chide and fight. 


“Ward names at firft, and threatening words, 
That are but noify breath, 

May grow to clubs and naked fwords, 
‘To murder and to death. 


‘The devil tempts one mother’s fon 
s,. To rage againft another ; 
, So wicked Cain was burry’d on 
Till ho had kill'd his brother. 


‘The wife will make their anger coo}, 
At leaft before "tis night ; 

Bat in the bofom of a fool 
It burns till morning-light. 


Pardon, O Lard, our childith tage, 
Our little brawls remove; 


That, as we grow to riper age, 
Our hearts may ail be love. 


SONG XVII 
AGAINST SCOFFING AND CALLING NAMES, 


Our tongues were made to blefs the Lord, 
And not {peak ill of men; 
When others give a railing word, 
We mutt not rail again, a 


Crofs words and angry names require 
‘Yo be chaftis’d at fchool ; 

And he’s in danger of hell fire, 
That calls his brother fool. 


But lips that dare be fo profane, 
To mock and jeer and fcoff 

At holy things or holy men, 
The Lord hail cut them off. 


When children in their wanton play 
Serv'd old Elitha fo; 

And bid the prophet go his way, 
“ Go up, thou bald-bead, go.” 


God quickly Ropp’d their wicked breath, 
And fent two raging bears, 

That tore them limb from limb to death. 
With blood and groans and tears, 


Great God, how terrible art thou 
To finners e’er fo young ! 

Grant me thy grace, and teach me how 
‘To tate and rule my tongue. 


SONG XIX. 


AGAINST SWEARING AND CURSING, AND TAKING 
Gop's NAME IN VAIN. 


Aneers, that highio glory dwell, 
Adore thy name, Almighty God ! 

And devils tremble down in hell, 

, Beneath the terrors of thy rod. 





Abufe thy dreadful g 
And when they're angry, how they fwear. 
And curfe their fellows and blafpheme ! 


How will they @and before thy face, 
Who treated thee with fuch difdain, 
While thou fhalt doom them to the place 

Of everlafting fire and pain? 


Then never fhall one cooling drop 

‘To quench their buraing tongues be given; 
But I will praife thee here, and hope 
+ Thus to employ my tongue in heaven. 


My heert thal be in pain to hear 
Wretches affront the Lord above ; 
°Tis that great God whofe powef Lfear ; 
That heavenly Father whom I love. f 
Ifmy companions grow profane, - 
TH leave their friendthip, when I hear 
Young finners take thy name in vein, 
4nd learn to curle, and learn to {wears 
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SONG XX. 
AGAINST IDLENESS AND MISCHIRY, 


Mow doth the little bufy bee 
Improve each fhining hour, 

And gather honey all the day 
From every opening flower? 


How fkilfully the builds her cell! 

* How neat the {preads the wax! 

And labours hard to ftore it well ; 
‘With the fweet food the makes. f ¢ 


In works of labour or of fhill, 
T would be bufy too; 

For Satan finds fome mifchief ftill 
For idle hands to do. 


In books, or work, or healthful play} 
Let my firtt years be paft, 

‘That I may give for every day 
Some good account at laf. 


SONG XXL 
AGAINST EVIL COMPANY. 


Way fhould [ join with thofe in play, 
In whom I've no delight ; 

Who curfe and {wear but never pray ; 
Who call ifl names and fight ? 


Thate to hear a wanton fong: 
Their words offond mine ears; 

T thould not dare defile my tongue 
With language fuch as theirs. 


Away from fools P'll turn mine eyes, 
Nor with the {coffers go ; 

I would ‘be walking with the wile, 
‘That wifer I may grow. 


From one rude boy that us'd to mock, 
They learn the wicked jeft: 

One fickly fheep infects the flock, 
And poifons all the reft. 


My God, I hate to walk, or dwell 
With finful children here ; 

Then let me not be fent to hell, 
Where none but finners are. 


a SONG XXIL 
AGAINST PRIDE IN CLOTHES. 


Wuy thould our garments, made to hide 
Our parents fhame, provoke our pride ? 
The art of drefs did ne'er begin, 

Till Eve our mother learnt to fin. 


When firft the put her covering on, 
Her robe of innocence was gone ; 
Fmset her childfen vainly boaft 
In the t. 4 marks of glory loft. 


How proud we are! how fond to fhow 
Oyr clothes, and agjl them rich and new ! 
‘When the poor fhe. $ and filk-worm wote 
"Cnat very clothing’ long before. 


The tulip and the butterfly » 


| Appear in gayer coats than f; 


Let me bz drett fine as TI will, 
Flies, worms, and flowers, exceéd me Sill. 


Then will I fet my heart to find 

Inward adornings of the mind : 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace . 
Thefe are the robes of richett drefs. 


No more fhall worms with me compare; 
Thisis the raiment angels west ; 

The Son of God, when here below, 

Pit on this ble apparel too. 


, It never fades, it ne’er grows old, 


Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mould; 
It takes no fpot, but ftill refines; . 
‘The more "tis worn, the more it fhines. 


In this on earth fhould ! appear ; 
Then go to hcaven and wear it there 5 
God will approve it in his fight ; 

"Tis his own work, and his delight. 


SONG XXII. 


OBEDIENCE TO PARENTS. 


, Ler children that would fear the Lord 


Hear what their teachers fay ; 
With reverence meet their parents word, 
And with delight obey. 


Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 
Are threaten’d-by the Lord, € 
To him that breaks his father’s law, * 
Or mocks his mother’s word ; : 


What heavy guilt upon bim lies ! 
How curfed is his name! 

The ravens fhall pick ont his eyes, 
And eagles eat the fame. 


But thofe who worfhip God, and give 
Their parents honocr due, 


: Here on this earth they long fhall live, 


And live hereafter too. 


SONG XXIV. 


TRE CHILD'S COMPLAINT. 


Wur thould ¥ love my fport fo weil, 
So conftant at my play, 
And lofe the thoughts of heaven and hell 
And then forget to pray ? 


What do I read‘ my Bible for; 
But, Lord, to learn thy will ; 
And fhall 1 daily know thee-more, 

And lefs obey thee fill? _ 


Hw fenfelefs is my heart and wild! 
How vain are all my thoughts! 
Pity the weaknefs of a child, 
And pardon ail my faults! 


Make me thy heavenly voice to hear, 
And let me love to pray ; . 
Since God will jend a gracious eat 
Te what a child can fay. 
As jj 


PUT INTO SHORT RHYME FOR 
Exodus, Chap. xx. 
» Tuov thalt have no more Gods but me, 
_2. Before no idol-bow thy knee. = 
- Take not the name of God 
4 Nor dare the: - 


heart I clofe my eyes, 


Br you to others kind and true, 

As you'd have others be to you . 
>} And neither do nor fay to men, 

Whate’er you would not take again. 


DUTY TO GOD AND 


Love God with all your foul 
With all your heart and mind: 
=] And love your neighbour as 4 
Be faithful, juft, and kind. © 
Deal with another as you'd have * 
_ Another deal with you; 
‘What you’re unwilling to recei 
{ers ye 
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~Out of my Book of Hymys J Bave bere added the 
.. Hofanna, and Glory to the Father, '9'c. to be fung 
* at the End of any of thefe Songs, according to the 


Direftion of Parents or Governors. 


THE HOSANNA; OR SALVATION. - 
ASCRIBED TO CHRIST. 


\. LONG METRE. 


Hosanna to king David's Son, 

Who rcigns on a fuperior throne: 
“We blefs the Prince of heavenly birth, 
Who brings falvation down on carth. 


Let every nation, every age, 
In this delightful work engage ¢ 
Old men and babes in Sion fing 
‘The growing glories of her king. 


COMMON METRE. 


Hosanna to the Prince of Grace; 
Sion, behold thy king ! 

Proclaim the Son of David’s race, 
And teach the babes to fing. 


Hofanna to th’ eternal Ward, 
‘Who from the Father came; 

Afcribe falvation to the Lord, - 
With bleffings on his name. 


wg, SHORT METRE, 


Hosanna to the Son 

“Of David and of God, 7 
‘Who brought the news of pardon down, ~ 
"And bought it with his blood. : 


To Chrift, th’ anointed King, 
Be endlefs bleffings given ; 
Bet the whole carth his glory fing, 
* Who made. our peace with heaven. 


» GLORY TO THE FATHER AND THE 
- SON, &c, 


LONG METRE, 


To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, Three in One; 
Be honour, praife and glory given, 
By all on earth, and ail in heaven. 


COMMON METRY, 

Now let the Father and the Son, 
And Spirit, be ador’d, 
here there are works to make him known, 
Or faints to love the Lord. - © 


SHORT METRE, 
Give to the Father praife, 
Give glory to the Son; : 
And to the Spirit of his grace; 
Be equal honour done. 





A SLIGHT SPECIMEN OF MORAL SONGS, 

3s I nwifh fome bappy and condefeending genius 

wou undertake for the ufe of children, and perform 
much otter. ee 


- Tae fenfe and fubjeés might bé borrowed plenti- 
fly from the Proverbs of Solomon, from all the 
: 3 
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common appearances of nature, from all the oce 
currences of civil life, both in city and country 
(which would alfo afford matter for other divine 
fongs). Here the language and meafures fhould 
be eafy, and flowing with cheerfulneds, with or 
without the folemnities of religion, or the facred 
names of God and holy things; that children 
might find delight and profit together. % 
This would be one efletual way to deliver 
them from thofe idle, wanton, or profane fongs, 
which give fo early an ill taint to the fancy and 
memory ; and become the feeds of future vices, 



































I. THE SLUGGARD. © 


’T1s the voice of the fuggard; I heard him com- 

plain, {again.” 
You have wak’d me too foon, I muft flumber 
As the door an its hinges, fo he on his bed, [head. 
‘Turns his fides and his fhoulders and his heavy 


« A little more fleep and a little more flumber ;”” 
‘Thus he waftes half his days, and his hours with~ 
out number ; ' < 
And when he gets up, he fits folging his hands, 
Or walks about fauntering, of trifling he ftands. . 


1 pafs’d by his garden, and faw the wild brier, 

‘The thorn and the thiftle grow broader and higher 
The clothes that hang on him arc turning toiags: 
And his money ftiil wattes till he flarves or he buga, 


I made him a vifit, {till hoping to find 
He had took better care for improving his mind: 
He told me his dreams, talk'd of eating and drink= 
ing ; 7 ing. 
But he icarce reads his Bible and never loves we: 
Said ] then to my heart, “ Here’s 2 Jeffon for me :* 
That man’s but a picture of what 1 might be; 
But thanks to my friends for their care in my 


reeding, ing. 
| Who taught me betimes to love working and ra 


Il. INNOCENT PLAY. 


Asroap in the meadows to fee the young lambs 
Run fporting about by the fide of their dams, 
With fleeces fo clean and fo white; 

Or a neft of young doves in a large open cage, 

When they play ail in love, without anger or rage, 
How much may we learn from the fight ! 


Hf we had been ducks, we might dabble in mud; 
Or dogs, we might play till it ended in blood ; 
So foul and fo fierce are their natures: , 
ut Thomas and William, and fuch pretty names, 
Should be cleanly and harmlefs as doves or as lambs, 
‘Thofe lovely {weet innocent creatures. 


Not a thing that we do, nor.a word that we fay, 
Should hinder another in jefting or play; 

For he’s ftill in earneft that’s hurt ; aad 
How rude are the boysthat throw pebblesand mire { 
There’s none but a madman will fling about fire, 

‘And tell you, “ ’Tis all but in fport.” 


Ill. THE ROSE. 


How fair is the rofe! what 2 beautiful dower 
The glory of April and May! ae 
: Asi 


oye 
Butt the leaves ave beginning to fade in an hour, 
And they wither and dic in a day. . 


‘Yet the rofe has one powerful virtue to boaft, 
Above all the Jowers of the field : 


‘When its leaves are all dead, and fine colours are 
Still how fweet a perfume it will yield!. “[loft, 


So frail is th: youth and the beauty of men, 


Though they bloom and look gay like the rofe: 


But all.our fond care to preferve them is vain 3 
Time kills them ag faft ashe. goes. - 


Then I'll not be proud of my youth or my beauty, 


Since both of them wither and fade : 
But gain a good name by well-doing my duty; 
* This will fcent, like a rofe, when I’m dead, 


TV. THE THIEF, 


Wav thould ¥ deprive my neighbour 

:_Of his goods againtt his will? 

Hands were made for hone{labour, 
Not to plunder or to fteal, i 


*Tis a foolith felfdeceiving 
By fuch tricks€o hope for gain: 
All that’s ever got by thieving 
‘Turns to forrow, fhame, and pain, 


Have not Eve and Adami taught us - 
Their fad profit to compute? + 
To what difinal ftate they brought us 
‘When they ftole forbidden fruit? ; 


Oft we fee a young beginner 
Practife little pilfering ways, 
Till grown up a harden’d finner s 

Then the gallows ends his days, 


‘Theft will not‘ be always hidden, - 
Though we fancy none can {py :. 
‘When we take a thing forbidden, . 
God beholds it with his eye. 
Guard my heart, O God of heaven, 
Left I covet what's not mine; -+ 
Left I fteat what is not given, . 
Guard my heart, and hands from fix. 


; Vv. THE ANT, OR EMMET, 


‘Turse Emmets how little they are in our eyes? 
‘We tread them to duit, and:a troop of them dies 
Without our regard or concern: 


Yet, as wife as we are, if we went to their {chool, 


‘There’s many. a fluggard and many a fool, , 
Sbme Jeffons of witdom might learn. 


‘They don’t wear their time clit in Mleepifig or play, 


But gather up corn in.a fun-ihiny day, 
And for winter they lay up their flores: < 
"They manage their work in fuch regular forms, 


One would think they forefaw all the frofts and 


od’, the ftorms, 2 0.7, . . 
And fo brought their food within doors. 


But T have lefs fonfe than a poor creeping ant, 


Mf Ltake not due care for the things I fhall want, 


Hi Nor provide againft-dangere in time. 
‘When death or old age fhall ftare in my face, 
‘What a wretch fhall I be in the end of my days, 
4s) Uf Terifle away all their prime! 


an 
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Now, now; whilg my Mrength and wey ymath are! 
in bloom, 


5 an 

Let me think what will ferve me when ficknefs thalt ! 
: And pray that my fins be forciven. [eome, 
Let me read in books, and believe, and obey, 

‘That when death turns me ont of this cottage of ' 
I may dwell in a palace in heaven. (clay, 


‘VI. GOOD RESOLUTIONS, 
Trovon I am now in younger days, 


Nor can J tell what fhall befal me. 
T'll prepare for every place. 
Where my growing age thall call me, 


Should I be rich or great, 

Others fhall partake my gaodnefs; 
Tl fupply the poor with meat, 

Never thowing {corn or rudenefe. 
Where I fee the blind or lame, ‘ 

Deaf or dumb, I'll kindly treat them ¢ 
I deferve to feel the fame 

If I mock, or hurt, or cheat them. 
If ] meet with railing tongues, 

Why fhould | return them railing, 
Since I beft revenge my wrongs, 

By my patience never failing ? 
When I hear them telling lies, 

Talking foolith, curfing, fwearing 5 
Firft 'll try to make them wife, 

Or T'll foon go out of hearing. 
What though | be low and mean, 

T'll engage the rich to love me, 
While P’'m modef, neat and clean, 

And fubmit when they reprove me, 


| If I thould be poor and fick, 


1 thall meet, I hope, with pit fe: 
Since love to help the weak, " 

Though they’re neither fair nor witty, 
Pll not willingly offend, . -- 

Nor be cafily offended ; 
What's amifs Pll ftrive to mend, 

And endure what can’t be mended, 
May I be fo watchful ftill 

O’er my humours and my paffion, 
As to {peak and do no ill, 

Though it fiould be ali the fathion : 
‘Wicked fathions lead to hell; 

Ne’er may I be found complying 3 
But in life behave fo well, 

Not to be afraid of dying. 


A SUMMER EVENING. 

How fine has the day been, how bright was the fur, 
How lovely and joyful the courfe that he rnn, 
Though he rofe in a niift when his race he begyn, 

“And there follow'd fome droppings of rain! 
But now the fair traveller’s come to the weft, : 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are beft ;_ 
He paints the iky gay as he finks to his reft, 

And foretells a bright rifing again. 
Juft fuch is the Chriftian: His courfe he ¥-gins, 
Like the fun ina mift, while he mourns for his fins, 


| And melts into tears: ‘Then he breaks out ang 


And travels his heavenly way : [hines, 
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But when he comes nearer to finifh his race, 
Like a fine fetting fun he looks richer in grace, 
‘And gives a fure hope at the end of his days 
* Of rifing in brighter array. : 


Some Copies of the following Hymn baving get abroat 
already into feveral bands, the Author bas been per” 
“uaded te permit it to appear in public, at the end of 
thefe Songs for Children, : 


. A CRADLE HYMN. 

Husa! my dear, lie fill and flumber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed ! 

Heavenly bleffings without number ; 
Gently falling on thy head. : : 

Sleep, my babe ; thy food and raiment, 

” Houfe and home thy friends provide ; 

All without thy care or payment, 
‘All thy wants are well fupply’d. 

How much better thou'rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be, 

When from heaven he defcended, 
And became a child like thee ? 

Soft and eafy is thy cradle : : 
Coarfe and hard thy Saviour lay: 

‘When his birth-placo was a ftable, 
‘And. his fofteft bed was hay. 

Bleffed habe! what glorious features, : 
Spotlefs fair, divinely, bright ! 

Mutt he dwell with brutal creatures £ 
How could angels bear the fight ? 

‘Was there nothing but a manger 
Curfed finncrs could afford, 

To receive the heavenly ranger ! : 
Did they thus affront their Lord?” 

fioft, my child; 1 did not chide thee, 
‘Though my fong might found too hard; 


ae 875 
* Mother 


Tis thy { fits befide thee, 
Norfe that 
‘And her arms fhall be thy guard. 


Yet to read the fhameful ftory, 
How the Jews abus'd their King,- 

How they ferv'd the Lord of glory, 
Makes me angry while I firg. 


See the kinder fhepherds round him, 
‘Telling wonders from the fky! 
Where they fought him, there they found him, 
With his virgin mother by. - ~ e 
See the lovely babe a-dreffing ; 
Lovely infant, how be fmil’d! 
When he wept, the mother’s bleffing 
Sooth’d and hufh’d the holy child. 


Lo, he flumbers in his manger, 

Where the horned oxen ha “ 

Peace, my darling, here’s no danger, 
‘Here’s no ox a-near thy bed. 


"Twas to fave thee, child, from dying, 
Save my dear from burning flame, 

Bitter groans and endlefs crying, 
‘That thy bleft Redcorter came. 


May’ft thou live to know and fear him, 
"Trutt and love him all thy days 5 
Then go dwell for ever near him, 
See his face, and fing his praife ! 
I could give thee thovfan¢ hiffes, 
Hoping what I mod doors; 
Not a mother’s fondeft wifes 
Can to greater joys aipire. 


© Here you may ufe the words, brother, fifer, neighe 
our, frit ee * x cat . very argh 
A a ij 


THE 


POETICAL WORKS 


AMBROSE PHILIPS, ESQ. . 


Containing 
PASTORALS,’ SONGS, 
ODES, EPIGRAMS, 
EPISTLES, TRANSLATIONS, 
We. We. We. 


To which is prefixeé 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 


nr 


To rural lays, e’er yct in manhood ripe, 
A thepherd didft thou tune thinc oaten pipe : 
The groves and ftreams, and daify-painted plains, 
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: THE LIFE OF A. PHILIPS. ‘ 





Ampnose Puriirs, defended of an ancient family in Leicefterthire, was born in 1671. Of the 
place of his birth, or the carly part of his life, there are no memorials, . 

He received his academical education at St. John’s College, Cambridge, of which he beggme a 
Fellow. 

He was probably imtended for the church, and feems to have taken the firft orders; for ™ 
mentions him in “ the Bathos,” as a zealous proteftant deacon. 

He firit tried his poetical powers, in contributing fome Englih verfes to’the “ Cambridge collesy 
tion,” on the death of Queen Mary. 

He afterwards undertook to epitomize Hacket’s * Life of Archbifhop Williams,” which he pug 
blifhed in 1700, with an Appendix, giving an account of his benefactions to St. John’s College. 

Jn this work, he had an opportunity, which he wanted, to. promote the principles of the Whig’ 
party, of which he was a zealous adhercat, as the Archbifhop wus the perpetual antagonift to Laud, 
and a ftrenuous oppofer of the high church meafures. 

Aboyt this time, it is probable, he left the Univerfity, and repaired to London, where he eafily 
found accefa to Addifon and Steele, by whom he was received with kindnefs; and, according to Jn. 
cob, he affociated with the wits who frequented Button’s Coffee-houfe. - 4 

Not long afterwards, he probably publifhed his Six Pafforals ; at leaft he muft have publithed? 
them before 1704, becanfe they are evidently prior to thofe ef Pope, his powerful rival in thay 

Pirecies of compofition. 

© This work, which he inferibed to the univerfal patron, the Earl of Dorfet, firft Procured him 
the notice of the public, and completely eftablithed bis poetical reputation. 

I He afterwards went abroad ; but how he was employed, or in what fituation, is not yet difco~ 
vered. 

It is certain that he was at Copenhagen in 1709, from whence he addreffed A Poetical Epiftle tov 
the Earl of Dorfet, which is juftly efteemed one of his bett performances. 

It was publithed in « The Tatler,” under the title pf A Winter Piece, and mentioned by Steelg 
in the following terms of approbation. 

© This is as fiae a piece as we ever had from any of the fchools of the moft learned painters: 
Tach images as thefe give us a new pleafure in our fight ; and fix upon our minds traces of seinem, 
which accompany us whenever the like objeéts occur.” 

Pope, when he affected to defpife his other writings, always excepted this out of the number; and 
in one of his firft letters, mentions it with high praife, as the production of 2 man “ who could 
write nobly,” 

On his return to London, his friends were no longer in power; and having obtained no fuitable 
spawns he was reduced to tranflate The Perfiaa Tales for Tonfon; for which, though liberally 
Omg, he was aftcrwards reproached by Pope, with this addition of contempt, that he worked 

Tec half-a.“rown, 






The bard, whom iifer'd paftorals renown, 
Who turns a Perfan tale for half-a-crown. 
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In the latter part of the reign of Queen Anne, he was fecretary to the Hanover Club; whe 
tafed to drink regular toafts to the health of thofe ladies who were moft zealoufly attached to the 
Haoverian fucteffion ; upon whom he wrote the fellowing Epigram, got colle&ed in his poems, 

The reigning fair, on polifh’d cryftal thine, 
Enrich our glaffes, and improve our wine 3 
‘The favourite names we to our lips apply, 
Indulge our thoughts, and drink with ecltacy. 
While thefe, the chofen beauties of our ifle, 
Propitious on the caufe of freedom fmile ; 
‘The rath Pretender’s hopes we may defpife, 
And truit Britannia’s fa ety to their eyes, 


- In rp12, he brought upon the ftage at Drury-Lane, The Difirof’ Mother, a tragedy, which is ale 
moft a tranflation from the « Andromaque” of Racine. It is, however, very well tranflated, the 


poctry pleafing, and the incidents fo affecting, that it never fails bringing tears into the eyes of a 
‘fenGble audience, * 


Olt? as Andromache renews her woe, 

"The mothers fadden, and their eyes o’erflow ; 
Hermione, with love and rage opprett, 

Now foothes, now animates each maiden breatt, 
From firtt to laff, alternate paffions reign, 

And we refit the poet's art in vain. 


“The friends of Philips exerted every art to Promote his intereft with the town. Before the aps 

" Pearance of the play, a whole Spectator was devoted to its praife; and while it yct continued to be 

_ a@ed, another Spectator was written to tell what impreffion it made upon Sir Reger de Coverley 3 
aad on the firft night, a felect audience, fays Pope, was called together to applaud it. . 

Je waa goncluded with the mott fuccefsful epilogue that ever was yet {poken on the Englith 

theatre. “The three firft nights it was rccitcd twice, and not only continued to be demanded through 
. the run of the play, but whenever it is recalled to the flage, the epilogue is ftill expected, and is flill 
Spoken. , : 
OF this diftinguithed epilogue, the reputed author was Budgell; but it was known in Tonfon’s 
‘family, and told to Garrick, that Addifon was the author of it; and that when it had been at firft 
printed with his name,-he came carly in the morning, before the copies were diftributed, and or- 
“dered it to be given to Budgell, that it might add weight to the folicitation which he was then 
taaking for a place, 

Philips was now high in the ranks of literature. Elis play was applauded; his tranflations from: 
Sappho had been publifhed in “ The Spectator ;” he was an important and a diftinguifhed affociate 
-of clubs, witty and poetical ; und nothing was wanting to his happinefs, but that he fhould be fure 
of its continuance. 

Tt was his misfortune to become ridiculous, without his own fault, by the injudicious kindnefs 
and extravagant admiration.of his friends, who were very willing to advance his reputation, but. 
unhappily commended him too much, 

Tickell, in “Phe Guardian,” gave an account of paftoral, partly critical, and partly hiftoriccl sn 
in which, when'the merit of the medern is compared, Taffo and Guarini are cenfured for remote 
thoughts and unnatural rcfinem 
‘heritance, from ‘Theocritus to V 









5 and the pipe of the paftoral mufe is tranimitted by lawful in- 
gil, from Virgil to Spenfer, and from Spenfer to Philips. 

This inauguration of Philips oifznded Pope, and was the occafion of his writing the goth num- 
ber of “ The Guardian,” in which he drew a comparifon of Philips’s perfonnance with his own; 
aod though he has himfelf always the udvantage, he gives the preference to Philips. 

The defign of aggrandizing hinlelf, he difguifed with fuch dexterity, that, though Addifon dif. 
covered it, Steele was deceived, and was afraid of difpleafing Pope by publithing his paper. — 

‘The enemies of Pope exulted to fee him placed below Philips in a {pecies of poetry up’ which” 
he was fuppofed to valuc himfelf, but were much mortified to find that Pope himfelf was the reah 
author of that paper, and thac the whole criticifm was an artifice of irony, 

From that time Pops end Philips lived in a perpetual recipzceation of malevolence, 
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Ip poetical powersy of either praife or fatire, there was no proportion between the two comfba- 
‘Seats; but Philips, though he could not prevail by wit, hoped to hurt Pope with another weapon; 
“and charged him as difaffeGted to the government. 

Pope appears to have been extremely exafperated; for, in the firft edition of his “ Letters,” he 
calls Philips “ rafcal ;” and in the laf, ftill charges him with detainifig in his hands the fub{criptions’ 
for “« Homer,” delivered to him by the Hanovenclub; that he might delay the gtatification of. 
him by whofe profperity he was pained; but he no where complains that Philips threatened: te 
chaftife him at Button’s Coffee-houfe, as is commonly reported. 

Upon the fucceffion of the Houfe of Hanover, Philips feems to have obtained too little notice > 
he was only made a Juftice of the Peace for Weftminfter, which did not much elevate his charatter 5 : 
and in 1717, a Commiffioner of the Lottery. 

In 1718, he projected a periodical paper, called, Te Free-Thinker, inswhich he was aflifted by De? 
Hugh Boulter, afterwards Archbithop of Armagh, the Right Honourable Richard Weft, Lord” 
Chancellor of Ireland, the Reverend Gilbert Burnet, the Reverend Henry Stevens, and Welited, 
whofe contributions were chiefly poetical. 1t has been re-printed in 3 vols. 8vo.; but it: is mows 
little read, though much of it is worthy of revival. 

In 722, he brought on the ftage at Drury-Lane, The Briton, a tragedy, which was aded with 
confiderable fuccefs; but is now neglected, though it deferves to be more known. One of ‘the’ 
{cenes between Vannoc, the Britith Prince, and Valens, the Roman general, is confeffed to be writtep. 
with great dramatic kill, animated by {pirit truly. poetical. 

The fame year he exhibited another tragedy at Drury-Lane, on the ftory of Humphry Dake off 
Gloucefter ; which met with great faccefs ; but at prefent it is only remembered by its title. 

‘Welfted wrote a copy of verfes in praife of this tragedy, which is printed among his “ Poems,” 
the general merit of which, particularly his “ Genius, an Ode,” entitles him to more attention than. 
he has hitherto reccived from the readers of poetry. 

In 1724, when Dr, Boulter was advanced to the Archbifhopric of Armagh, he did not fe 
his friend Philips ; but took him to Ireland, as partaker of his fortune, made him his fecretary, ar 
added fuch preferments as enabled him to reprefent the county of Armagh in the Irifh patlianrent: *** 

In December 1726, he was made Secretary to the Lord Chancellor; and in Auguft 1733, became! 
Judge of the Prerogative Court. 

After the death of Dr, Boulter, in 1742, he continued fome years in Ireland; but at laft, having 

i purchafed an annuity of qo]. he returned to England in 1748, having furvived moft of his friends - 2 
and enemies, and among them his implacable antagonift Pope. © 

The fame year, he colle&ed and publithed his Poems, in one volume, with a dedication to the? 
Duke of Newcaftle, omitting the ,fmall epigram upon the Tous of the Hanover Club; which is lefe* 
to be wondered at, than that he fhould have adopted this fhort epigram on good Mujfic and bad Dancers, * 
written by Mr. Jeffreys. 








How ill the motion with the mufic fuits ; . 
So fiddied Orpheus, and fo danc’d the brutes. «. 


ECnow certainly hoped to pafs fome years of life in plenty and tranquillity; but’ he did not. 
long enjoy his fortune; he was ftruck with a palfy, and died at his lodgings near. Vauxhall, June 18. 
3749, in the 78th year of his age, 

There is little tranfmitted of the perfonal character of Philips; only it is known, that he was 
diftinguithed for bravery and {kill in the fword. To extreme fafceptibility of cenfure, he added 
folemnity in converfation. Dr. Johnfon relates, that Mr. Ing, a gentleman of great eminence in 
Staffordthire, happened to be once at table with him, and tock occafion to afk him, “ How came. 
thy King of Epirus to drive oxen, and to fay, “ I am goaded on by love?” . After which queftion, 

pr x poke again. % 

& He apprars, however, to have heen a man of integrity; for P. Whitehcad relates, that when Ad- 
difon was Secretary of State, Philips applied to him for fome preferment, but was coolly anfwered,’ 
that ,it was thought he was already provided for by being mace 2 Jaftice of Weltminiter. To: 
this obfervation, Philips, with fome indignation, replied, ough peetry was a trade he could 
not live by; vet he feorned ty owe CubGfence to another which ke cought not to live by." 
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Asa, poet, Philips appears not to deferve the contempt with which he has been treated by Pope, 
for she high praife he has eccived from Cooke, in “ The Battle of the Poets.” In his Paftorale, he - 

», takes Spenfer for his pattern, and endeavours to be natural. By endeavouring to imitate too fer- 
@ilely, the manners and fentiments of ‘vulgar ruftics, he is fometimes flat and infipid. Pope’s “ Paftos 
ia” are written in a very different form. He takes Virgil for his pattern, and labours to be ele« 
gant; but his topics are beaten, and his chief merit is the dmoothnefs of his verfification, which 
is mufical to a degree of which rhyme could hardly be thought capable. . 

In the paffages which Pope has imitated from Virgil, he has merited but little applaufe. The imitae 
tions of Philips have all the paftoral fimplicity of Spenfer, a true Doric diale@, and very Hively de~ 
Seription. Pope, therefore, may be allowed to be the beft verfifier, and Philips the better Arcadian. 

ws a general poct, he appears to difadvantage on a comparifon with Pope; but though he is not’ 
8 wery animated or firft-rate writer, his firft and fftb Paftorals, his Epifile from Copenbagen, his Ode 
ou the Death of Earl Cowper, his tranflations of the two Odef of Sappho, and the two firft Olympic Odes” 

“ef Pindar, and above all, hig pleafing tragedy of The Diftref Mother, are 2 confiderable acquifition. 
te Englith poetry. ; 

His character, as given by Dr. Johnfon, is more favourable than might be expected from the 

¢ well-known prejudices of that excellent biographer ; yet he has omitted to notice his incomparable 
tranflation of the two fragments of Sappho; and might have mentioned that the name of Nawby 
Poly was firft beftowed on him, by the facetious Henry Cary, in ridicule of his poems of. thort 
Lifts, which have been fiice burlefqued by the ingenious [aac Hawkins Browne, Efq. in his excellent 

_ Barletque piece, on Swift, Pope, Thomfon, Young, Philips and Cibber, called, « The Pipe of ‘For 
bacco,” by fuch a clofe imitation, that it has not the appearance of a copy but an original. 

Of The Difird! Mother, not much is pretended to be his own, and therefore it is no fubje& of 
iticifm : his other two tragedies, I believe, are not below mediocrity, nor above it. Among the 
poems comprifed in the prefent collection, the Letter from Denmark may be juitly praifed: the 
Paftorals, which, by the writer of the “ Guardian,” were ranked as ong of the four genuine pro- 

“ dudtions of the ruftic mufe, cannot furely be defpicable, That they exhibit 2 mode of life which 
did not exift, nor ever exifted, is not to be objected; the fuppofition of fuch a ftate is allowed te 
-paftoral. In his other poems, he cannot be denied the praife of lines fometimes elegant ; but he. 
has feldom much force, or much comprehenfion. The picces thet pleafe beft, are thofe which 
from Pope, and Pope’s adherents, procured him the name of Namby Pamby : the pocins of fhort 
ites, by which he paid his court to all ages and characters, from Walpole the “ fteerer of the 

yifealm’” to Mifs Pulteney in the nurfery, The numbers are fmooth and fpritely ; and the didfton 

* fa Seldom faulty. They are not loaded with much thought ; yet if they had been written by Ad- 

; difon, they would have had admirers: little things are not valued, but when they are done by thofe 
who can do greater. ° 

In his tranflations from Pindar, he found the art of reaching all the obfcurity of the Theban 
bard, however h¢ may fall below his fublimity ; he will be allowed, if he has lefs fire, to have 
more fmoke. : 

“ He has added nothing to Englifh poetry, yet at Jeaft half his book deferves to be Toad per 
beps-he valued moft himfelf that part which the critic would reje@.” 
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J THE FIRST PASTORAL. 
‘ , Lobbin. 


Tr we, O Dorfet, quit the city-throng, - 
‘To meditate in fhades the rural fong, 
By your command, be prefent ; and, O bring 
‘The mufe along! The mufe to you thall fing : 
‘Her influence, Buckhurft, let me there obtain,’ 
And I forgive the fam'd Sicilian Swain. 
Begin.—-In unluxurious times of yore, 
When flocks and herds were no inglorious ftore, 
Lobbin, a fhepherd-boy, one evening fair, 
As wettern winds had cool’d the fultry air, 
His number'd fheep within the fold now pent, 
‘Thus plain’d him of his dreary discontent ; 
Beneath a hoary poplar’s whifpering boughs, 
He, folitary, fat to breathe his vows, 
. Venting the tender anguith of his heart, 
As pallion taught, in accents free of art : 
And little did he hope, while, night by night, 
His fighs were lavith’d thus on Lucy bright. 
“ Ah, well-a-day! how long mutt Lendure. _ 
This pining pain? Or who hall {peed my cure? 
* Fond love no cure will have, feek no repofe, 
“ Delights in grief, nor any meafure knows: 
“ And now the moon begins in clouds to rife ; 
“ The brightening ftars increafe within the fkies ; 
“ The winds are huth; the dews diltil; and fleep 
“ Hath clos’d the eye-lids of my weary fheep: 
“ T only, with the prowling wolf, conftrain’d 
“ All night to wake: with hungeg he is pain’d, 
“ And with love. ‘His hunger he may tame; 
* But who can quench, O cruel love, thy flame? 
 Whilom did I, all-as this poplar fair, 
“© Up-raife my heedlefs head, then void of.care, * 
*Mong ruitic routs the chief for wanton game ; 
Nor could they merry make, till Lobbin came, 
“© Who betrer fecn than Tin fhepherds’ arts, 
“. To pleafe the lads, and win the laffes’ hearts! 
** How deftly, to mine oaten-rced fo tweet, 
‘Wont they, upon the green to fhift their feet ? 
“ And, weary’d in the dance, how wouid they 
. “ yearn 
“ Some well-devifid tale from me to learn? 
“For many fongs and tales of mirth had I, 
** ‘To chale the loitering fim adown the fky: 
“ Bat, ah! fince Lucy coy, deep-wrought her 
* Within my heart, unmindtulof delight [* fpight 
* The jolly grooms I fy, and, aif alone, 
To rocks and woods pour forth my fraitkfs 
: moan. P 
“ Oh! quit thy wonted fcorn, relentlels fair! 
‘ 


' Ere, lingering long, 1 perith through defpair. 





te 





Had Rofalind been miftrefs of my mind, 

Though not fo fair, fhe would have prov’d more 
© kind. ; e 

O think, unwitting maid, while yet is time, 

How flying years impair thy youthful prime ! 

Thy virgin-bloom will not for ever ftay, 

And flowers, though left ungather’d, will decay: 

The flowers, anew, returning feafons bring ! 

But beauty faded has nofecond fpring. 

My words are wind! She, deaf to all my cries, 

Takes pleafure in the mifchief of her eyes. 

Like frifking heifer, loofe in howery meads, 

She gads where’er her roving fancy leads ; 

Yet ftill from me, Ah me, the tirefome chafe! 

Shy as the fawn, the flies my fond embrace. 

She flies, indeed, but ever leaves behind, 

Fly where the will, her likenefs in my mind. * 

No cruel purpote, in my fpeed, I bear ; 

*Tis only love; and love why fhould’ft thou fear? 

What idle fears a maiden-breatt alarm | 

Stay, fimple girl: a lover cannot harm. 

Two {portive kidlings, both fair-fleck’d, I rear 5 

Whofe thooting horns like tender buds appears 


- A lambkin too, of fpotlefs fleece, 1 breed, 


And teach'the fondling from my hand to feed 4 
Nor will I ceafe betimes to cull the fields i 
Of every dewy {weet the morning yiclds: 
From early tpzing to autumn late fhalt thou < 
Receive gay girlonds, blooming o’ér thy brows 
And when,-—But, why thefe unavailing pains? 
The gifts, alike, and giver, the difdains: 
And now, left heirefs of the glen, the’ll deem 
Me, landlefs lad, unworthy her efteem : 
Yet, was the born, like me, of thepherd-fire ; 
And I may fields and lowing herds acqui 
O! would my gifts but win her wantomygart, 
Or could I half the warmth I feelimpart, ‘ 
How would I wander, every day, to find : 
The choice of wildings, blufhing through the 
“rind! 
For glofty ptumbs how lightfome climb the tree, 
How riik the vengeance of the thrifty bee! 
Or f if thou deign to live a thepherdefs, 
Thou Lobbin’s flock, and Lobbia, fbalt poffefs¢ 
And, fair my flock, nor yet uncomely I, - 
Af liquid fountains flatter not; and why 
Sbould-liquid fountains flatter us, yet BOW og 
The bordering flowers lefs besutcous than they 
.“ grow? “ mean, 
O! come, my love; nor think th’ employmeng 
The dams to milk, and little lambkins wean, 
To drive a-field, by morn, the rattcning ewes, 
Ere the warm fuy drink up the cooly dews, | 
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4 while, with my pipe, and with my voice, I 
“ cheer {** ear. 

“ ach hour, and through the day detain thine 

« How would the crook befeem thy fily-hand ! | 

4 How would my younglings round thee gazing 
 tand! 

* Ah, witlefs younglings! gaze not on her eye: 

« “Phence all my forrow ; thence the death I die. 

“© ©, killing beauty { and O, fore defire! 

* Mutt then my fuflerings, but with life, expire? 

“ Thongh biptioms every year the trees adorn, 

“ Spring after (pring I wither, nipt with fcorn: 

« Nor trowl when this bitter blaft will end, 

# Or if yon ttars will e’er my vows befticnd. 

* Sleep, fleep, my flock ; for happy ye may take 

“ Sweet nightly reft, though till your malter 
“ wake.” 

Now to the waning moon, the nightingale, - 

In lender warblings, tun’d her pitcous tale, 

‘The love-fick ihepherd, liftcning, felt relief, 

Pleas’d with fo {weet a partner in his grief, 

Till, by degrees, her notes avd filent night 

To flumbers folt his heavy heart invite. 


THE SECOND PASTORAL, 
JHENOT, COLINETs 
Thenot. 


Is it not Cotinet I lonefome fee, 

Leaning with folded armsagaintt the tree? 

Or is it age of late bedims my fight? 

Tis Colinet, indced, in woeful plight. 

Thy cloudy look, why melting into tears, 

Unfeemly, now the tky fo bright appears! 

‘Why in this mournful manner art thou found, 

Unthankful tad; when all things fmile around ? 

Or heareft not lark and linnet jointly fing, 

‘Their notes blithe-warbling to falute the {pring ? 
Colinet. 


“Phough blithe their notes, not fo my wayward 


fate 5 

Nor lark would fing, nor linnet, in my ftate, 
Each creature, Thenat, to his taik is born, 

As they to mirth and inufic, I to mourn. 
‘Waking, at midnight, I my woes regew, 

My tears oft’ mingling with the falling dew. 

Thenot, 

Small caufe, I ween, has lufty youth to plain: 
Or way, then, the weight of eld fuitain, 
‘When every flackening nerve begins to fail, 
And the load preffcth as our days prevail ? 

‘Yet, though with years my body downward tend, 
As trees beneath their fruit, in autumn, bend ; 
Spite of my {nowy head, and icy veins, 

‘My mind a cheerful temper ftill retains: 
And why fhould man, mifhap what will, repine, 
Sour every fweet, and mix with tears his wine? 
But teil me, then: it may relieve thy woe, 

To let a friend thine inward ailment know. 

he: Colinet. : 

Idly ‘twill waite thee, ‘henot, the whole day, 
Shouldft thou give ear to all my grief can fay. 
_ Lhine ewes will wander ; and the heedlefs lambs, 
To loud complaints, cequire their abieut dams, 

» Vow Tx. : 


: 383 
Then. —- 
See Lightfoot he thall tend them clofe: and I, 
*Tween whiles, acrofs the plaia will glance ming _ 
eye. & 
Colinet. 
Where to begin I know not, where to end. 
Doth there one fmiling hour my youth attend 2 
Though few my days, as well my follies fhowy 
Yet are thofe days all clouded o’er with woes 
No happy gleam of funfhine doth appear, £ 
My lowering fky, and wintery months, to cheer. 
My piteous pligit in yonder naked tree, 
Which bears the thunder-{car, too plain I fees 
Quite deftitute it ftands of Mhelter kind, 
‘The mark of ftorms, and iport of every wind : 
The riven trunk feels not th’ approach of {pring 5 
Nor birds among the leailefs branches fing : 
No more, beneath thy thade, fhall thepherds. ~ 
throng, 
With jocund tale, or pipe, or pleafing fong. 2 
Iil-fated tree ! and more ill-fated I! 
From thee, frem me, alike the fhepherds fly. 
Thenot. ’ 
Sure thou in haplefs hour of time waft born, 
When blighting mildews fpoils the rifing corn, 
Or blafting winds o’er bloflom’d hedge-rows pags, 
To kill the promis'd fruits, and feorch the grais, 
Or when the moon, by wizard charm’d, fore= 
fhows, 7 
Blood-ftain’d in foul eclipfe, impending woes. 
Untimely born, ill-lyck betides thee itll. 
Colinet., 
And can there, Thenot, be a greater ill? 
Thenot, 
Nor fox, nor wolf, nor rot among our .fheep, 
From this good fhepherd’s care hts flock may keep: 
Againtt illeluck, alas! al! forecatt fails ; 
Nor toil by day, nor watch by night, avails. 
Colinet. 


‘| Ah me, the while! ah me, the lucklefs day $ 


Ah, lucklefs lad! befits me more to fay. 
Unhappy hour! when, fresh in youthful bud, , 
I left, Sabrina fair, thy filvery flood. : 
Ah, filly I} more filly than my theep, 
Which on br flowery banks f wont to. keep. 
Sweet are thy banks! Oh, when fhali I, once. 
more,. 
With ravifh’d eyes review thine amell’d fhore 2 
When, in the cryttal of thy water, {can ‘ 
Ech feature faded, and my colour wan > 
When hail I fee my hut, the fmaill abode. 
Mytelf did raife, and cover o’er with fod? 
Small though it be, a mean an huméle cell, 
Yet is there room for peace aud me to dwell, 
Thenot. 
And what enticement charm’d thee, far away 
From thy iov’d home, and led thy heart aftray > 
Colinet. 
A lewd defire, ftrange iads and fwains to know + 
Ah, God! that ever I fhould covet woe ! * 
With wandering feet unbleft, and fond of fame, 
J fought I know not what befidesaname. 
‘ Thenot. 
Or, footh. to fay, didft thou not hither ream 
In fearch of gains more plenty than at home?. 
A rolling-ftone is, ever, bare of mofs 5 
And, totheir colt, gtcen years old proverbs crof 
B : 
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Cotinet. ’ 
Smail need there was, in random fearch of gain,’ 
To drive my pining flock athwart the plain, 

To diftant Cam. Fine gain at Jength, I trow, 
‘To hoard up to myfelf {uch deal of woe! : 
» My theep quite fpent, through travel and ill-fare, 

And, like their keeper, ragged grown and bare, 
‘The damp, cold greenlward, for my nightly bed, 
And fome flant willow’s trunk to reft my head. 

Hard is to bear of pinching cold the pain; 
And hard is want to the unpractis’d fwain: . 
But neither want, nor pincking cold, is har 
‘Yo blafting Aorms of calumny compar’d: 
Unkind as hail it falls; the pelting thower 
Deftroys the tender herb, and budding flower 
Thenot. 
Slander we thepherds count the vileft wrong t 
And what wounds forer than an evil tongue ? 
Colinet. 
Untoward fads, the wanton inifis of fpite, 
Make mock of all the ditties I indite, 
In vain, O Colinet, thy pipe, fo thrill, 
Charms every vale, and gladdens every hill: 
In vain thou feeks the coverings of the grove, * 
An the cool fhade to fing the pains of love: 
Sing what thou wilt, ill-nature will prevails 
And every elf hath fkill enough to rail: 
But yet, though poor and artlefs be my vein; 
Menalcas feems to like my fimple ftrain: 
And, while that he delighteth in my fong, 
Which to the good Menalcas doth belong, 
Nor night, nor day, thall my rude mufic ceafe ; 
T atk.no more, fo I Menalcas pleafe. 
Thenot. 
Menalcas, Jord of thefe fair fertile plains, 
Preferyes the theep, and o’er the fhepherds reigns: 
For him our yearly wakes, and featts, we hold, 
And choofe the faitett firttling from the fold t 
He, good to all, who good deferve, thall give 
‘Thy flock to feed, and thee at eafe to live, 
Shall curb the malice of unbridled tongues, 
And bounteoufly reward thy rural fongs. ° 





Cotinet. 
Firft, then, thall lightfome birds forget to fy, 
‘The briny acean turn to paftures dry, © “St 
And every rapid iiver ceafe to flow, © 
Ere I unmindful of Menaleas grow. ral 
Thenot. 
This night thy care with me farget’; and fold 
‘Thy flock with mine, to ward th’ injurious cold. 
New milk, and clouted cream, mild cheefe and 
curd, . 
With fome remaining fruit of lat year’s hoard, 
Shall be our evening fare, and, for the night, 
Sweet herbs and mofs, which gentle fleep invite : 
And now behold the fun’s departing ray, 
Over yonder bill, the fign of ebbing day : 
With fongs the jovial hinds return from plough ; 
Aad unyok'd heifers, loitering homeward, low. 


THE THIRD PASTORAL, 
Albino. 


‘Wuew Virgil thought no thame the Doric reed 
To tune, and flocks on Mantuan plains to feed, 
With young Auguitus’ name he grac’d his fong: 
sind Spenfer, when amid the rural throng 
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He earoll'd weet, and gran’d along the flood 

Of genile Thames, made every founding wood 
With good Eliza’s name to ring around ; 

Eliza’s name on.every tree was found : ; 
Since then, through Anna's cares at eafe we live, ' 
And fee our cattle unmolefted thrive, 

While from our Albion her victorious arms 
Drive wafteful warfare, loud in dire alarms, 
Like them will I my flender mufic raife, 

And teach the vocal valleys Anna’s praife, 
Meantime, on oaten pipe a lowly lay, 

As my kids browfe, obfcure in thades f play: . * 


Yet, not ob{cure, while Dorfet thinks no fcorn 


To vifit woods, and iwains ignobly bom. 
Two valley fwains, both mufical, both young, _ 
In friendthip metual, and united long, * 
Retire-within a mofly cave, to fhun 
The crowd of fhepherds, and the ndon-day fun. 
A gloom of fadnefs overcafts their mind : 
Revolving now, the folemn day they find, 
When young Albino died. His image dear 
Bedews their cheeks with many a trickling 
tear: : * Ci SOS 
To tears they add the tribute of their verfe; 
Thefe Angelot, thofe Palin, did rehearfe,.. 
Angelot. 

Thus, yearly circling, by-pait times return 3 
And yearly, thus, Albino’s death we mourn. - 
Sent into life, atas! how fhort thy ftay : 
How fweet the rofe ! how {peedy to decay 
Can we forget, Albino dear, thy knell, 
Sad-founding wide from every village bell? 
Can we forget how forely Albion moan’d, 
That hills, and dales, and rocks, in echo groan’d, 
Prefaging future woe, when, for our crimes, 

We loft Albino, pledge of peaceful times, 

Fair boatt of this fair ifland, darling joy 

Of nobles high, and every thepherd boy ? 

No joyous pipe was heard, no flocks were feen, 

Not thepherd fqund upon the graffy green, 

No cattle graz'd the field; nor drank the flood, 4 

No birds were heard to warble through the woogsa. 

In yonder gloomy grove outftretch’d he lay 

His lovely limbs upon the dampy clay; 

On his cold cheek the rofy hue decay’d, 

And, o'er his lips, the deadly blue difplay’d :”” 

Bleating around him lie his plaintive Meep, 

And mourning fhepherds come, in crowds, to 
weep. 

Young Buckhurft comes: and, is there no redrefs ? 

Asif the grave regarded our diftrefs!_ 

The tender virgins come, fo tears yet'new, 

And give, aloud, the lamentations due. af 

The pious mother comes, with grief oppreft : 

Ye trees, and confcious fountains, can atteft 

With what fad accents, aud what piercing criés, 

She fill'd the grove, and importun’d the fhies, 

And every ftar upbraided with his death, 

When, in her widow’d arms, devoid of breathy 

She clafp’d her fon: nor did the nymph, for this, 

Place in her darling’s welfare ail her blifs, y 

Him teaching, young, the harnlefs crook to wield. 

And rule the peacetul empire of the field, * 

As milk-white fwans on ftreams of filver fhow, 

And filvery ftreams to giace the meadows flow, 

As corn the vales, and trees the hills adorn, , ~ 

So thou, to thine, an ernamegt ‘was borne 


meet 


' 
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Since thou, delicious youth, didit quit-the plains, 

Th’ ungrateful ground we till with fruitlefs 
pains, 

Yn labour’d turrows fow the choice of wheat,- 


’ And, over empty fheaves, in harveft fweat, 


A thin increate our fleecy cattle yield ; 
And thorns, and thiftles, over[pread the field, 
‘How all our hope is fled like morning-dew! 
And {carce did we thy dawn of manhood view. - 
Who now fhall teach the pointed {pear to throw, 
To whirl the fling, and bend the ftubborn bow, 
“To tofs the quoit with fteady aim, and far, 
With finewy force, to pitch the maffy bar? 
Nor doft thou live to bles thy mother’s days, 
To thare her triumphs, and to feel her praife, 
In foreign realms to purchafe early fame, 
And add new glories to the Britifh name : 
O, peaceful may thy gentle fpirit reft 
The flowery turf lie light upon thy breaft; 
Nor thrieking owl, nor bat, thy tomb fly round, 
Nor midnight goblins revel o’er the ground, 
. Palin. ‘ 
No more, miftaken Angelot, complain: 
Albino lives; and ail our tears are vain 
Albino lives, and will for ever live, 
‘With myriads mixt, who never know to grieve, 
‘Who welcome every ftranger-gueft, nor fear 
Ever to moutn his abfence with a tear, 
‘Where cold, nor heat, nor irkfome toil annoy, 
Nor age, nor ficknefs, comes to damp their joy t 
And now the royal nymph, who bore him, deigns 
‘The land to rule, and fhield the fimple fwains, 
While, from above, propitious he looks down : 
For this, the welkin does no longer frown. 
Each planet fhines, indulgent, from his {phere, 
And we renew our paftimes with the year. 
Hills, dales, and woods, with thrilling pipes re- 
found : 
‘The boys and virginsdance, with chaplets crown’d, 
And hail Albino bleft : the valleys ring 
Albino bleft! O now, if ever, bring 
The laurel green, the fmelling eglantine, 
And tender branches from the mantling vine, 
The dewy cowftip, which in meadow grows, 
‘The fountain-violct, and the garden-rafe, 
Mart(h-lilies fweet, and tufts of daffodil, 
‘With what ye cull from wood, or verdant hill, 
‘Whether in open fun, or fhade they blow, 
More early fome, and fome unfolding flow, 
Bring, in heap’d canifters, of every kind, 
ioe fummer had with fpring combin’d, 
nd nature, forward to aflitt your care, 
Did not profufion for Albino fpare. 
Your hamlets ftrew, and every public way ; 
And confecrate to mirth Albino’s day: 
Myielf will lavifh alt my little ftore, 
And dea! about the goblet flowing o’er: 
Old Moulin there thai! harp, young Myco fing, 
And Cuddy dance the round amid the ring, 
And Hobbinol his antic gambols play : 
‘To thee thete honours, yearly, will we pays 
. Nor fail to mention thee in all our cheer, 
And teach our children the remembrance dear, 
AVhen we our fhearing-feaft, or-harveft keep, 
"Tu {peed the plough, and blefs our thriving fheep. 
Vhile willow kids, and herbage lambs purfue,‘ 
le bees love thyme, and lacug fip she dew, - 








a af oe “3Ry 
While birds delight in woods their notes to ftrain, 
Thy name and {weet memorial shall remain. 


THE FOURTH PASTORAL, 
if © : 


: MYCO, ARGOL. 

a 3” Myco. ar 

Tats place.may feem for fhepherd’s leifure made, 

So clote thefe elms inweave their lofty thade ; 

The twining woodbine, how it climbs; to breathe 

Refrething fweets around on all beneath ; 

The ground with grafs of cheerful green befpread, 

Through which the {pringing flower up-rears the 
head : . 


Lo, here the kingeup of 4 golden hue, 

Medly'd with duifies white and endive blue, 

And honeyfuckles of a purple dye, 

Confufion gay ! bright waving to the eye. 

Hark, how they warbie in that brambly buthy 

‘The gaudy goldfinch, and the {peckly thruth, 

The linnet green, with others fram’d for fkill, 

And blackbird duting through his yellow bill: 

In fprightly concert how they ali combine, 

Us prompting in the various fongs to jain: 

Up, Argol, then, and to thy lip apply 

Thy mellow pipe, or voice more tonnding try: 

And fince our ewes have graz’d, what harms i 
the: 

Lie round 


Fa 


Ind liften while the lambkins play? 
Argol. 

Well, Myco, can thy dainty wit exprefs 

Fair nature’s bounties in the faireft drets: 

’Tis rapture all! the place, the birds, the tky ; 

And rapture works the fingei's fancy high. 

Sweet breathé the fields, and now a gentle breeze 

Moves every leaf, and trembles through the trees + 

Hil fuch incitements fuit my rugged lay, 

Befitting more the mutic thou canit play. 


0+ 

No {kill of mufic kon I, timate fwain, 

No fine device thine ear to entertain t 

Albeit fome deal I pipe, rude though it be,. 

Sufficient to divert my theep and me ; 

Yet Colinet (and Colinet hath fkill) 

Oft guides my fingers on the tuneful quill, 

And fain would teach me on what founds to dwell, 

And where to fink a note, and where to iwell. 
Argol. 

Ah, Myco! half my flock would I beftow, 

Should Colinet to me his cunning fhow = 

So trim his fonnets are, I pr’ythee, fwain, 

Now give us, once, a fample of His ftrain: 

For wonders of that lad the thepherds fay, 

How {weet his pipe, how ravithing his lay! 

The fweetnets of his pipe and lay rehearfe ; 

And atk what boon thou willeft for thy verfe. 


Ran Myco. 
Since then thou lift, a mournful fong I choofe + 
A mournful fong relieves a mournful mufe, 
Faft by the river on a bank he fate, 
To weep the lovely maid’s untimely fate, _ 
Fair Stella hight: a lovely maid was fhe, 
Whofe fate he wept, a faithful thepherd he. 


Awake, my pipe ; in every note exprefs 
Fair Stelia’s death, ane one ee : 
‘ ‘an 


Stray oie ye litt, er matter tt 
“* Xetonce, my flock, ‘was none fo lela oo 
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And next to thee thal! Myco Gear the bell, 
Who can repeat thy peerieis fong fo well : 
_ But fee! the hills increafing fhadows cat; - 
The fun, I ween, is leaving us in hatte + 
His weakly rays faint glimmer through the wood, 
And bluey mits arife from yonder flood. 
Myco. a 
‘Bid then our dogs to gather in the theep. 
Good fhepherds, with their flock, betimes fhould 
fleep. 3 . 
Who late Ties down, thou kndww*ft, as late will rife, 
Arid, fluggard-like, to noon-day fnering lies, 
White in the fold his injur’d ewes complain, 
And after dewy pattures bleat in vain: . 


THE FIFTH PASTORAL, 
Cuddy. 
Xn rural ftrains we firft our mufic try, 
And bafhful into woods and thickets fly, 
Miftrofting then our fkill; yet if through time 
Our voice, improving, gain a pitch tublime, 
Thy growing virtues, Sackville, thall engage 
My riper verfe, and more alpiring age. 
The fun, now mounted to the noon of day, 
Began to fhoot direct his burning ray ; . 
When, with the flocks, their feeders fought the 
fhade 5 
A venerable oak wide-fpreading made t 
What thould they do to pafs the loitering time? 
As fancy led, each form’d his tale in. rhyme: 
And fome the joys, and fome the pains of love, 
And fome to fet out ftrange adventures, firove ; 
The trade of wizards fome, and Merlin’s skill, 
nd whence, to charms, fuch empire o'er the will. 
“Then Guddy latt rhs Citddy can excel . 
In neat device ?) his tale began to tell. 
“ When fhepherds tlouriih’d in Eliza’s reign, 
* There liv'd in high repate a jolly fwain, 
“ Young ain Clout; who well could pipe and 
© fing, : 
Ani by his notes invite the lagging {pring. 
He, as his cuftowi was, at Icifure laid 
Tn woodland bower, without a sival play’d, 
Soliciting his pipe to warbie clear, 
“ Enchantment {weet as ever wont to hear 
«© Belated wayfarers, from wake or fair 
“ Detain'd by mufic, hovering on in air + 
“6 oyttby the magic of th’ enticing found, 
* What troops of mute admirers flock’d around ! 
“# The fteerlings left their food; and creatures, 
wild ; : 
@ By nature form’d, infenfibly grew mild, 
«\ He makes the gathering birds about him throng, 
“ And loads the neighbouring branches with his 
.  fong: ‘ . 
“ There, with the crowd, 2 nig’ 
“ 
“ 


“ 
« 
“ 
be J 





gale of fame, 
Jeatous, and fond of praife, to liiten came: 

She tura'd her ear, and paule by panfe, with 
“* Like echo to the thepherd’s pipe reply’d. [pride, 
“ The fhepherd heard with wonder, and again, 

To try her more, renew'd his various ftrain: 

‘¢ To all the various ftrain the plies her throat, 
s And adds peculiar grace to every note. 

Ry Tf Golin, in complaining accent grieve,. 

..' Or pritker motiva to his meafare give, 
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If gentle founds he modnlate, or ftrong, 

She, not a little vain, repeats the fong : 

But fo repeats, that Colin half-defpis’d. 

His pipe and fkill, around the country priz’d? 

And fweetelt fongfter of the winged kind, 

What thanks, faid he, what praifes, thail I find 

To equal thy meludious voice? In thee _ 

The radenefs of my sural fife t fee; ; 

From thee I learn no more to vaunt my fkillt 

Aloft in air the fate, provoking {tilt 

The vanquifh’d fwain. . Provok’d, at lag, he 
. “ trove ie 

To fhow the little minftrel of the grove 

His utmott powers, dctermin’d once to try 


How art, exerting, might with nature vie; 


For vie could none with either in their part, 
With her in nature, nor with him in art. 

He draws-in breath, his rifing breath to fill?” 
Throughout the wood his pipe is heard to fhrill, 
From note tu note, in hatte, his fingers fly ; 
Still more and more the numbers multiply: 
And now they trill, and now they fal! and rife, 


-And twift and flow they change with fweet 


« furprife. : 
Attentive fhe doth fcarce the founds retain ; 
But to herfelf fir& cous the puzzling ftrain, 
And tracing, beedful, note by note repays 
The thepherd in his own harmonious Jays, 


: 


‘ Through every changing cadence runs at 


“length, 

And adds in fweetnefs what he wants in ftrengh. 
Then Colin threw his fife difgrac’d afide, 
While the loud triumph fings, proclaiming wide 
Her mighty conqueit, and within her throat 
‘Twirls many a wild unimitable note, 
To foil her rival. What couid Colin more? 
A little harp of maple ware he bore: 
The little harp was cld, but newly rung, ~ 
Which, ufual, he acrofs his thoulders hung. 
Now take, delightful bird, my lat farewell, 
He faid, and learn from hence thou dott excel 
No trivial artiftt: and anon he wound 
The murmuring itrings, and’ order’d every 

, “ found: - . F 
Then earneft to his inftrament he bends, 
And both hands pliant on the rings extends: 
His touch the ftriags obey, and various move, 
The lower anfwering ftill to thofe above : 
His fingers, reftlefs, traverfe to and fra, 
As in purfuit of harmony they got 
Now, lightly skimming, o'er the itrings they pats, 
Like winds whieh gently brufh the plying gras, ~ 
While melting airs arife at their command: 
And nowy laborious, with a weighty hand 
He fioks into the cords with folemn pace, 
To give the {welling tones a bolder grace ; 
And now the left, and now by turns the right, « 
Each other chafe, harmonious both in flight 
‘Then his whole fingers blend a fwarm of tuuitds, 
Till the fweet tumult through the harp re- 

* bounds, 
Ceafe, Colin, cedfe, thy rival ceafe to vex; 
‘The mingling notes, alas! her ear perviex: 
She warbles, diffident, in hope and fear, 
And hits imperte&t accents here ant there, 
And fain would utter forth feme double tons, 
When {voa the falters, and csa utter noves 
- Bou 
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- “ Again the tries, and yet again he fails; 
“ For ftill the harp’s united power prevails. 
“ ‘Then Colin play'd again, and playing fang + 
4 She, with the fatal love of glory flung, 
“ Hears all in pain: her heart begins to fwell: 
‘* In piteous notes the fighs, in notes which tell 
“* Her bitter anguith: he ftill finging plies 
“« His limber josats: her forrows higher rife. 
*¢ How thall fhe bear a conqueror, who, before, 
*« No equal through the grove in mufic bore ? 
“ She droops, fhe hangs her flagging wings, the 
«* moans, 
“ And fetcheth from her breaft melodious groans. 
* Opprels’d with grief at lat too great to quell, 
“« Down, breathleds, on the guilty harp fhe sell. 
“ Then Colin loud lamented o'er the dead, 
** And unavailing tears profufely thed, 
“© And broke. his wicked ftrings, and curs’d his 
“ fill; : 
“ And bef to make atonement for the ill, 
“+ If, for fuch ill, atonement might be made, 
“* He builds her tomb beneath a laurel thade, 
“ Then adds a verfe, and fets with flowers the 
/ “ ground, 
«« And makes a fence of winding ofiers round. 
“A verfe and tomb js all I now can give; 
“ And here thy name at leaft, he faid, fhall live.” 
‘Thus ended Cuddy with the fetting fun, 
And, by his tale, unenvy’d praiies won. 


THE SIXTH PASTORAL, 
GERON, HOBBINOL, LANQUET. 


Geron. 


How ftill the fea behold ! how calm the fky ! 
And how, in fportive chafe, the fwallows fly ! 
My goats, fecure from harm, fmall tendance need, 
‘While high, on yonder hanging rock, they teed : 
And here below, the banky fhore along, 

. Your heifers graze. Now, then, to firive in fong 
Prepare. Aseldett, Hobbinol begin ; 
And Lanquet’s rival verfe, by turns, come in. 

‘ Hobbinol, . 

Let others ftake what-chofen pledge they will, 
Or kid, or lamb, or mazer wrought with skill: 
For praife we fing, nor wager ought befide ; 
Aad, whole the praife, let Geron’s lips decide. 

Languet. 

To Geron I my voice, and ‘kill, commend, ° 

A candid umpire, and to both e friend. 
: ‘ : Geron. 

Begin then, boys; and vary well your fong + 
Begin ; nor fear, from Geron’s fentence, wrong. 
A boxen hantboy, loud, and fweet of found, 

"All varnifh'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 

7 to the victor give : no mean reward, 

Hf te the ruder village-pipes compar’d. 

x - Hobbinol. 

_ _ The fnows are melted ; and the kindly rain 

" Defcends on every herb, and every grain: 

Soft balmy breezes breathe along the iky; 

The bloomy feafon of the yeat is nigh. - 
Lanquet. 

The cuckoo calls aloud his wandering love; ~ 
Tie turtle’s moan is heard in every grove ; 
‘the paftures change; the warbling lirinets fing : 

Frepare to welcome in the gaudy ipring. 
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Hobbinot. 

When locutts, in the ferny buthes, ety, 
When ravens pant, and fuakes in caverns liey < 
Graze then in woods, and quit the thadelefs plaid, 
Elle tall ye prefs the fpangy teat in vain. 

Lanquet. 

When greens to yellow vary, and ye fee 
The ground beftrew'd with fruits of every tree, 
And ftormy winds are heard, think winter near, 
Nor truft too far to the declining year. 

Hobbinol. 7 

Woe then, alack ! befall the {pendthrift fwain, 
When froft, and fnow, and hail, and fleet, and raitty 
By turns chaftife him, while, through little carey 
His fheep, unthelter'd, pine in nipping air. 

nguet. 

‘The lad of forecaft then untroubled fees 
‘The white-bleak plains, and filvery frofted trees: 
He fends his flock, and, clad in homely frize, 
In his warm cott the wintery blaft defies. ‘’ 

Hobbinol. 

Full fain, O blefs'd Eliza! would I praife 
Thy maiden-rule, and Albion's golden dayst 
Then gentle Sidney liv'd, the fhepherd’s friend ¢ 
Eternal bleffings on his fhade attend ! 


Lanquet. e 

Thrice happy fhepherds now ! for Dorfet loves 
The country.mufe, and our refounding groves, 
While Anna reigns: O, ever may the reign} 
And bring, on earth, the golden age again, 

Hobbinot. 
Tove, in fecret all, a beauteous maid, 
And have my love, in fecret all, repaid ; 
‘This coming night the plights her troth to me : 
Divine her name, and thou the victor be. 
Languet. ae 

Mild as the lamb, unharmful as the dove; 

True as the turtle, is the maid I love: 
How we in fecret love, I fliall not fay; 
Divine her name, and I give up the day. 

Hobbinol. 

Soft on a cowflip-bank my love and & 
Together lay; a brook ran murmuring by: 
A thoufand tender things to me the faid ; 

- And [a thoufand tender things repaid. 
uct. 

Tn fummer-thade, behind the cocking hay, 
What kind endearing words did fhe oot 7 : 
Her lap, with apron deck’d, fle fondly fpreac » 
And Rrok’d my cheek, and lull’d my icoupg 

heady é 
* Hobbinol. 

Breathe foft, ye winds; ye waters, gently flow; 
Shield her, ye trees; ye flowers, around her grow. 
Ye fwains, I beg you, pafsin filence by ; 

My love, in yonder vale, afleep does lie. 
' Languet. 

Once Delia flept on eafy mofsreclin'd, 
Her lovely limbs half bare, and rude the winds 
T fmooth'd her coats, and ftole a filent kifss 
Condemn me, fhepherds, if I did amifs. 

Hobbinol. ~ 

As Marian bath’d, by chance I paffed by; ~ 
She blufh’d, and at me glanc’d a fidelong eye: 
Then, cowering in the treacherous ftream, ihe 

try’d & : 
Her tempting form, yet Mill in vain, tohide, 


PASTORALS.. ..'. an, 


THE STRAY NYMPH, 
Cease your mufic, gentle fwains : 
Saw ye Delia crofs the plains? 
Every thicket, every grove, 
Have I rang’d, to find my loves 
A kid, a lab, my flock, I-give, 
Tell me only, doth fhe live 3 
White her tkin as mountain-faow 
In her cheek the rofes blow ; Hy 
And her eye is brighter far 
Than the beamy morning ftare 
When her ruddy lip ye view, 
*Tis a berry moit with dew + 
And her breath, oh, ’tis a gale 
Pafling o’er a fragrant vale, 
Paffing, when a friendly thower 
Frefhens every herb and flower. 
Wide her bofom opens, gay 
As the primrofe-dell in May, . 
Sweet as violet-bordets growing 
Over fountains ever-flowing, 
Like the tendrils of the vine, 
Do her auburn trefles twine, 
Gloffy ringlets all behind 
Streaming buxom to the wind, 
When along the lawn the bounds, 
Light, as hind before the hounds ¢ 
And the youthful ring the fires, 
Hopelefs in their fond deGres, . 
As her flitting feet advance, 
Wanton in the winding dance. 
Tell me, fthepherds, have ye feen 
My delight, my love, my queen? 


THE HAPPY SWAING 
Have ye feen the morning fky, 
When the dawn prevails on high, 
When, anon, {ome purple ray 
Gives a fample of the day, 

Whea, anon, the lark, on wing, 
Strives to fear, and ftrains to fing ® 
Have ye feen th’ ethereal blue 

Gently thedding filvery dew, 
Spangling o’er the filent green, 
While the nightingale, unfeea, 

To the meen and ttars, full bright, 
Lonefome chants the hymn of night # 
Have ye feen the broider’d May 

Alt her fcented bloom difpiay, 
Breezes ning, every hour, 
This, and that, expecting flowery 
While the mingling birds prolong, 
From each bula, the vernal fong ? 
Have ye feen the damafk-rofe 
Her unfully’d blath difclofe, 
Or the lily’s dewy bell, 
In her glofly white, excell, 
Or a gatden vary’d o’er 
With a thoufand glories more } 
By the beauties thefe difplay, 
Morning, evening, night, or day, 
By the plea{ures theie excite, 
 Endleis fources of delight ! 
Judge, by them, the joys I find, 
Since my Rofalind was kind, _ 
Since fhe did herfelf refign 
To my vows, for ever nine, 


: » Languet. 
As TI, tocool me, bath'd one fultry day, 
Fond Lydia, lurking, in the fedges lay : ; 
The wanton laugh’d, and feem’d in hafte to fly, 
Yet oft the ftopt, and oft fhe turn'd her eye. 
Hebbinol, j 
When firit I faw (would I had never feen!} 
Young Lyfet lead the dance on yonder green, 
Intent upon her beauties, as the mov'd, 
Roor heedlefs wretch ! at unawares I lov’d. 
e Languet. 
When Lucy decks with flowers her {welling 
breatt, 
And on ber eliow leans, diffembling reft, 
Unable to refrain my madding mind, 
Dor herds, nor patture, worth my care I find. 
Hobbinol. 
Come, Rofalind, O come! for, wanting thee, 
Our peopled yale a defert is to me, 
Come, Rofalind, O come ! My brinded kine, 
My {nowy theep, my farm, and all, are thine. 
nguet. 
Come, Rofalind, O come ! Here thady bowers, 
Here are cool fountains, and here {pringing 
flowers: 
Come, Rofalind : Here ever let us ftay, 
And fweetly waste the live-long time aways 
: Hobbinol. 
In vain the feafons of the moon I know, 
The force of healing herbs, and where they grow: 
No herb there is, no feafon, to remove 
From wy fond heart the racking pains of love. 
Lanquet. 
What profits me, that [in charms have fkill, 
And ghatts, and goblins, order as I will, 
Yet have, with ail my charms, no power to lay 
‘The {prite that breaks my quiet night and day? 
Hobbinol. 
> G, that, like Colin, I had fkill in rhymes, 
To purchafe credit with fucceeding times! 
Sweet Colin Clout ! who never, yet, had peer 3 
Who fung through all the feaions of the year. 
Lanquet. ‘ 
Let me, like Merlin, fing : his voice had power 
To free th’ *clipling moon at midnight hour: * 
And, as he fung, the fairies with their queen, 
in mantles blue, came tripping o’er the green. ° 
Hobbinol. 
Latt eve of May did I not hear them fing, 

" And femaheir dance? And I can fhow the ring, 
Where, hand in hand, they hhift their feet fo light : 
The grats fprings greener from their tread by 

night, | , 









































Lanquet. 

But hait thou feen their king, in rich array, 
Fam'd Oberon, with damafk’d robe fo gay, 
And gemmy crown, by moonthine fparkling far, 
And azure-{ceptre, pointed with a ftar 2 

. Geron. 
« Here end your pleafing ftrife. Both victors are 3 
And both with Colin may, in rhyme, compare. 
A boren hautboy, loud, and fweet of found, 
All varnith'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 
To each I give. A mizzling mitt defcends 
~ Adown that fteepy rock: and this way tends 
‘on diftant rain. Shoreward the veffels ftrive ; 
, And, tee, the boys their. flocks to thelter drive, 
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EPLISTLES. 


' TO A FRIEND, 
Wo DESIRED ME TO WRITE ON THE DEATH OF 
KING WILLIAM.. April 20, 1702. 


‘Trust me, dear George, could Tin Gerfe but how 
What forrow 1, what forrow all men, owe 

‘To Naffau’s fate, ot could T hope to raife 

A fong proportion’d to the monarch’s praife, 
Could I his merits, or my grief, exprefs, 

And proper thoughts in proper language drets, 
Unbdidden thould my pious numbers ow, 

“The tribute of a heart o’ercharg’d with woe } 
Bat, rather than profane his facted herfe 
‘With languid praifes, and unhallow'd verfe, 
My fighs I to myfelf in filence keep, 

And inwardly, with fecret anguith, weep. 

Let Halifex's mufe (he knew him well) 
His virtues to fucceeding ages tell. 

Let him, who fung the warrior on the Boyne, 
{Provoking Dorfet in the taik to join) 

And fhow'd the hero more than man before, 
‘Let him th’ illuftrious mortal’s fate deplore; 
A mournful theme: while, on raw pinions, I 
But flutter, and make weak attempts to dy; 
Content, if, to divert my vacant time, 

I can but like fome love-fick fopling rhyme, - 
“To fome kind-hearted miftrefs make my court, 
And, like a modifh wit, in fonnet {port. 

Let othets, more ambitious, rack their brains 
In polith'd fentiments, and labour'd ftrains + 
‘To blooming Phyllis fa fong compote, 

And, for a rhyme, compare her to the rofe; : 
‘Then, while my fancy works, I write down morn, 
‘To paint the bluth that does her cheek adorn, 
And, when the whitenefs of her tkin I thow, 
“With ecitafy bethink myfelf of fnow. 

“hus, without pains, I tinkle in the clofe, 

And tweeten into verfe infipid profe. , 

The country {craper, when he wakes his crowd, 
‘And makes the tortur'd cat-gut fqueak aloud, 
Is often ravith’d, and in tran{port loft : 

What more, my friend, can fam’d Corelli boatty 
‘When harmony herfeif from heaven defcends, 
And on the artift’s moving bow attends? 

Why then, in making verfes, thould I ftrain 

For wit, and of Apoilo beg a vein ? 

‘Who ftudy Horace and the Stagyrite ? 

‘Why cramp my dulnefs, and in torment write ? 
Let me tranfgrefs by nature, not by rule, 

An artlefs idiot, not a ftudy’d fool, 

A. Withers, not a Rymer, ince I aim 

At nothing lefs, in writing, than a name. 


" FROM HOLLAND, TO A FRIEND IN" 
cae ENGLAND,” 
IN TRE YEAR 1903. 


From Utrecht’s filenit walks, by winds, I fend 
Health and kind wifhes to my abfent friend, 


The winter {pent, I feel the poet’s free 
The fun advances, and the fogs retire: 
The genial {pring unbinds the frozen earth, * 
Dawns on the trees, and gives the primrof® 
birth. 
Loos’d from their friendly harbours, once again 
Confederate fleets affemble on the main: 
The voice of war the gallant foldier wakes; 
And weeping Cloé parting kiffes takes, 
On new-plum'd wings the Roman eagle foarss 
The Belgick lion in full fury roars, 
Difpatch the leader from your happy coaft, 
The hope of Europe, and Britannia’s boatt . 
O, Marlborough, come ! frefh laurels for thee rife 
One conquett more; and Gallia will grow wife. 
Old Lewis makes his lat effort in arms, 
And (hows how, ev'n in age, ambition cha¥ms, 
Mean while, my friend, the thickening fhades 
, Thaunt, Ae 24 
And fmodth canals, and after rivulets pant : 
The fmooth canals, alas, too lifelefs thow ! 
Nor to the eye, nor to the ear, they flow. - 
Studious of eafe, and fond of huntble things, 
Below the {miles, below the frowns of kings, 
Thanks to my ftars, I prize the fweets of life + 
No fleeplefs nights I count, no days of ftrifes 
Costent to live, content to die, unknown, 
Lord of myfelf, accountable to none 5 
I fleep, I wake, I drink; 1 fometimes love ‘ 
Tread, I write; Ifettle, and I rove, 
When, and where-e’er, I pleafe: thus, every hour 
Gives fome new proof of my defpotic power. 
All, that I will, I can; but then, I will 
As reafon bids; I meditate no ill 3 
And, pleas’d with things which in my level lie, 
Leave it to madmen o’er the clouds to fly. 
Bat this is all romance, a dream to you, 
Who fence and dance, and keep the court in views 
White ftaffs and truncheons, feals. and golden 
keys, : 





“And filver ftars, your toweting genius pleafes 


Such manly,thoughts in every infant rig 
Who daily ‘a, fome tinfel trinket cries. ‘ 

Go on, and profper, Sir: but firft from the 
Learn your owa temper; for I know you free. 
You can be honeft ; but you cannot bow, 

And cringe, beneath a fupercilious brow : | 
You cannot fawn; your ftubborn foul recoils 
At bafenefs; and your blood too highly boils. 
From nature fome fubmiffive tempers have ; 
Unkind to you, fhe form’d you not a flave. 

A courtier mutt be fupple, full of guile, 

Muft learn to praife, to flatter, to revile,* - 
The good, the bad, an e1 ‘my, 2 friend, 

To give falfe hopes, and on falfe hopes depend. 
Go on, and profper, Sir; but learn to hide ‘ 
Your upright ipirit : 't will be conftrued pride. 
The {plendour of a court is ali a cheat ; 

You muit.be feryile, ere you can be great. 


EPISTLES. 


Belides, your ancient pattimany wafted, | 
Xour youth run out, your fehemes of grandeur 
* blaited, 

You may perhaps retire in difcontent, 

‘And curfe your patron, for no ftrange event ¢ 

‘The patron will his innocence protcft, 

And frown in earneft, though he fmil’d in jeft. 

Man, coy for himéelf, can fuffer wrong $ 

His reafon fails, as his ¢efires grow trong: 

Herre, wanting ballaft, and too full of tal, 

He lies expos'd to every rifing gale. 

From youth to age, for happinels he’s bound: 

He Tplies on rocks, or runs his bark aground, 

Or, wide of land, a defert ocean views, 

And, to the laft, the flying port parfues, 

Yet, to the laft, the port he does not gairt, 

And dying finds, too late, he liv'd in vain. 
TO THE EARL OF DORSET. 

Copenhagen, March 9. 1709+ 


From frozen climes, and endlefs tracts of fnow, 
From ftreams which northern winds forbid to ow, 
‘What prefent fhall the mufe to Derfet bring, 
Or how, fo near the pole, attempt to fing ? 
"The hoary winter here conceals from fight 
All pleafing objects which to verfe invite. 
The hills and dales, and the delightful woods, 
The flowery plains, and fitver-ftreaming floods, 
By Snow difguis'd, in bright corfufion he, 
‘And with one dazzling wafte fatigue the oye. 

No gentle breathing breeze prepares the fpring, 
No birds within the defert region fing. 
‘The fhips, unmov'd, the boifterous winds defy, 
‘While rattling chariots o’ér the ocean fly. 
"She vait leviathan wants room to play, 
fend {pout his waters in the face of day. 
"The ftarving wolves along the main fea prowl, 
And to the moon in icy valleys howl. 
‘O'er mfny a fhining league the level main 
Here (preads itfelf into 2 glafly phain: 
\There folid billows of enormous fize, 
Alps of green ice, in wild diforder rife. 

‘And yet but lately have I feen, ev’n here, 
‘The winter in a lovely drefs appear. : 
Ere yet the clouds let fall the treafur’d fnow, 
Or winds begun through haey fkies to blow, 
At evening a keen eaftern breeze arole, 
And the defeending rain unfully’d froze. 
Soon as the filent fhades of night withdrew, 
"The rudd, morn difclos'd at once to view 
‘The face of Nature in a rich difguife, 
And brighten’d every object to my eyes: 
For every thrub, ind every blade of grafs, 
And every pointed thorn, feem’d wrought in glafs; 
In pearlsaand rubies rich the hawthoras fhow, . . 
While through the ice the crimfon berries glow. 
The thick-fprung reeds, which watery marfhes 


yield, 
Seem'd polith’d lances in a hoftile field. 
‘The flag, in limpid currents, with furprife, 
Secs cryital branches on his forchead rife : . 
‘The f{preading oak, the becch, and towering pine, 
Glaz’d over, in the freezing ether fhinc. 
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The crackling wood beneath the tempeft bends, - 
And in a fpaugled fhower the profpect ends: 

Or, if a fouthern gale the region warm, 

And by degrees unbind the wintery charm, 

‘The traveller a miry country fees, 

And journeys fad beneath the dropping trees: 
Like fome deluded peafant, Merlin leads [meads, 
Throngh fragrant bowers, and through delicious 
While hicre enchanted gardens to him rife, 

And airy fabrics there attract his eyes, 

His wandering feet the magic paths purfue, 

And, while he thinks the fair illufion true, 

The tracklefs feenes difperfe in fluidair,  - 
And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways appear, 
‘A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 

‘And; as he goes, the tranficnt vifion mourns. 


To the Right Honourable 
CHARLES LORD HALIFAX, 


One of the Lords Fuftices appointed by bis Majefly. 171he 


Patron of verfe, O Halifax, attend, 
The mufe’s favourite, and the poet's friend! 
Approaching joys my ravith’d thoughts infpire: 
I feel the tranfport ; and my foul’s on fire} 
Again Britannia rears her awful head : 
Her fears, tranfplanted, to her focs are fled. 
Again her flandard fhe difplays to view 5 
And all its faded lilies bloom anew. 
Here beauteous liberty falutes the fight, 
Still pale, nor yet recover'd of her fright, 
Whilft here religion, fmiling to the fkies; 
Her thanks exprefics with up-lifted eyes. 
“But who advances next, with cheerful grace, 
Joy im her eye, and plenty in her face? 
‘A wheaten garland does her head adorn, 
oO property ' O goddefs, Engtifh born! = [mourn! 
Where haft thou been? How did the wealthy 
‘The bankrupt nation figh’d for thy returf, 
Doubtful for whom her fpreading funds were fill’d, 
Her fleets were freighted, and her fields were till’d. . 
No longer now fhali France and Spain combin'd, 
Strong in their golden Indies, awe mankind. 
Brave Catalans, who for your freedom ftrive, 
And in your fhatter'd bulwarks yet furvive, 
Fer you alene, worthy a-better fate, ‘ 
O, may this happy change not come too jate ! 
Great in your fufferings !—But, my mufe, forbear 5, 
Nor damp the public gladnefs with a tear : 
‘The hero has receiv'd their juft complaint, 
Grac’d with the name of our fam’d patron-faint : 
Like him, with pleafure he foregoes his reft, 
And Jongs, like him, to fuccour the diftrefe'd. 


firm to his friends, tenacious of his word, 


As juftice calis, he draws or fheaths the fword : 
‘Matur’d by thought, his councils fhall prevail 
Nor fhal) his promife to his people fail.” s 

He comes, defire of nations! England’s boaft ! 
Already he has reach’d the Belgian coaft. te 
Our great deliverer comes! and with him brings 
A progeny of late fuccceding kings, 


Fated to triumph o’er Britannia’s foes 


In diftant years, and fix the world’s repofe. 

‘The floating fquadrons now approach the fhate; 
Loft in the failors thouts, the cannons roar: ° 
And now, behold, the fovereign of the main, 


High on the deck, amidt his thining train, 


‘The frighted birds the rattling branches fhun, 
(Which wave and glitter in the diftant fun. 
““SaWhen if a fudden guft of wind arife, 
‘The brittle foreft into agoms Hieg, 
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Surveys the fubject flood. An eaftern gale 
Plays through the throuds, and {wells in every fail; 
Th’ obfequious waves his new dominion own, 
And gently waft their monarch to his throne. 
Now the glad Britons hail their king to land, 
Hang on the rocks, and blacken all the ftrand: 
But who the filent ecftacy can thow, ; 
‘The paffions which in nobler bofoms glow? 
‘Who can defcribe the godlike patriot’s zeal ? 
‘Or who, my Lord, your generous joys reveal ? 
Ordain'd, once more, our treafure to advance, 
Retrieve our trade, and fink the pride of France, 
Once more the Jong-negleded arts to raife, 
And form each rifing genius for the bays. 
Accept the prefent of a grateful fong; 
This prelude may provoke the learned throng: 
‘To Cam and Ifis thal] the joyful news, 
By me convey'd, awaken every mufe, 
Ev’n now the vocal tribe in verfe confpires ; 
And | already hear their founding lyres ; 
‘To them the mighty labour I refign, : 
Give up the theme, and quit the tuneful nine. 
So when the {pring firft-{miles among the trees, 
And bloffoms open to the vernal breeze, 
‘The watchful nightingale, with early ftrainis, 
Summons the warblers of the woods and plains, 
But drops her mufic, when the choir appear,: . 
And liftcns to the concert of the year. 








Where Ge ferene in majefty appears, 
Andplans the wonders of usecedis Lin : 
There, as he walks, his comprehenfive mind 
Surveys the globe, and takes-in all mankind: | 
While, Britain, for thy fake he wears the crownz 
To fpread thy power as wide as his renown: 

‘To make thee umpire of contendin; ftates, 

And poife the balance in the world’s debates. 

From the fmooth terrafs, as he caits his eye, 
And fees the current fea-ward rolling by ; 

What f{chemes of commerce rife in his defigns! , 
Pledges of wealth! and unexhautted mines! 
‘Through winds and waves, beneath inclement thicay 
Where ftars, diftinguifh’d by no name, arife, 
Our fleets thall undifeover’d lands explore, 

And a new people hear our cannons Foar. 

The rivers long in ancient ftory fam’d, * 

Shall flow obfcure,nor with the Thames be nam'd ¢ 
Nor fhall our pocts copy from their praife, 

And Nymphs and Syrens to thy honour raife ; 
Nor make thy banks with Tritons fhells refound, 
Nor bind thy brows with humble fedges round; 
But paint thee as thou art; a peopled ftream ! 
The boaft of merchants, and ike failors theme! 
Whofe {welling floods unnumber’d thips fuftain, 
And pour whole towns afloat into the main; 
While the redundant feas waft wi freth flores, 
‘The daily tribute of far diftant ores. 

Back to thy fource J try thy filver-train, . 
That gently winds through many a fertile plain; . 
Where flocks and lowing herds in plenty feed, 
And thepherds tune at eafe the vocal reed: 

Ere yet thy waters meet the briny tide, 

And freighted vefels down thy channel ride ; 

Ere yet thy billows leave their banks behind, 

Swell into ftate, and foam before the wind: 

Thy fovereign’s emblem! in thy courfe complete! 

When I behold him in his lov'd Tetreat, 

Where rural fcenes their pleafing views difclofa, 

A fylvan deity the monarch thows ; ‘i 

And if he only knew the woods to grace, 

‘To roufe the flag, and animate the chafe : 

While every hour, from thence, his high cone 
mands, 

By fpeedy winds convey’d to various lands, 

Control affairs ; give weighty councils birth 3 

And fway the mighty rulers of the earth, 

Were he, our ifland’s glory and defence, . 2. 
To reign unactive, at the world’s expence 
Say, generous Craggs, who .then fhould quel! the 
Of lawlefs fa@ion, and reform the age 2~ (rage 
Who fhould our dear-bought liberties maintain ? 
Who fix our leagues with France, and treat with 


To the Honourable 
* “JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ, 
' . 
Secretary ab War, at Hampton-Court, 17t7. 


‘Tuougn Britain’s hardy troops demand your care, 
And cheerful friends your hours of leifure thare ; 
O, Craggs, for candour known! indulge awhile 
My fond defire, and on my labour {mile : 
Nor count it always an abufe of time 
To read a long epiftle, though in rhyme, 
To youl fend my thoughts, too long confin'd, 
And cafe the burden of a loyal mifid ; ‘ 
‘Yo you my fecret tranfports I difclofe, 
‘That rife above the languid powers of profe. 
But, while thefe artlefs num ers you perufe, 
‘Think ‘tis my heart that didates, not the mufe 5 
My heart, which at the name of Brunfwick fires, 
And no affiftance from the mufe requires, 
Believe me, Sir, your breaft that glows with zeal 
For George’s glory, and the public weal, 
Your breatt alone feels more pathetic heats; 
Your heart alone with ftronger raprures beats, 
When I review the great examples pat, 
And to the former ages join the Jatt; , 
Still, as the godlike heroes to me rife, os 
In arms triumphant, and in councils wile, 
‘The king is ever prefent to my mind; 
His greatnefs, trac’d in every page, I finds 
“he Greek and Roman pens his virtues tell, 
And under fhining names on Brunfwick dwell, 
At Hampton, while he breathes untainted air, 
And feems, to vulgar eyes, devoid of care ; 
‘The Britith mufes to the grove will prefs, 
Tune their melodious harps, and claim accefs : 
But let them not too rafhly touch the ftrings; 
For fate allows no folitude to kings, 
Hailto the dhades, where William, great in arms, 
Retir’d fram conquelt to Maria’s charmg 
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Spain? 

Whocheckthe headftrong Swede; affuagethe Czar $ 

Secure our peace, and quench the northern war? 

The Turk, though he the Chriftian name dé 

And curfes Eugene, yet from Eu 1e Hies, 

His caufe to Brunfwick’f equity dare truft ; - 

He knows him valiant, and concludes him jut ¢ 

He knows his fame in early youth acquir’d, 

When turban’d hofts before his fword retir’d, 
Thus while his influence to the poles extends, » 

Or where the day begins, or where it ends, . 

Far from our coaits he drives off all alarms ; 

And thofe his power protects, his goodneis charma, 

Great in himfelf, and undebas’'d with pride, « 

The fovescign lays his regal Rate afide, 


: Oft through the concave azure of the 
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Pleas’d to appear without the bright difguife 
OF pomp; and on his inborn worth relies, 

His fubjedts are his gucfts; and deily boaft 

‘She condefcenfion of their royal hoft : 

While crowds fucceeding crowds on either hand, 
A ravift’d multitude, admiring fland. 

His manly wit and fenfc, with candour join'’d, 
His fpeech with every elegance refin'd, 

His winning afpeét, his becoming eafe, 
Peculiar graces all, confpire to pleafe, 

Arid render him to every heart apprev'd; ~ 
‘The king refpeéted, and the man belov’d. 
Nor is his force of genius tefs admir'd, 
‘When moft from crowds or public cares retir’d, 
‘The learned arts, by turns, admittance find ; 

At once unbend and exercife his mind. 

‘The fecret {prings of nature, long conceal’d, 

And to the wife by flow degrees reveal’d, ; 
(Delightful fearch !) his piercing thought deferies. 
ies 
His foul delights to range, a boundlefs {pace, 
Which myriads of celeftial glories grace 5 
‘Worlds behind worlds, that deep in ether lie, * 
And funs, that twinkle to the diftant eye; 


' Or call them ftars, on which our fates depend, 


And every ruling flar {s Brunfwick’s friend. 
Soon as the rifing fun fhoots o’er the ftream, » 

And gilds the palace with a ruddy beam, 

You to the healthful chate attend the king, 


_ And hear the foreft with the huntfmen ring: 


While in the dufty town we rule the fate, 
And from Gazettes determine England's fate. 
Our groundiefs hopes and groundlefs fears prevail, 
Asartful brokers comment on the mail. 
Deafen’d with news, with politics oppreft, - 
1 with the wind ne’er vary'd from the weft, 
Secure on George’s councils I rely, 
Give up my cares, afd Britain’s foes defy. 
‘What though cabals are form’d, and impious 
leagues ! {trigues? 
‘Though Rome fills Europe with her dark in- 
“His vigilance, on every itate intent, 
Defeats their plots, and over-rules th’ event. 
But whither do my vain endeavours tend? ~. 
Or how fhall I my rafh attempt defend ? 
Divided in my choice, from praise to praife 
JY rove, bewilder’d in the pleafing maze, 
One virtue mark’d, another I purfue, 
While yet another rifes to my view. ‘ 
‘Unequal to the tafk, too late I find 
‘The grotng theme unfinifh’d left behind. - 
Thus, the deluded bee, in hopes to drain E 
BAt once the thymy treafure of the plain, 
‘Wide ranging on her little pinions toils, 
And fkims o’erhundred flowers for one fhe fpoits: 
‘When, foon o’erburden’d with the fragrant weight, 
Homeward fhe flies, and flags beneath her freight. 





‘TO LORD CARTERET, 
DEPARTING FROM DUBLIN, 1726. 


Bexon, Britannia waves her flag on high, 
And calls forth breezes from the weftern iky, 
And beckons to her fon, and fmooths the tide, 
‘That does Hibernia from her cliffs divide. 

Go, Carteret, go; anid, with thee, go along 
The nation’s blefitng, and the poet’s fong ; 
Loud acclamations, with melodious lays, * 
The kindeft wifhes, and fincereft praife. 

Go, Carteret, go; and bear my joys away? 

So fpeaks the muic, that fain would bid thee ftays 
So fpoke the virgin to the youth unkind, .- -~ 
Who gave his vows, and canvafs, to the wind, 
And promis’d to return; but never more + 
Did he return to the Threician fhore, 

Go, Carteret, go: alas, a tedious while 
Haft thou been abfent from thy mother-ifle s 
A flow-pac’d train of months to thee and thine, 

A Right of moments to a heart like mine, 
‘That feels perfections, and refigns with pain 
Enjoyments I may never know again. 7 

O, while mine eye purfues the fading fails, 
Smooth roll, ye waves, and fteady breathe, ye gales, 
And urge with gentle fpeed to Albion’s ftrand 
A houfchold fair, amidit the faireft land, - 

In every decency of life polite, * 
A freight of virtues wafting from my fight: « 
And now farewell, O early in renown, 
Iluftrious, young, in labours for the crown, 
Juft, and benign, and vigilant, in power, 

And elegant to grace the vacant hour, 
Relaxing fweet! Nor are we born to wear 
‘The brow ftill bent, and give up life to care + 
And thou, mild glory, beaming round his fame, 
Francifca, thou, his firft, his lateft flame ; 
Parent of bloom! In pleafing arts refin'd! 
Farewell, thy hand, and voice, in mufic join’d ; 
Thy courtefy, as foothing as thy fong, 

And fmiles foft-gleaming on the courtly throng: 
And thou, Chariffa, haftening to thy prime, —~ 
And Carolina, chiding tardy time, 

Who every tender with of mine divide, 

For whom I ftrung the lyre, once laid afide, +* 
Receive, and bear in mind, my fond fareweil, 
‘Thrive on in life! and, thriving on, excel! 
Accept this token, Carteret, of good-will, 

The voice of nature, undebas’d by fkill, 

‘Thefe parting numbers. cadenc’d by my grief, 
For thy ove fake, and for my owa relief, 

If aught, alas, thy abfence may relieve, 

Now I am left, perhaps, through life to grieve ; 
Yet would } hope, yet hope I know not why, 
(But hopes and wifhes in one balance lic) 

Thou may’ft revifit, with thy wonted {miles, 
lérna, ifland fet around with ifles: 

May the fame heart, that bids thee now adieu, 
Salute thy fails, 2nd hail thee into view ! 
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ODES. 





SONG. 


From White's and Will’s 
,.. To purling rills 
‘The loye-fick Strephon flies; 
‘There, full of woe, * 
His numbers flow, 
. And all in rhyme he dies. 


‘The fair coquet, 
With feign’d regret, 
Invites him back to town; 
But, when in tears 
‘The youth appears, 
She meets him with a frown. 


Fall oft the maid 
‘This prank had play'd, 
* 31 angry Strephon fwore, 
And, what is ftrange, 
"| Though loth to change, 
Would never fee her more. 


SONG. 


‘Wu we love, and why we hate, 

« Is not granted us to know: 
Random chance, or witful fate, 

" Guides the thaft from Cupid’s bow. 


, Hon me Zelinda frown, 
Madnefs 'tis in me to grieve: 
Since. her will is not her own, 
». , Why fhould I uneafy live ? 


¥ L for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Mizella’s cries, 
Afk not me the reafon why : 
Seek the riddle in the fkies, 


TO SIGNORA CUZ.ZONI. 
May 25. 1724. 

Litre fyren of the ftage, 
Charmer of an idle age, 
Empty warbles, breathing lyre, 
‘Wanton gale of fond defires 
Bane of every manly art, 
Sweet enfeebler of the heart ! 
©, too pleafing in thy ftrain, 
Hence, to fouthern climes again; 
Tonefel mifehief, vacal fpell, 
‘To this ifland bid fareweil 3 
Leave us as we ought to be, 
Leave the Britons rough and free. 


TO TRE MEMORY OF THE LATE 
EARL OF FLALIFAX. 
Fene 30, 1778, 
Werrinc o'er thy facred urn, 
Ever fhall the mules mourn ; 
4 


Sadly shall their numbers flow, 
Ever clegant in woe. 

‘Thoufandy, nobly born, fhall die, 
Thoufands in oblivion lie, 
Names, which leave no trace behind; 
Like the clouds before the wind, 
When the duiky shadows pals, 
Lightly fleeting o'er the grafs. 

But, O Halifax, thy name 
Shall th ough ages rife in fame: 
Sweet remembrance fhalt thou find, 
Sweet in every noble mind. 




























To the Honourable 
MISS CARTERET. 


Broom of beauty, early flower 
Of the blifsful bridal bower, 
‘Thou, thy parents pride and cares 
Fairctt offspring of the fair, 
Lovely pledge of mutual love, 
Angel {eeming from ubove, 

Was it not thow day by day 

Doft thy very fex beer: 
Female more and mor peary 
Female, more than angel dear, 
How to {peak thy face and mien, 
(Soon too dangerous to |: feen) 
How fhall f, or fhall the mr. 
Language of refemb 











e 
ks} 








> 
rblance choofe ? 
Language like thy mien and face, 
Full of lweeteels, full of grace ! 
By the next retutning fpring, 
When again the linnets fing, 
When again the lambkins play, 
ay, 
xt are feen, 
Sweet enamel! white and green, 
And the year in freth ztrirc, 
Wele 
















orchard thows, 
er blows: 
pring I fee, 

hter blocm in thee: 
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Lips with thymy language fweet, 

Diftilling on the hearer’s mind 

The balm of wifdom, fpeech refin’d, 

Celeftial gifts!——-Oh, when the nobles meet, 
‘When next, thou fea-furrounded land, 

‘Thy nobles meet at Brunfwick’s high command, 
In vain they fhall the charmer’s voice defire ! 

In vain thofe lips of eloquence require ! 

‘That mild canviétion which the foul affails 

By foft alarms, and with a gentle force prevails! 


EPODE Itt, 
‘To fuch perfuafion, willing yields 
The liberal mind, in freedom train’d. 
Freedom, which, in crimfon’d fields, 
By hardy toil our father’s gain’d, 
Inheritance of long defcent ! 
‘The facred pledye fo dearly priz’d 
By that ble(s'd fpirit we lament : 
Grief-eafing lays, by grief devis'd, . 
Plaintive numbers, gently flowing, 
Sooth the forrows to him owing ! 


8TROPHE IV. 

arly on his growing heir, 
, Stamp what time may not impair, 

As he grows, that coming years, 

Or youthful pleafurcs, or the vain 

Gigatitic phantom of the brain 
Ambition, breeding monftrous hopes and fears, 
Or worthier cares, te youth unknown, 
Ennobling manhood, flower of life full-blown, 
May never wear the bofom-image faint . 

Oo, Le him prove what words but weakly paint, 
‘The lively lovely femblance of his fire, 
A medel to his fon! that ages may admire! 


ANTISTROPHE IV. 
Every virtue, every grace, 
Still renewing in the race, 
Once thy father’s pleafing hope, 
‘Thy widow'd mother’s comfort now, 
No fuller blifs does heaven allow, 
‘While we behold yon wide-fpread azure cope, 
With burning flars thick-lufter’d o'er, 
‘Than to enjoy, and to deferve, a ftore 
Of treafur'd fame, by blamclefs deeds acquir’d, 
By alf unenvied, and by all defired, 
Free-gift of men, the tribute of good-will! 
Rich in this patrimony fair, increafe it fill, 


EPODE Iv. 

‘The fullnefs of content remains 
Above the yct unfathom'd fkies, 
‘Where, triumphant, gladnefs reigns, 
‘Where withes ceafe, and pleafures rife 
Beyond all with ; where bitter tears 
For dying friends are never fhed; 
‘Where fighing, none defire pafe’d years 
Recali'd or wifh'd the future fled. 
Mournful meafures, O, relieve me! 
Sweet remembrance! ecafe to grieve me, 

7 STROPHE V, 
He the robe of juftice wore 
Sully’d nat, as heretofore, 
When the magiftrate was fought 
‘With yearly grfts. Of what avail 
Are guilty hoards? for life is frail ; 
And we are judg'd where favour js not bought, 
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By him, forewarn’d thou frantic iffe; 

How did the thirit of gold thy fons beguile! _ 
Beneath the {pecious ruin thoufands groan‘d,-- 
By him, alas, forewarn’d, by him bemoan’d 
Where fhall his like,on earth, be found? oh, when 
Shall I, once more, behold the moft belov'd of men! 


ANTISTROPHE V, 
Winning afpe&! winaing mind! 
Soul and body aptly join'd! 
Searching thought, engaging wit, _ 
Enabled to infteud, oF pleake, 
Uniting dignity, with eafe, 
By nature form’d for every purpofe fit, 
Endearing excellence !———O, wh 
Is {uch perfection born, and born to die? 
Or do {uch rare endowments ftill furvive, 
As plants remov'd to milder regions thrive, 
In onc eternal {pring ? and we bewail : 
‘The parting foul, new-born to life that cannot’fail, 


EPODE Vv. 
Where facred Friendthip, plighted love, 
Parental joys, unmix’d with care, 
Through perpetual time improve ? 
Or do the deathlefs bleffed fhare 
Sublimer raptures, unrevea!’d, 
Beyond or weak conception pure ? 
But, while thofe glories lie conceal’d, 
‘The rightcous count the promife fure, 
Trials to the laft enduring, 
To the laft their hope fecuring, 





To the Right Honourable. 
WILLIAM PULTENEY, ESQ, 
May i. 1723.” 
Wuo, much diftinguith’d, yet is blefs'd! 
Who, dignified above the reft, 
Does, itili, unenvied live ? ris 
Not to the man whofe wealth abounds, 
Nor to the man whofe fame refounds, 
Does heaven fuch favour give, 
Nor to the noble-born, nor to the ftrong, 
Nor to the gay, the beautiful, or young, 


Whom then, fecure of happinefs, 
Does every eye beholding blefs, 
And every tongue commend? 
Him, Pultney, who, poffefling ftore, 
Is not folicitous of more, : 
Who, to mankind a friend, 
Nor envies, nor is envied by, the great, 
Polite in courts, polite in his retreat. 
Whofe unambitious, ative foul, 
Attends the welfare of the whole, 
When public ftorms arife, 
And in the calm a thoufand ways 
Diverfifies his nights and days, 
Sull elegantly wife ; 
While books, each morn, the lightfome foutinvite, 
And friends, withfeaion’d mirth,improvethe night. 


In him do men no blemifh fee ; 

And faQions in his praife agree, 
When moft they vex the 5 7 

Diftinguith’d favourite of the iki 

Belov'd he lives, lamented dics; 
Yet, shall he not to fate 


ODES. J 39 


Submit entire; the refevning mufe fhall fave 
His precious name, and win him from the grave. 


»« Too frail is brafs and polifh’d ftane ; 
; Perpetual fame the mute alone 
“On merit can beitow : 
Yet, muft the time-enduring fong, 
"The verfe unrivall’d by the throng, 
From nature’s bounty flow: 
Th’ ungifted tribe in metre pafs away, 
Oblivion’s fport, the pocts ca day. 


‘What laws fhall o’er the ode prefide ? 
In vain would art prefume to guide 
‘The chariot-wheels of praife, 
‘When fancy, driving, ranges free, 
Freth lowers fele&ting, like the bee, 
2 And regularly ftrays, 
While naturc does, difdaining aids of {kill, 
‘The mind withthought, her ears with numbers, fill. 


As when the Theban hymns divine 
». Make proud Olympian viétors thing 
In an eternal blaze, 
‘The varying meafures, ever new, 
Unbeaten traéts of fame purfue, 
While through the glorious maze 
‘The poet leads his heroes to renown, 
And weaves in verfe a never-fading crown, 


.¥Q MISS MARGARET PULTENEY, 


DAUGHTER QF DANIEL PULTENY, ESQ, IN THE 
. NURSERY. 
April x7, 1729. 
Dimrry damfel, fweetly filing, 
All carcfling, none beguiling, 
Bud of beauty, fairly Blowing, 
Every charm to nature owing, 
This and that new thing admiring, 
Much of this and that mquiring, 
Knowledge by degrecs attaining, - 
Day by day fome virtue gaining, 
‘Ten years hence, when I leave chimin: 
Beardlefs poets, fondly rhyming, 
(Fefcued now, perhaps in fpelling,) 
On thy riper beauties dwelling, 
Shall accufe each killing feature 
Of the cruel, charming, creature, 
‘Whom I knew complying, willing, 
‘Tender, and averfe from killing. 


TO MISS CHARLOTTE PULTENEY, 
IN HER MOTHER'S ARM&, 
May ¥. 1774. 


Time y bloffom, infant fair, 
ponding of a happy pair, 

Every morn, and every night, 
*Theivfolicitous delight, 
Gleeping, waking, ftill at eafe, 
Pleafing, without fkill to plealey 
Little goffip, blithe and hale, ~ 
‘Tattling many a broken tale, 
Singing many a tunelefs fong, 
Lavith of a heedlefs tongue, 
Simple maiden, void of art, 


Babin our sg very hear, 


‘ 
Yet abandon’d to thy will, © 
Yet imagining no ill, 
Yet too innocent to blush, 
Like the linnet in the buh. 
‘Yo the mother-linnet’s note 
Moduling her flender throat 
Chirping forth thy petty joys, 
‘Wanton in the change of toys,. 
Like the linnet green, in May, 
Fiitting to cach blooney fpray, 
‘Wearied then, and glad of reft, 
Like the linnet in the neft. 
This thy prefent happy lot, 
‘This, in time, will be forgot: 
Other pleafures, other cares, 
Ever-buly time prepares; 
And thou fhalt in thy daughter fee, 
‘This pifture, once, refembled thee. 


To the Right Honourable 
ROBERT WALPOLE, ESQ. 
Fane I$. 1724. 


Vorany to public zeal, 
Minifter of England’s weal, Fy 
Have you leifure for a fong, 
Tripping lightly o’er the tongue, _ 
Swift and fweet in every meafare, 
‘Yell me, Walpole, have you leifure? 
Nothing lofty will I fing, 
Nothing of the favourite king, 
Something, rather, fung with eafe, 
Simply elegant to pleafe. 
Fairy virgin, Britifh mufe, 
Some unhear'd-of ftory choofe 
Choofe the glory of the fwain, 
Gifted with a magic ftrain, 
Swaging grief of every kind, * 
Healing, with a verfe, the mind: 
To him came a man of power, 
To him, in a cheerlefs hour; 
When the fwains by Druids taught, . 
Soon divin’d his trkfome thought, 
Soon the maple harp he ftrung, 
Soon with filver accent, fung. 
* « Steerer of a mighty real; 
Pilot waking o’er the helm, 
« Blefling of thy native foil, 
“ Weary of a thanklefs toil, 
“ Caft repining thought behind, 
“© Give thy trouble to the wind. 
“ Mortal, defin’d to excel, 
Bear the blame of doing well, 
“ Like the worthies great of old, 
“ In the Jift of fame cnroll’d. 
« What, though titles thou decline? 
“ Still the more thy virtues fhine, 
“ Envy, with her ferpent eye, 
“* Marks each praife that foars on high, 
« To thy lot refign thy will: 
Every good is mix’d with ill. 
See, the white unblemifh’d rofe 
“ On a thorny bramble blows; 
“ See, the torrent pouring rain 
“ Does the limpid fountain fain: 
Sec, the giver of the day 
“ Unrgeth oa, through clouds, his ways 
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“ Nothing is entirely blefs’'d; 
“ Envy does thy worth atteft. 
“ Pleafing vifiots, at command, 
Anfwer to my voice and hand ; 
“ Quick, the blifstul fcene prepare, 
 Sooth the patriot’s heavy care; 
“ Vifions, cheering to the fight, 
Give him earneit of delight, 

« Wife difpofer of affairs, 
* View the end of all chy cares! 
“ Forward cait thy ravith’d eyes, 
# See the gladdening harvett rife: 
* Lo, the peuple reap thy pain! 
“ Thine the labour, theirs the gain, 
Yonder tern awhile thy view, 
« Turn thee to yon fpreading yew, 
- Once the gloomy tree of fute, 
Once the plighted virgin’s hate + 
« Now, no longer does tt grow, 
« Parent of the warring bow : 
“ See, beneath the guiltlefs fhade, __ 
« Peafants thape the plow and fpade, 
 Refcued, ever, from the fear 
Of the whiftling fhaft and {pear. 
* Lo, where plenty comes, with peace! 
Hear the breath of murmur ceafes 
 Sce, at laft, unclouded days; 
Hear, at laft, unenvied praife, 
Nothing hall thy foul molei ; 
.@ Labour is the price of reft. 
s “ Mortal, deftin’d to excel, 
 Blefs the toil of doing well!”* 


8UPPLICATION FOR MISS CARTERET, 
: IN THE SMALL=Pox. 


om Dublin, Fuly 32. 1745. ° 


. Power o’er every power fupreme, 
Thou the poets hallow’d theme, 
¥rom thy mercy feat on high, . 
Hear my numbers, hear my cry, 
Breather of ali vital breath, 

Arbiter of life and death, 

Oh, preferve this innocence, 

Yet uncon{cious of offence, 

Yet in life and virtue growing, 
. ¥et no debt to nature owing. 

Thou who giv’ft angelic grace 

To the blooming virgin face, 

Let the fell difcafe not blight 

‘What tho mad‘{t fer man’s delight: 
O'er her features let it pafs 

Like the breeze o'er {pringing graf, 
Gentle as refrefhing fhowers 
Sprinkled over opening flowers. 

©, let years alone diminifh 

Beauties thou waft pleas’d to finifh. _ 

To the pious parents give 

That the darling fair may live: 
‘Turn to bleflings all their care, 

Save their fondnefs from defpair. 
Mitigate the lurking pains 

Lodg'd within her tender veins ; 
Soften every throb of anguith, 
Suffer not her ftrength to languifh > 
‘Take her to thy careful keeping, 
And prevent the mother's weeping: 





. TO MISS GEORGIANA, 
YOUNGEST DAUGHTER TO LORD CARTERET, ¢ 


+ Asgufl 10. 1725.1 


Lirrre charm of placid mien, 
Minature of beauty’s queen, 
Numbering years, a fcanty nine, 
Stealing hearts without dcfign, 
Young invcigler, fond in wiles, 
th, profufe in files, 
in difdain, 

Pleafure giving without pain, 
Still carcfling, fill carefe'd, ” 
‘Thou and ail thy lovers blefs’d, 










- Never teiz’d and never tcizing, 


O, for ever pleas’d and pleating ! 

Hither, Britith mufe of mine, 

Hither all the Grecian nine, 

With the lovely graces three, 

And your promis’d nurfeling fee; 

Figure on her waxen mind 

Images of life refin’d ; 

Make it, as a garden gay, 

Every bud of thought difplay, 

Till, improving year by year, 

The whole culture fhall appear, 

Voice, and {peech, and action, rifing, 

All to human fenfe furprifjng. + 

Is the filken web fo thin . 

As the texture of her kin ? 

Can the lily and the rofe 

Such unfully’d huc difclofe! 

Are the violets fo blue 

As her veins expos'd to view? 

Do the ftars, in wint’ry tky, 

Twinkle brighter than her eye ? 

Has thé morning lark a throat 

Sounding fweeter than her note? 

Who e’er knew the like before thee? 

‘They who knew the nymph that bare thee, 
From thy paftine and thy toys, 

From thy harmlefs cares and joys, 

Give me now a moment’s time: 

When thou fhult attain thy prime, 

And thy bofom feel defire, © 

Love the likenefs of thy fire, 

One ordain’d, through life, to prove 

Still thy glory {till thy love. 


Like thy fifter, and like thee, 


Let thy nurtur’d daughters be: 
Semblance of the fair who bore thee,, 
‘Trace the pattern fet before thee, 
Where the Liffy meets the main, 
Has thy fifter heard my ftrain; 
From the Liffy to the Thames, 
Minftrel echoes fing their names, 
‘Wafting to the willing ear 

Many a cadence fwect to héar, 
Smooth as gently breathing gales 
O'er the ocean and the vales,™ 
While the veffel calmly glides 

O’er the level glaffy tides, 

While the fummer flowersare fpringing, 


_ And the new-fledg’d birds are finging. 








TRANSLATIONS -| 


‘ : re 
Hut if, my fout, with fond defire 
To fing of games thou dof afpire, 

‘As thou by day canit not defcry, . 

« Through all the liquid walte of fry, , 
One burnith'd ftar, that tike the fun does glow, 
And cherifh every thing below, 

So, my {wect foul, no toil divine, 

In fong, docs like th' Olympian fhine; 

Hence do the mighty poets raife 

‘A hymn, of every tongue the praife, 

‘The fon of Satyrn to refound, i 

‘When far, from every lind, they conic 

‘To vifit Hiero’s regal dome, A 
Where peace, where plenty, is for ever found: 


‘vy’ ANTISTROPHE L Meafures 18. 
Lord of Sicilia’s fleecy plains, 

‘He governs, rivliteous in his pawer, 

And, all excelling while he reigns, ss 
From every lovely virtue crops the flower 

in mufic, bloffom of delight, 

Divinely (kil’d, he. cheers the night, 

‘As we are wont, when friends defign 

To featt and wanton o’er,their wine: . 
But from the wall the Dorian harp take down, 
If Pia, city of renown, . 

‘And if the fleet victorious fteed, 

The boat of his unrivall’d breed, 
Heart-pleafing raptures did infpire, 

‘And warm thy breaft with facred fire, 

When late, on Alphens’ crowded faore, 
Forth-fpringing quick, each nerve he ftrain’d; 
‘The warning of the fpur difdain’d, | 

And iwift to victory his matter bore. 


ah ot EPODE 1. Meafures 16, ., 
‘The lov'd Syracufian, the prince of the courfe, - 
The king, who delights in the {peed of the horfe : 
‘Great his glory, great his fame, p 
Throughout the land where Lydign Pelops came 
‘To plant his men, a chofen race, 

» A land the ocean does embrace, 4 
Pelops, whom Neptune, ruler of the mrin, 
‘Was known to love, when into life again, 
From the reviving cauldron warm, 
Clotho produ2’d him whole, his thoulder-bhnde, 
And its firm brawn, of shining ivory made : 
But truth, unvarnifh’d, oft neglected lies, 
‘When fabled tales, invented to furprife, . 
Ie miracles mighty, have power to charm, 
Where fidions, happily combin’d, 
Deceive and captivate the mind. 





: STROPHE WU.  Afeafures 184 

‘Thus Poély, harmonious fpell, 

The fource of pleafures ever new; 

‘With dignity does wonders tell; . . 

And we, amaz’d, believe cach wonder trig, 

Day, after day, brings truth to ight, 

Unveil’d, and manifett to fight : ‘ 

But, of the blefs'd, thofe lips which name 

Foul deeds aloud, fhall fufler blame. 

Thee, fon pf Tantalus, my faithful fong 

Shall vindicate from every wrong, 

The glories of thy houte reftore, 

And baflle falichoods told before : . 

Now, in his turn, thy Gre prepar’d . - 
“ banquet: when the gods appear’d 


“A life of woe, beyond relief 


s Mt 
At Siplyus, his feet abode, >> 

‘Yo grace the due proportion’d fea: 

‘There, fir, the trident-bearing gueft 

Beheld thy Jovely form ; aud now, he glow’d; 


, ANTISTROPHE H.' Meafures 18. 
And now, his foul fubdued by love, 
Thee in his golden car he bore 
Swift to the lofty towers of Jove, 
Whole name the nations all around adore ¢ 
‘Thus Ganymede was caught on high, 
To ferve the power who rules the fy. 
When thou no longer didft appear, 
And thole, who fought a pledge fo dear, 
Without thee to thy widow'd mother camey” 
Some envious neighbour, to defame. 
‘Thy father’s feat, a rtimour fpread, 
The rumour through the country fled, 
That thou, to-heighten the repaft, 
Watt into feething water caft, 
Fierce bubbling o'er the raging fire, 
Thy limbs without compatiion carv'd, 
‘Thy fedden flefh in meffes ferv’d, 
To gorge the gods, and a voracious fire + 


EPODE I. Meafures 36. 


“But, in thonght ever pure, fhall I deem it amif, 


Vile gluttons.to call the partakers of blifs : 
Let me then refrain, and dread: 

A curfe hangs over the blafphemer’s head. 
If they, who fupervife and wird 
The heavens, did evcr show regard 

To mortal man, this Tantalys might boaft, 

Of mortal men that he was honour’d moi + 

But he not able to digeft 

The glut, the furfcit, of immortal joys, 

One heinous forfeit all his blifs deftroys: 

For over him the godhead hung, in air, 

A ponderous ftone, a dreadful poite of care? 
From his head to remove it, with tcrror opprafs'dy 
In vain he tries, and feeks in vain < 
One cheer fel momen: to regain: 


,STROPHE Ill. Meafures 18. 
£ ‘ 








> 
His portion now; otdain'd before 

To torments of a three-fold grief, 

This fournh was added to complete Mis fhare,, 
Since, high prefuming in his foul, 

He nedar and embrofia ftole, 

To give to. men; by which he knew 

‘That, tafting, he imrhortal grew : ue 
But be not man deceiv’d: the gods reveal, 
What moft we labour to conceal : a 
For this ihe powers, who deachlefs reign, 
To earth fent down his fon again, 

To dwell with men, a fhort-liv’d race, 
Whofe fudden fate come on apace. 

His flowery age in all its pride, 

‘When, o’er his chin, a blackening fhade 

Of down was caft, a vow he made, 

Deep in his foul, to win the profer’d brides 


ANTISTOPHE UL. Meafure: 182. 
Hippodamia, boafted name, ~ 
From her great fire the Pifan proud. 
Alone, by night, the Jover came 
Befide the hoary fea, and cali’d aloud 
On him who {ways the triple fpear, 
And fils with din the deafen’d gar5 

_ ec 


oy re _ THE WoRKS oF A. PHILIPS. 


When, at his feet, the god arofe ; 
Then Pelops, cager to difclofe : i 
His mighty care, © 0 Neptune, if thy mind 

“ In love did ever pleafure find, nd 
Let not Oenomaus prevail, 

“ And let this brazen Javelm fail: 

“ Oh! bear me hence, on wheefs of fpeed, ~ 

“ To Riis, to the glorious meed : 

* To victory oh! whirl me, ftrait; 

* Since, after ten, and other three, 

“ Bold duiters flain, yet Rill we fee, 


“ From year to year, the promis’d nuptials wait 


EPODE Ill. Afeafures x6. 
* Of his daughter. No perilous toil can excite 


& The-daflard in heart, who defpairs of his might, 


. Since we all are horn todie, ) 
** Who, overcaft, would in oblivion lie, 
“ In unrepnted age decay, 
* And meanly fquander hife away, : 
“ Cut off from every praife ? “Then let me dare 
& This confliét, in the dufly lifs to thare; 
& And profper thou my glowing wheels.” 
‘Thus Pelops fpoke; nor Was his tervent ptoyer 
Pour’d forth in fruitlefs words, to waft in ai 
‘The deity his whole ambition grants ; 
Nor thining car, nor courfers, now he wants: 

_ Xn the golden bright chariot new vigour he feels, 
Fxulting in the hosfes’ feet, Beste 
Unwearicd ever, ever lect : . 
STROPHE Iv, Meafares 18, 
Oenemaus, he triumphs o'er Sats 
Thy prowels, and, to fhare his bed, 

Claims the bright maid; who to him bore 
Six princely fons, to manly virtues bred. 
Now, folumniz'd with ftcaming blood, 
And pics rites, near Alpheus’ flood 
Entomb'd, he fleeps, where th’ altar ftands, 
‘That draws the vows of d lands : : 
And round bis tor racers ftrive: ° 
And rouad the whee! i0%5 drive, ~ 
In thy fam'd courtes, Pelops, rifoap 
‘Th’ Olympian glories to the fives, 
And fiine afer: there we behold 
The ftreich of manhood, flrenu 
In fore fatigues, and there the fhrife 
OF winged icet. ‘Thrice happy he, 
‘Who overcomes! for he tha! 

. Unclouded days, aud taite the fweets of life, 


ANTISTROPHE Iv. Aikeafures 18, 
Thy boon, O vidtgry ! thy prize. 
‘Lhe good that, in a day obi ad, 
From day to day freth joy fupplies, 
Is the fupreme of blifs to man ordain’d: 
But let me now the tider re 
And crown him with Avolian lays, 
‘The vidiar's due: and { confide, 
‘Though every welcome gueft were try’d, 
Not one, in all the concourfe, would be found 
For faireft knowledge more renown’'d, 
Nor yet a mafler more to twine, 22, 
An lafting hymns, each wreathing line. 
‘The guardian god, who watchful guides 
“Thy fortunes, Hivro, prefides 
Qrer ali thy cares with anxious Power: «= 
And foon, if he does nct d ny . 
His needful aid, my hopes run high 
‘To fing more pleafing in_the joyful hour. 
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EPODE W, - Meafures 16. 

On thy chariot, triumphant when thou halt apt 

ear, 
“And fly o’er the courfe with a rapid career, 
‘Tracing paths of language fair, 
As Ito Cronion’s funny mount Tepair, 7 
Even now the mufe Prepares to raife, 
Her growth, the ftrongeft dart of praife, 
For me to wield. Approv’d in other things, 
Do others rife, confpicnous, only kings, 
High mounting on the fummit fix :' 
‘There bound thy view, wide fpread, nor vainly try 
Farther to ftretch the rofpeet of thine eye: 
Be, then, thy glorious lot to tread fublime, 
With ftcady fleps, the mesfur'd tra@ of time ; . 
Be mine, with the prize-bearing worthies to mix, 
in Greece, throughout the learned throng, 
Proclaim’d uarival'd in my fong. 





THE SECOND OLYMPIONIQUE. 


TO THERON oF AGRIGENTUM, VICTORIOUS w 
THE CHARIOT-RACE, : 


ARGUMENT, 
He praifes Theron king of Agrigentum, on ace 
count of the victory obtained in the Olympic 
Games, with a chariot and four horfes; Tikes 
wife for his juftice, his hofj itality, his fortitude, 
and thé illuftrioufnefs of fis anceftors ; whofe 
adventures are occafioually mentioned: then’ 
he interweaves digteflions to Semele, Ino, Pe- 
leus, Achilles, and others, and deferibes the fu- 
» tue fate of the righteous and of the wicked, 
Lafily, he concludes with extolling his own fill 
in panegyric, and the benevolence and libera+ 
4 lity of Theron. . 


STROPHE I. Meafury 16. 
Sovereton hynins, whofe numbers fwa' we 
‘The founding harp, what god, what hero, fay, 
What inan, feall we refound ? 

Is not Pifa Jove’s delight ? a 
And did not Hercules, with conqueft crown'd 
‘To him ordain . - 
‘Th’ Olympiad for an army ffain, 


}. Phank-offering of the war ? : 


And mufl we not, in Fheron’s right, ” 
Exert our voice, and fwell our fong # 
‘Theron, whole victorious car- 

Four courfers whirl, fleeting along, 
Fo flrancer-guefts indulgent hoft, 

Of Agrigentum the fepport and boaft, 
Cities born to rule and grace, 
Fair bloffom of his ancicnt race, 


ANTISTROPHE 1. Meafures 16, 
Worthies fore perplex’d in thought, | [fought, 
Till, wandering far, they found, what long they 
& facred feat, Fatt by * e : 
Where the ftream docs rapid run, 

And reign’d, of Sicily the.guardian eye, 
When happy days, 

And wealth, and favour, fow’d, and praife, 
‘Vhat in-bern worth inflames. | ~ 
Satutnian Jove, O! Rhea’s fon, 

Who o'er Olympus doft prefide, © 

And the pitch of lofty games, 

And Alpheus, of rivers the pride, ’ 


_TRANSLATIONS. aes 


Rejoicing in my fongs, do tho 
* dncline thine ear, propitious to mty vow, 
+ Blefling, with a bouateous hand, 
“Phe rich hereditary land. 


EPODE I. Meafures to. 7 


‘Through their late lineage down. No power can 
‘ 


‘ations paft, 
Whether deeds of right or wrong, ’ 
* As things not done recall, , 
Not even time, the father, who produces all; 
Yet can oblivion, waiting long, 
Gathering ftrength 
‘Through the length 
Of profpcrous times, forbid thofe deeds to Jat: 
Such force has fweet-healing joy 
‘The feitering fmart of evils to déftroy, 


STROPHE I. AMeafures 16.° 
‘When felicity is fent ; F 
Down by the will fupreme with full contents 
‘Thy daughters, Cadmus, they . 
Greatly wretched here below, 
Blefs’'d evermore, this mighty truth difplay. 
No weight of gricf, 5 
But, whelm'd in pleafures, find relief, 
Sunk in the fweet abyfs 
Thou, Semele, with hair a-flow, 
‘Vhou by thunder doom’d to die, 
Mingling with the gods in blifs, 
Art lappy, for ever on high : 
‘Thee Pailas does for ever Jove, 
Thee chiefly Jupiter, who rules above; 
Thee thy fon"holds ever dear, 
‘Thy fon with the ivy-wreath'd {pear. 
 ANTISTROPHE I. Meafures 16, 
Beauteons Ino, we are told, 2 
With the fea-daughters dwells of Nereus old, 
And has, by lot, obtain’d 
Lafting life, bencath the deep, 
A life within no hounds of time reftrain’d. 
‘The hour of death, . y, 
Zhe day when we refign oursbreath, 
‘That offspring of the fin, 
Which bids us from our labours fleep, 
in vain do mortals feek to know, 
“Or who deftin’d ig to run 
A life unintangled with woe ; 
. For none are able to difclofe 
‘The feafons of th’ uncertain ebbs and flows 
Now of pleafures, now of pains, 
Which hidden fate to men ordains: 


EPODE I. Meafures 10. ® 


‘Thus Providence, that to thy anceftry, Jong-fani’d, 


Portions out a pleafing thare 
Of heaven-fprung happinets, = 
Does, ceafing in another turn of time to blefs, 
Diftribute fome reverfe of care, 
‘As from years a 
Paft appears, . - Bs 
Since the predeftin’d fon, at Pytho nam’d, 
Did Laius, blindly meeting kill, 
i <And the oracle, of old Pronounc’d, fulfil: . 


2. STROPHE IIL. Meafures 6. 

» Fell Erinnys, quick to view : 
‘The deed, his warlike fons in battle flew, 
Each, by the other’s rage 
But to Polynices flain 






Surviv’d Therfander, glory of his age,’ 

For feats.of war, S 3 te 

And youthful contefts, honour’d far, 

‘The Scion, kept alive 

To raife th’ Adraftian houfe again: 

From whence /Encfidamus’ heir 

Does his fpreading root derive,. 

To branch out a Progeny fair ; 

Who, fpringing forcmolt in the chafe a 
Of fame, demands we fhould his triumph grate, 
Toning lyres to vocal lays, i 
Swect union of melodious praife 3 


ANTISTROPHE II. Meafures 16. 
For not only has he borne 
Th’ Olympian prize, bat, with his brother, worn, 
‘he garland of renown, ee 
At Pytho and at Ifthmus; where, . 
Victozious both, they fhar’d th’ allotted crown, 
Joint-honour, won 
la twelve impetuous courfes, run 
With four unwearied fteeds. 
To vanquifh in the ftrife fevere | 
Does all auxiéey deftroy : 
And to this, if wealth iueceeds 
With virtues enamel'd, the joy 
Luxuriant grows; fuch affluence 
Does glorious opportunities difpenfe, .- 
Giving depth of thought to find 
Purfuits which pleafe a noble mind,* 


EPODE Ul. Meafires to. 
Refulgent flar ! to man the pureft beam of light! 
The poffeffor of this ftore, 7 
Far-future things difcerning, knows [woes 
Obdurate wretches, once deceas’d, to immediate © 
Confign’d, too late their pais depiore ; 
For below A ‘ 
Ere they go, + ae 
Sits one in judgment who pronounces right 
On crimes in this wide realm of Jove; 
Whole dire decree no power cau’ e’er remove 5 


- STROPHE IV. AMeafuret 16. 
But the good, alike by night, 
Alike by day, the fun's unglouded light 
Beholding, ever blefs'd, 7 
Live an unlaborious life, 
Nor anxious interrupt the hallow'd reft 
With ipade and plow, me 
The earth to vex, or with the prow 
The briny fea, to cat - . 
The bread of care in endlefs ftrife. 
The dread divinixies among - 
‘The few unaccuftom’d to wrong, 
Who never broke thy vow they fwore, 
A tearlefs age enjay tor ever-more ; 
While the wicked hence depart 
‘To torments which appall the hearty 


ANTISTROBHE IV. Meafures x6, 

But, the fouls who greatly dare, : 
‘Thrice try’d in either fate, to perfevere |: 
From all injuftice pure, 

E ing onward in the. way- 
er, in virtue ftiH fecure, 
‘Along his toad : hee 
Arrive at Saturn’s rais’d abode y 
Where foft {ca-breezes breathe ae 
Round the land of tre’ bleis'd ; where gay 

ae Cc ij es 




















TRANSLATIONS ay. 


‘AN HYMN To VENUS. 


FROM THE GREEK OF SAPPHQ. 


® Venus, beauty of the tkies, 

‘To whom a thoufand temples rife, 
Gayly falfe in gentle fmiles, 

Fall of love-perplexing wiles, 

O, goddefs! from my heart remove 
‘The wafting cares and pains of love. 


Wever thou haft kindly heard 

A fong in foft diftrefs preferr’d, 
Propitious to my tuneful vow, 

O, gentle goddefs! hear me now. 
Defcend, thou bright, immortal gueft, 
Jn all thy radiant charms confef'd. * 


Thou once didi leave almighty Jove, 
And all the golden roofs above : 

‘The car thy wanton fparrows drew 3 
Hovering im air they lightly flew ; 

As to my bower they wing’d their way, 
T faw their quivering pinions play. 


The birds difmifs’d (while you remain) 
Bore back their empty car again : 

Then you, with looks divinely mild, 

In every heavenly feature finil’d, 

And afk'd what new complaints I made, 
And why I call’d you to my aid? .: 


‘What frenzy in my bofom rag'd, 
And by what care to be afuay'd ? 
"What gentle youth I would allure, 
‘Whom in my artful toils fecure ? 
‘Who does thy tender heart fubdue, 
Tell me, my Sappho, tell me who? 


‘Though now he fhuns thy longing arms, 

He foon fhall court thy flighted charms; 

"Thougl. now thy offerings he defpife, 

Fle foon to thee fhall factifice ; . 

"Though now he freeze, he foon fhall burn, 
And be thy vidtim in his turn, 


Celeftial vifitant, once more 

Thy needful prefence I implore ! 
in pity come and eafe my grid, , 
Bring my diftemper’d foul relicf: ” 
Favour thy fuppliant’s hidden fires, 
And give me th my heart defires, 


And we refit the P 


>A FRAGMENT OF SAPPHO,” 
Brzss’p as the immortal gods is he, 
‘The yonth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and fees thee al! the while 
Softly fpeak, and fwectly file. 


Twas this depriv’d my foul of reft, 

And rais’d fach tumults in my brea 5, 
For while I gaz*d, in tranfport tofs'd, 
My breath was gone, my-voice was loft, 


My bofom glow’d: the fubtle fame 
Ran quickly through my vital frame 5 
O’er my dim eyes a darknefs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill’d, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill’d 5 
My feeble pulfe forgot to play, 
I fainted, funk, and dy’d away. 


‘TO MR. AMBROSE PHIL'PS, 
ON HIS DISTREST MOTHER. 
Anonymous, from Stecle’s Co!leétion. 


Lone have the writers of this warlike age 

With human facrifices drench’d the ftage ; 

That {carce one hero dares demand appiaufe, 

Till, weltering in his blood, the ground he gnawe 

As if, like fwans, they orly eculd defight 

With dying firains, and while they pleafe afiight. 
Our Phiiys, though "twere to chige the fair, 

Dares not deftroy, where Horace bids him {pare + 

His decent fcene like that of Greece appears; 

No deaths our eyes offend, no Sghts our cars, 

While he from nature copies eveit part, ~ 

He forms the juds , end affedts the heart. 
Oft’ as Andromache renews ner wee, 

The mothers fadden, and their eves o’crflow. 

Hermione, with love rage pofteft 

Now foothes, now an 85, each muiden breaft. 




















Pysrhus, triumphant o'er the Trojan walls, 
Js greatly perjur’d, and as greatly. falls. 
Love, and Defpair, and Fu ombin’d, 


In poor Orettes, to diftrad 
“From fir to taft alternat 
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THE LIFE OF HAM TILTON. 

at cf 
Ops the perfonal hiftory of HamizsoN, the compiler. of this collection regrets his inability to give 
an account propottioned to his reputation among his contemporaries, or his rank among the writers 
of verfe. 

Little attention has been beftowed by the anonymous editor of his poems, in n tranfinitting the. ime 
cidente of his life, or in delineating his ‘moi prominent and obfervable particulaiies ; redithe or 
telligence which tradition has preferved, is general and fcanty. 

‘The life of. a private gentleman, devoting’ part of his time-to polite litersture, is hela by! his wer 
quaintance, to be little delerving of tramfmiffion to poflerity. He rifes to efmimence by exertions: 
which, to ordinary difcernment, do not diftinguifh him from other men. When his fame’ is eRtan 

~ blithed by time, it is generally too late to trace the events of his life, er to ingottigate minutely the 
| peculitrities of habitand difpofition which mark his character. 

‘The account, therefore, which-is here to be expected, may propesly be proportioned to the means 
of information, rather than to his qualifications, which deferve more ample ihifiration than bie 
brief memorial can beftow. 

William Hamilton, was the fecond fon of Hamilton, Efq, of Bengour in Aytteist: gee 
tleman of an opulent fortune, and of da ancient and honourable family. He wae was borm in t70q. 

He had all the advantages of a’ ljberal and polite education, His tate, like his ftedies, wae.uam’ 
confined; but his peculiar genius for poetry appeared at an early time of life. I¢ was improved by 
a lively imagination, an exquifite delicacy of fentiment, an extenfive acquaintance with claffice¥ 
learning, and a thorough knowJedge of the world. 

‘The early part of his life feems to have been divided between the occupations of literature, the 
amufements of poetry, and the gaieties of elegant fociety, of which he was the unrivalled pride and 
ornament. 

‘The latter part of his life was nnfortunate. 

Education, private affe@tion, and friendthip, have often a powerful influence on politic? pebiciphee,” 
Me had been bred a Jacobite, and was unhappily prompted, by his own mifguidhd seal, of the we 
fuafions and example of his friends, to join the ftandard of the Pretender, in £745. 

‘The fame year, he celebrated the fuceefs of the rebels at Preftonpans, in an Gde'on dhe Battle 
Glajjinvir, which was pginted at the time, and “ marriedte the harmonies” of M‘Gibbon, This 
was the only occafion he had of poetical triumph and cxukation, 

‘The year following, he faw the hopes of his party perith, in the Suppreffion of the rebellion by the, 
memorable victory obtained over the rebels bythe Duke of Cumberiand, at Culloden. 

It is not certain whether he was prefent in the action; but it appears, that his life, for fome timg 
afterwards, was in imminent danger. 

His reflections an this reverie of fortone, are expreffed in 4 Solilaguy, wrote in Fune 1746. 

ae in this fad and difmal hour 
if multiply’d diftrefa, 
Has any former thought the power 
‘To make thy forrows lefs. 
‘When ali around thee, cruel {nares 
‘Threaten thy deftin’d breath, 
And every sharp reflection bears 
‘Waut, exile, chains, or death. 
He wandered about, for fome time, in the Highlands, and experienced much perfonal inconve- 
nicnce in eluding the diligence of the King's troops, employed in difarating the inhabitants; but at. 
Jat, found meangto efcape to France. 

For this intelligence, the prefent writer is obliged to Mr. John Home, the celebrated author of 
“ Douglas,” a very accurate obferyer of the paffages of that time, which, he is happy to annowné, 
‘will foon receive every pollible iflutration from his elegant end ¢leffical pen. 

He refided feveral years abroad, chiefly i in France an@ Italy, unconnedted with the zealots OF age 
bellion, and devoted to the milder ambitions of thé ingenuous mufe. 

At length, having made his peace with the Gevernment, he returned to Scotland to take polleffioa 
of the fasnily eftate, which had devolved to him by the death of his brother, 








Frey THE LIFE OF HAMILTGN. 

He was of a delicate conftitution ; and, in his later years, his health was greatly impaired. Thig 
secay made him try the benefit of a warmer clima:e, in which he had paffed a confiderable part of 
his ime. It had not, however, the defred-effe@. He died at Lyons, on the 25th of March, 1754, 

in the soth year of his age. His corpfe was brought to Scotland, and interred in the Abbey Church * 

of Holyroodhoute. ? 

He was twice married inte families of diftin@ion sand, by his firit lady, daughter of Sir James 

Hall, Bart. of Dutiglats, left ‘ani ofly fon, who' inherits his eftate. 

- The charadter of Hamilton was antiable and fefpe@able. He poffelfed the focial virtues in an 
etninent degree, His writings breathe the’ phffions which he felt ; and are feldom cold or inanine 
mated. “The qualities of his héart and head were equally remarkable. His elegance ahd judgment 
‘were univerfally confelfed.- He was, in the proper fenfe of the word, a fine genticman. 7 

As he wrote verfes entirely for his own amufemept, and that of his particular friends, few of 
his-pieces were prepared fpr the prefs by hinbfelf. A collection of feveral of them was frit pu- 
Blithed at Glafgow, in 1748, not only withont his name, but without his copfent. He was then 
abroad ; and it-wa hoped the appearance of that’ collection would have drawn from: him a more 
poelect edition. Bat, ‘hough after his return; he corrected many errors of the Glafgow copy, oc- 
caftoned by the ‘Inadvettency of tranferibers, he did not live to meke a new and complete publi- 
“eation. The improvements he made, were, however, inferted in the pofthumous edition of his 

Poems on Several Occafians, printed at Edinburgh, in 8va, 1766; with the-addition of a great many 

valuable pieces taken from his own original manufcripts. They are now, with the Ode on the Baitie 

of Glodinxir, not inferted in the edition 1760, for the firit time, received into a colleétion of claffical 

Englifh poetry. ‘ 

Asa poet, Hamilton dees not feem to have hitherto received fo much attention as he deferves, 

Party {pirit, in our nation, has often influenced the judgment of poetical merit. His genius, perhaps, has 
* bgen overlooked, becaufe his palitical opinions were teprobated. ‘Inshis liberal age, when the juft tris 

bilte of praife ia beftowed on talents and literary merit, of whatever party, it would be improper to take 

notice of his political opinions. He is certainly a pleafing and amiable writer, though not a firft-rate poct. 

He is not diftinguithed for trength of iatelledt br fertility of invention. His tafte was delicate, and 

refined by « careful’perufal of the ancient claffics. He’ writes with neatnefs and terfenefs, frequently 
- Meith elevation and fpirit. His compofitions are charaGerifed by fprightlinefs and elegance, fimplicity 
.tendernefs, His diction is commonly chafleand poctical ; and his verfification, in gencral, corre 
and-barmonioua Of his addreffvs and fmaller pieces, which are commonly, perfonal and ‘occafional, 
thie preater part is panegyrical, and the chief fource is gallantry. Of praife, he is very lavith in his 
Tight and arcatory ‘pPodudtions. Undoubtedly many beauties of that time were proud of his praifes, 
‘Who they were, whom he dignifics with poetical names, cannot. be cafily known. Perhaps by tras 
ditions preferved in families, they may-be difcovered. 

His TriumpB of Love, if he had written nothing elfe, is fulicient to entitle kim to the chara@er 
and diftinétion of a poet. It was publifhed feparately in his life time ; and, thoefsh in a carelefe 
drefs, and’even. without a flame, was received with the higheft approbation. His Epifle to the Coun= 
toi of Eglinuua, though incorre@, has sMany elegant paffages It was origthally prefixed ta 
the inimitable Gentle Stepberd, of Ramfay, With whom his wit, poetry, and political prin 
ciples naturally connedted him. His imitation of the Eighteenth Epifile of the firft Book of Horace, 
aderelied to Ramfay, is written in a‘ftrain of vigorous fenfe and eafy verfification. His other Tnitan 
tions" of terse, deferve great praife, for elegance of expreffion and Propriety of application. To be 
pleafed his fine Ode on the Battle of Gladjinuir, it is not neceffary to think well of his opinions. 
Of. his other Odes, the fecond and third deferve particular commendation. ‘The fecond pofleffes all the 
exquifite delicacy, pidturefque defcription, and appropriate imagery of Milton’s « L’Allegro,” of © 
‘which it is evidently an imitation. His Epitaphs are among the moft beantiful and pathetic compo~ 
fitions of that kind in our language. The Epitephs om Mrs. Colguboun'and bir Wife are truly ad- 
mirable. The Epifode of the Thifle abounds in: poetical defcription, animated by patriotic enthufi- 
afm. Of his fong in the Scottith diale@, called, 74 be Broce of Yarrow, the extenfive popularity, is the 
beft encomium. ‘The remaining pieces, it is not neceflary to examine fingly. They mutt be fep- 
pofed to have faults and beauties of the fame kind with the reft; but the author’s finishing hand, - 
it ought to be remembered, has been wanting to many, Saag 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, 
WITH THE FOLLOWING POEM, 


Reap here the pangs of unfuccefsful tove, 
View the dire ills the weary fuffe?ers. prove, 
When care in every fhape has leave to reign, 

And keener fharpens ev'ry fenfe of pain: - 

No charnt the crnel fpoiler can controul, 

‘He blafts the beauteous featuses of the foul ; 

With various confli& rends the deftin’d breaft, 
And lays th’ internal fair creation watte : 

The dreadful demon raging unconfin'd, 

‘To his dire purpofe bends the paffive mind, 
Gloomy and dark the ptofpe& round appears, 
Doubts fpring from doubts, and fears engender 
Hope after hope goes out in endlefs night, Teare; 
And allis anguifh, torture, and affright. 

O! beautcous friend, a gentler fate be thins 
Still may thy ftar with miideft influence thine > 
May heav’n furround thee with peculiar care, 
And make thee happy, as ittmade thee fair ; 

That gavd thee {weemefs, unaffected eale, 
The pleating look, that'ne’er was taught to pleafe, 
‘True genuine charms, where falfehood claims no 
Which not alone entice, but fix the heart: [part, 
And far beyond ali thefe, fupreme in place, 
‘The virtuous mind, an undecaying grace. 

+ Still may thy youth each fond endearment prove 
Of tender friendthip and complacent love ; 
May love approach ive, in the mildeft drefs, 
And court tice to domeftic happinefs ; 
And bring along the pow’r that only knows 
‘To heighten human joys and foftet woes ; 
For woes will be in life ; thefe till return, 
The good, the beauteaus, and the wife muft 

mourm: : 
Dowbl'd the joy that friendfaip does divide, 
Leflen'd the pain when arm’d the focial fide: 
But ah ! how fierce the pang, how deep the groan, 
‘When ftrong affiGion finds the weak alone ! 
‘Then may a friend ftill guard thy fhelter’d days; 
And guide thee fafe through fortuné’s myftic 
ways; 
The happy youth, whom moft thy foul approves, 
Friend of thy choice and hufband of thy loves, 
hofe holy flatne heav’ns altar does inipire, 

‘That burns through life one clew unfully’d fire, 
A mutual warmth that glows from breaft to breaft, 
‘Who loving is belov'd and bleffing bleft. 
‘Then ali the pleafing fcenes of life eppear, 
‘The charms of kindred and relations dear, 
‘The {miling offspring, love's far better part, 
And all the focial meltings of the heart 









‘Then harlot pleafure, with her wanton train 
Seduces from the ‘tare inal 

In vain to the lock*d eer the’ 

When angels thad8w with their x 

Such, fair Monimia, bé thy facted lot, 
When ev'ry memory of him forgét, 

Whofe faithful mufe infpir’d the ‘plod pray’; 
And weary’d heaven-to keep thee inite cares 
‘That pleas’d it would its choiceft influence thoi 
Or on thy ferious, or thy mirthful hour ; 4 
Confpicuous known in ev'ry fcene of life, 

The mother, fifter, daughter, friend, and wife 3 
That joy may grow on joy, and conftant laft, 
And each new day rife brighter than the pai. . 


CONTEMPLATION: OR, THE 'FRIUMPI$ 
OF LOVE. j 


Rex fifque refergens 
Saevit amor pam 





Mitg. Aine 4e, 
O Voice divine, whofe heavenly ftrnia 
No mortal meaftre May attain, 

O powerful to appeafe the fmart, ‘ 

That fefters in a wounded heart, 
Whofe myftic numbers can affuage 
The bofoitr of tumalt’ous rage, 

Can ftrike the dagger from defpair, 
And fhut the watchful eye of care. 

Oft lus’d by thee, when wretches call, 
Hope comes, that cheers or foftens all; 
Expel?'d by thee, and difpoffett 

Envy forfakes the human breaft. 

Full oft with thee the bard retires, 
And loft to earth, to heav’n afpires ; 
How nobly loft! with thee'to rove'* 
Through the long deep'ning folemn grove, 
Or underneath the moonlight pale, ~ 
To filence truft fome plaintive tale, 

Of nature’s ills, and mankind’s woes, 
While kings and all the prond repofe ; 
Or where tome holy aged oak 

A ftranger to the woodman’s ftroke ; 
From the high rock’s aérial crown, 

In twifting arches bending down, 
Bathes in the fmooth pellucid ftream, 
Fuil oft he waits the myftic dream 

Of mankind's joys right underftood, 
And of the alvprevadiing good. 

Go forth invok'd, O voice divine $ 
And iffee from thy facred fhrine ; 

Go fearch egch folitude¢ around, - 
Whtre Contemplation may be founé. 
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Where'er apart the goddefs flands 
With lifted eyes and heaven-rais'd hands ; 
Tf rear’d on fpeculation’s hill 
Her raptur’d foul enjoys its fill 
Of far tranfporting nature’s fcene, 
Air, ocean, mountain, river, plains 
Or if with meafur'd ftep the ge 
‘Where meditation fpreads below, 
In hollow vale her ample ftore, 
"Till weary funcy can no more; 
Or inward if the turn her gaze, 
And all th’ internal world furveys ; 
‘With joy complacent fées fucceed 
In fair array, each comely deed. 
She hears alone thy lofty ftrain, 
Afi other mufic charms in vain; 
In vain the fprightly notes refound, 
‘That from the fretted roofs rebound, 
‘When the deft minftrelfy advance 
‘To form the quaint and orbed dance; 
In vain unhallow'd lips implore, 
She hearkens only to thy lore. 
‘Then bring the.lonély nymph along, 
Obfequious to thy magic fongs 
Bid her to blifs the fecret bow’r 
And heighten wifdom’s folemn hour. 
Bring faith, endu’d with eagle eyes, 
‘That joins this earth to diftant fies; 
Bland hope that makes each forrow lefs, 
Still fmiling calm amidft diftrefs; 
> And bring the meek-ey’d charity, 
“Not leaft, though youngeft of the three: 
Knowledge the fage, whofe radiant light, 
Darts quick acrofs the mental night, 
And add warm friendfhip to the train, | 
* Social, yielding, and humane ; 
With filence, fober-fuited maid, 
Seldom on this earth furvey'd: 
Bid in this facred band appear, 
“That aged venerable fer, 
‘With forrowing pale, with watchings {pare, 
Of pleafing yet dejected air, 
Him, heavenly melancholy hight, 
‘Who flies the fons of falfe delight, 
Now looks ferene through human life, 
Sces end in pegce the moral ftrife, 
Now to the dazzling profpect blind, 
‘Trembles for heaven and for his kind, 
And doubting much, ftill hoping bett, 
Late with fubmiffion finds his reft : 
And by his fide advance the dame 
‘All glowing with celeftial flame, 
Devotion, high above that foars, 
And fings exulting, and adores, 
Dares fix on heav’n 2 mortal’s gaze, 
‘And triumph *midf the feraph’s blaze : 
Lait to crown all, with thefe be join’d 
‘The decent nun fair peace of mind, 
‘Whom innocenge ne’er yet betray 
Bore young in Eden’s happy fhade: 
“Refign’d, contented, meek and mild 
Of blameleis mother, blamelefs child. 
But from thefe woods, O thon fetire! 
Hood-wink't fuperftition dire ; 
Zeal that clanks her iron bands, 
‘And bathes in blood her ruthlefs hands; 
Far hence hypocrify away, 
With pious femblance to betray, 





Whofe angel outfide fair contains 
A heart torrupt, and foul with ftains ; 
Anubition mad, that ftems alone 
‘The boifterous furge, with bladders blown ; 
Anger, with wild diforder’d pace; 
And malice pale of famifh’d face; 
Loud-tongu’d clamour, get thee far 
Hence, to wrangle at the bar; 
With opening mouths vain rumour hung ¢ 
And falfehood with her ferpent tongue ; 
Revenge, her bloodfhot eyes on fire, 
And hifling envy’s fnaky tire ; 
With jealoufy, the fiend moft fell 
Who bears about his inmate hell ; 
Now far apart with bagard mien 
To lone fufpicion lift’ning fecn, - 
Now in a gloomy band appears 
Of fallow doubts and palc-ey’d fears, 
Whom dire remorfe of giant kind 
Purfues with fcorpion lath behind ; 
And thou felf-leve, who tak’{t from earth, 
With the vile crawling worm, thy birth, 
Untouch’d with others’ joy or pain, 
The focial fmile, the tear hewene 3 
Thy felf thy fole intemperate guett, 
Uncall’d thy neighbour to the feaft, 
As if heaven’s univerfal heir 
Twas thine to feize and not to thare: 
With thefe away, bafe wretch accurft, 
By pride bepot, by madnefS nurft, - 
Impicty! of harden’d mind, — 
Grofs, dull, prefuming, ftubborn, blind, 
Unmov’d amid this mighty all, 
Deaf to the univerfal call: 
In vain above th= fyftems glow, 
In vain earth fpreads her charms below, 
Confiding in himfelf to rife, 
He hurls defiance to the fkies, 
And fteel’d in dire and impious deeds 
Blafphemes his feeder whilft he feeds. 
But chiefly love, love far off fly, 
Nor interrupt my privacy $ 
‘Tis not for thee, capricious pow'r, 
Weak tyrant of a feverifh hour, 
Fickle, and ever in extrémes, 
My radiant day of reafon beams, 
And feber contemplation’s ear 
Difdains thy fyren fong to hear ; 
Speed thee on changetul wings away, 
‘To where thy willing flaves obey, 
Go herd amongft thy wonted train, 
The falfe, th’ inconftant, lewd, and vain ; 
Thou haft no fubjeé& here ; begoxe, 
Contemplation comes anon, 

Above, below, and all around, 
Now nought but awful quiet’s found, 
The feeling air forgets to move, 
No zephyr iirs the leafy grove 3 
The gentleft murmur of the rill, 
Steuck by the potent charm is ftill, 
Each paffion in th’s troubled breaft 
So toiling once lis hufh’d to reft, 
Whate’er man’s buftling race employs, « 
His cares, his hopes, his fears, his joys, 
‘Ambition, pleafure, intercft, fame; 
Each nothing of important name 5 
Ye tyrants of this reftlefs ball, 
‘This grove dnnihilates you all. 
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Oh power nféen, yet felt, appear 
. Sure fome:bing more than nature's here. 

Now on the flow’ring turf I lie, 

My foul converfing with the fky. 

Far loft in the bewildering dream 

I wander o'er each lofty themie ; 

‘Tour on inquiry’s wings on high, 

And foar the heights of deity : 

Kain would 1 fearch the perfe&@ laws 

‘That conftant bind th’ unersing caufe $ 

Why all its childzen, born to fhare 

Alike a father’s equal care: 

Some weep by partial fate undone, 

‘The ravith'd portion of a fon ; 

<*hilft he whofe fwelling cup o’erflows, 
Heeds nc his fuff’. ng brother's woes; 
‘The good, their virtues all forgot, 
Mourn necd fevere, their deftin’d lor; 
While vice, invited by the great, 

Feafts under canopics of ftate. 

Ah! when we fee the bad preferr’d, 
‘Was it eternal juftice err’d? 

Or when the good could not prevail, 
How could almighty prowefs fail? 
When underneath the oppreflor’s blow 
Affiéted innocence lies low, 

Has not th’ All-fecing eye beheld ? 

Or has a ftronger arm repell’d ? 

‘When death diffolves this brittle frame, 
Lies ever quench’d the foul’s bright flame? 
Or fhall th” ethereal breath of day 
Relume once more this living ray? 
From life cleape we all in vain? 
Heaven finds its creature out again, 
Again its captive to control, 

And drive him to another goal. 

‘When time fhall let his curtain fall, 
Mutt dreary nothing fwallow all ? 
Mult we the unfinith’d piece deplore, 
E’er half the pompous piece be o'er? 
In his all comprehenfive inind, 

Shall not th’ almighty poet find 

Some reconciling turn of fate 

“Yo make his wondrous work complete; 
To finith fair his mingled plan, 

And juftify his ways to man? 

But who thall draw thefe veils that lie 
Unpierc’d by the keen cherub’s eye? 
Ceufe, ccafe, the daring ftight give o’er, 
‘Thine to Jubmit and to adore 

Learn then: Into thyfelf defcend, 

To know thy being’s ufe and end, 

For thee what nature’s kind intent, 
Or on what fatal journey bent. 

4s mean felf-love the only guide ? 
Mutt all be facrifie’d to pride? 

* What facred fountains then fupply 
‘The feeling heart and melting eye ? 
Why does the pleading look difarma 
‘The hand of rage with faughter warm ? 
Or in the battle’s generous ftrife, 

Does Britain quell the luft of life ? 
Next the bold inquiry tries, 

To trace our various paffions rife ; 
This moment hope exalts the breaft, 
‘The next it fiuks by fear depreft ; 
Now’ fierce the ftorms of wrath begin, 


Now allis holy calm within, 


What ftrikes ambition’s ftubborn {prings, 
What moves compaffion's fofter ftrings; 
How we in conftant friendthips join, 
How in conftant hates combine ; - 
How nature, for her favourite, man, - 
Unfolds the wonders of her plan;_ \- 
How fond to treat her chofen guefk 
Provides for every fenfe a feait ; 
Gives to the wide excurfive eye 
‘The radiant glories of the fky ; 
Or bids each odorous bloom exhale 
His foul t’enrich the balmy gale; 
Or pour upon th’ enchanted ear 
‘The mufic of the op’ning year ;* 
Or bids the limpid fountain burft, 
Friendly to life, and cool to thirft; 
What arts the beauteous dame employs 
To lead us on to genial joys, 
When in her fpecious work we jein 
‘To propagate her fair defign, 
‘Vhe virgin-face divine appears 
In bloom of youth and prime of years, - 
And e’er the deftin’d heart’s aware 
Fixes Monimia’s image there. 

Ah me! what helplefs have 4 faid? 
Unhappy }y myfelf betray'd ! 
I deem'd, but ah! I deem’d in vain, 
From the dear image to refrain ; 
For when I fixt my mufing thought, 
Far on folemn views remote ; 
Wher wand’ring in the uncertain round 
Of mazy doubt, no end I found; 
O my unbleft and erring feet! 
What moft I fought to fhun, ye meot. 
Come then my ferious maid again : 
Come and try another {train ; 
Come and nature’s dome explore, 
Where dwells retir’d the matron hoar ; 
There her wondrous works furvey, 
And drive th’ intruder love away. 
*Tis done. Afcending heaven's height 
Contemplation take thy flight: 
Behold the fun, thro’ heav'n's wide fpace ; 
Strong as a giant, run his race: 
Behold the moon, exert her light, 
As blufhing bride on her love-night : 
Behold the fifter ftarry train, 
Her bride-maids, mount the azure plain. 
See where the fnows their treafures keep; 
The chambers where the loud winds fleep ; 
Where the colleéted rains abide 
‘Till heav'n fet all its windows wide, 
Precipitate from high to pour 
And drown in violence of fhow’r: 
Or gently ftrain’d they wath the earth 
And give the tender fruits a birth. 
See where thunder fprings his mines 
Where the paths of lightning fhine. 
Or tir’d thofe heights {till to purfue, 
From heav’n defcending with the dew, 
‘That foft impregns the youthful mead, 
Where thoufand flowers exalt the head, 
Mark how pature’s hand beftows 
Aburdant grace on all that grows, 
Tinges, with pencil flow unicen, 
The grafs that clothes the valley greens 
Or fpreaas the tulips parted ftreaks, 
Or fanguine dyes the ccfo’s cheeks, 
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Or points with light Monimia’s eyes, 

And forms her bofom’s beanteous.rfe. * 
Ah! haunting fpirit art thou there! 

Forbidden in thefe walks t’ appear. 


’ 


, Lthought, O love! thou wouldi difdain 
* To mix with wildorn’s black-ftay’d train 5 


But when my cirious fearcking loon, 
A nice furvey of nature took, 

‘Well plezs’d the matroa fet to fhow 
Her miftrefowork,:on eaxth below. 
‘Then froitlefs Knowledge tirn afide, 
‘What other ‘art remains untry’d 
This load of anguith tatemove, 

And heal the crual-wounts of love? 
To friendfhip’s facced-force apply 
That fource of teridernefs and joy ; 

+A. joy no anxious fears profane, 

A tendernefs that feels.noxpain: 
Fyiendthip thall all thefe ills appeafe, 
And give the tortur’d mourner cafe. 
‘Th’ indiifoluble tie, thet binds 

In equal chains, two fier minds: _ 
Not iuch aafervile iar’ rebedheofe, 
From partial ends and-fordid wiews; - 
Bor when thé midmight-banquet fires, 
"The choice of wine-inflam’d defires; 
When the fhort fellow thips-proceed, 
From cafual mirth and wicked deed ; 
*Till the next morn eftranges quite 
‘The partners of one guilty night ; 
But iuch ds judgment long has wei 
And years of faithfulnefs have try 





5 


‘Whole tender mind is fran.’d to thare 


‘The equal portion of my care 5 

Whofe thoughts nty happincls employs 
Sincere, who triumphs j 
With whom in raptures [a0 
“Through ftudy’s long and pathieti 





“Obfcurcly bleit, in joys, clune, 


‘o the excluded world uniaown, 
Forfook the weak fantaftic train 
“Of fattry, mirth, all falfe and vain; | 
On whole foft and pentle breaft 
My weary foul nay take hey reft, 
Whilt the Still tengex look and-kind 
Fair fpringing from the fpotich mind, 
My perfected delights enfyre 
‘To laft immortal, free and pure. 
Grant, Hoav’n, if Heav’n means blifs for me, 
Moninua fuch, and long may be. 
., Flere, hicre aguin ! how juft my fear! 
‘Love ever finds admittance here ; 
‘The crael {pright intent on harm, 
Has quite diffolv’d the feeble charm 3 
Affurning friendfhip’s faintly guite, 
cated fentry’s eyes, 
his-chellifh end, 
r ed fiend. 
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Shall we the magic rites purfue, . 
When lave is mightier te tan thou: 
¥es come, in bleit enchantment aciil'd, 
Another altar let us-puild ; 
Go forth as wont, and try to find, 
Where’er devotion lies reelin’d ; 
‘Vhou her fair friend, by heaven’s decree. 
Art one with her, and fhe with then 
Devotion come with {ober pace, 
Ful! of thought and full of grace: 
While humbled on the earth 1 Lie, 
Wrapt in the vifion of the tky, 
To noble heights and folemn’ 
Wing my heav'n-afpiring mute ; 
Peach me to fcorn, by thee refin’d, 
The low delights of human kind : - 
Sure then to put to flight the boy 
Of laughter, fport, and idle joy. 
O plant thefe guarded groves about, 
And keep the treach’rous felon out. 
Now fee! the#preading gates unfold, 

Difplay’d the facred leaves of gold. 
Let me with holy awe repair, 
‘Yo the folemn ‘heufe of prayer. 
And as I go, O thou! my heart, 

Forget each low and earthly part. 
Religion enter in my breaft, 
A mild and venerable gueft! 
Put of in Contemplation drown’d, 
Fach thought impure in holy ground, 
And cautious tread withawful fear > 
‘Lhe courts of heav’n;-——-for God is here; 
Ne ‘my grateful voice I reife, 

¥e augels fwell a mortal’s praife, 
To charm with yout own harmony, 
‘Lhe ear of him who fits on high. 
Or itious hi ly pow'r, 
Whofe love benign we feel cach hour, 
= equal Jor on earth te fate, 

Nor rich, nor poor, my humble pray'r3 
Leit f forget, exalted proud, as 
‘Lhe hond fupreme-that gave the good ; 
Lest want o'er virtue fhould prevail, 
‘And i put ferth my hand and fteal ; 
But if thy {ov'reign will fhall grant, 
“Phe wealth [ neither aff nor want; 
May ! the widow's need Supply, 
Andwipe the tear from forrow's eye 5 
May the weary wand’rer’s feet, 
From me a blot reception meet ! 
But if contemp: and low eftate » 
Ec the afiigament of my fate, ° 
OQ! may so‘hope of gain entice 
To tread the broad path of vices 
sind bounteous O! wouchfafe to clear ~ 
|. The errors of a mind fincere. 

MWiumine thou my fearching mind, 
Groping after truth and blind. 

With ftores of fcience be it fraughe 

‘That bards have dream’d, or fages tanght 5 
And chief the heav’n-born ftrain inipart, 
A mnfe according to thy heart ; 

‘That wrapt in faered, ecitacy, 

1 may fing and fing of thee ; 

Mankind inftruéting in thy laws, 

Bleft poet in fair virtee's caufe, 

Her former merit to reftore, 
+,\nd make mankind again adore. 


















































POEMS. rita 


a 
As when converfant with the great, 
She fixt in palaces her feat. 

Before her all-revealing ray, 

- Each fordid gaffion fhould decay : 
-Ambition fhuns the dreaded dame, 
And * pales his ineffectual flame ; 
Wealth fighs her triumphs to behold, 
And offers ail his fums of gold ; 

t She in her chariot feen to ride, 

A noble train attend her fide : 

4 cherub firft, in prime of years, 

fhe champion fortitude appears; 

Next temp’rance foher miftrefs feen, 
‘With look compos'd and cheerful mien; 
Calm patience fill viGorious found, 

With never-fading glories crown'd, 
Firm j»ftice laft the balance rears, 


‘The good man’s praife, the bad man's fears; 


While chief in beauty as in place 
She charms with dear Monimia’s grace. 
Monimia fill! here once again! 
O! fatal name. Oh! dubious ftrain ! 
Say heav’n-born virtue, pow’r divine, 
Are all thefe various movements thine ? 
‘Was it thy triumphs, fole infpir’d 
My foul to holy tranfports fir'd ? 
Or fay do {prings lefs facred move? 
Ah! much I fear, it’s human love. 
Alas! the noble ftrife is o’er, 
‘The blifsful vifions charm no more; 
Far off the glorious rapture flown, 
Monimia rages here alone. 
In vain, love's fugitive, I try 
From the commanding pow’r to fly, 
‘Though grate was dawning on my foul, 
Poflelt by heav’n fincere and whole, 
Yet ftill in fancy’s painted cells 
The foul-inflaming image dweils. 
Why didft thou, cruel love, again 
Thus drag me back, to earth and pain? 
Well hop'd I, love, thou would’ft retire 
Before the bleft Jeffean lyre, 
Devotion’s harp would charm to reft, 
The evil fpirit in my breaft ; 
But the deaf adder fell difdains, 
Unliftning to the chanter’s ftrains. 
Contemplation, baffled maid, 
Remains there yet no other aid? 
Helplefs and weary muft thou yield 
To love fupreme in ev'ry field? | 
Let melancholy lait engage, 
Rev'rend hoary mantled fae. 
Sure, at his fable flag’s difplay 
Love’s idle troop will flit away : 
And bring with him his due compeer, 
Silence, fad, forlurn, and drear. 
Hafte thee filence, hafte and go, 
To fearch the gloomy world below. 
My trembling fteps, O Sybil, lead, 
Through the dominions of the dead : 
Where care, enjoying foft repofe, 
- Lays down the burden of his woes ; 
Where meritorious-want, no more 
Shiv'ring begs at grandeur’s door ; 





* See Hamlet, 


See Chavadteriftics, Vol. 1. page 252. 
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Unconfcious grandeyg, feal'd his eyes, 
On the mould’ring purple lies. 

In the dim and dreary round, 

Speech in eternal chains lies bound. 
And fee a tomb, it’s gates difplay’d, 
Expands an everlafting fhade. 

O ye inhabitants! that dwell 

Each forgotten in your cell, 

O fay! for whom of human race 

Has fate decreed this hiding place ? 

And hark! methinks a fpirit calls, 
Low winds the whifper round the walls, 
A voice, the fluggith air that breaks, 
Solenmn amid the filence fpeaks. 
Miftaken man thou feek’ft to know, 
What known will but affli@ with woe ; 
‘There thy Monimia fhall abide, 7 
With the pale bridegroom reft a bride, 
The wan affiftants there fhall lay, 

In weeds of death, her beauteous clay. 

O words of woe! what do I hear? 
What founds invade a lover’s ear? 

Mutt then thy charms, my anxious care, 
The fate of vulgar beauty fhare ? 

Good heav’n retard (for thine the pow’r) 
‘The wheels of time, that roll the hour — 

Yet ah! why fwells my breaft with fears? 
Why ftart the interdi@ted tears? 

Love doft thou tempt again? depart 
Thou devil, caf out from my heart. 
Sad I forfook the featt, the ball, 

The funny bow’r and lofty ball, 

«And fought the dungeon of defpair ; 
Yet thou overtak’ft me there. 

How little dream’d ¥ thee to find 

In this lone flate of human kind? 

Nor melancholy can prevail, 

‘Lhe direful deed, nor difma! tale: 
Hop’d I for thefe thou would’ft remove ? 
How near akin is grief to love ? 

Then no more I ftrive to fhun 

Love's chains: O heav’n! thy will be done, 
‘The beft phyfician here I find, 

To cure a fore difeafed mind, 

For foon this vencrable gloom 

Will yield a weary fufferer rooms 

No more a flave to'love decreed, 

At eafe and frec among the dead. 

Come then ye tears, ne’er ceafe to flow, 
In full fatiety of woe: o 
Though new the maid my heart alarms, 
Severe and mighty in her charms, 
Doom’d to obey, in bondage preft, 
‘The tyrant’s love commands unbiett ; 
Pafs but fome fleeting moments o’er, 
This rebel heart thal] beat no more ; 

n from my dark and clofing eye, 

he form belov’d fhall ever fly. 

‘The tyranny of love thall ceafe, 

Both laid dowa to fleep in peace ; 

‘To fhare alike our mortal Jot, 

Her beauties and my cares forgot. 





TO THE COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN, 
WITH SHE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 1726. 
Accept, O Egitntoun! the rral lays, 
‘Thine be the friends, and thine the poet's praife 
Dd ; 


wt THE WORKS 


_ 
‘The mufe that oft has rais’d her tuneful ftrains, 
A frequent gueft on Scotia’s blifsful plains, 

‘Chet oft has fung, her lift’ning youth to move, 
‘The charms of beauty, and the force of loye, 
Once more refumes the fill fuccetsful lay, 
Delighted, through the verdant meads to ftray ; 
£O! come, invok'd, and pleas'd, with her repair, 
'¥9 breathe the balmy fweets of purer air ; 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Qe near the ftream, or in the rural fhade; 
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear’ft, approve 
‘The Gentle Shepherd’s tender tale of love. [fires, 
Learn from thefe fcenes what warmand glowing 
Inflame the breaft that’ real love intpires; 
Delighted read of ardor, fighs, and tears; 
All that a lover hopes, ‘and all he fears : 
ence too, whut paffions in his bolum rife, 
What dawnin, gladnefs fparkles in his eves, 
‘When fir) the fair is bountcous to relent, 
And blufhing beauteous, fmiles the kind confent, 
Loec’s paffion here in each extreme is Shown, 
Jn Charlotte's fmile, or in Maria’s frown. 
With words like thefe, that fail’d not to engage, 
Love courted bequty ina golden age, 
Pure ard untanyht, fuch nature firlt infpir'd, 
Exg yet the fair affected phrafe admir'd. 
rtd fecret thoughts were undifgnis'd with art, 
His words ne'er knew to differ from his heart. 
He fpcaks hic loves fo artlefs and fincere, 
As thy Eliza might be pleas’d to Iear. 
Heayen only to the rural Rute beftows 

* Conqueft o’er life, and freedom from its woes 5 
Secure alike from envy, and from care, 

Ner rais’d by hope, nor yet depreft by fear ; 

Nor want’s lean hand its happiaef. conitrains, 
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains ; 

No fecret guilt its hedfalt peace detiroys, 

No wild ambition interrupts 

























joys. 
Bleft stiB to fpend the hours that es v'n has lent, 
Tn humble goodnels, and in calm content; 
Serenely pentle, as the thoughts that roll, 
Sinlefs and pure, in fair Hunieia’s foul. 


But now the rural ftate thefe joys bas lott, 
Even fivains no more that innocence can boalt. 
Love freaks no more what beauty may believe, 
Prone to betray, and pradlie'd to deceive. 

Now happinefs forfakes her blett retreat, 

‘The peaceful dwellings where fhe fix’d her feat; 

“he pleating fields the wont of ald to grace, 
inion to an upright fober race ; 

on the funn or verdant plain, 

Free and familiar h the fons of mn, 

‘To crown the pleafures of the blam 

She uninvited came a welcome guett : 

Ere yet an aye, grown tich in impious arts, 

Sedue'd from innecence incanticus hearts; — 

‘Chen grudging hate, and finfui pride fuccced, 

Cruel vevenge, and falfe unrighteous deed : 

Then dow'rlefs beauty loft the power to gnove ; 

“Phe ruft of lucre flain’d the gold of love. bs 














s feaft, 




















Bounteous no more, and Roipitably good, [blood. 
The geval hearth firft bivth’d with ftrarger’s 
The 


nd no mere uren the friend relies, 

And Zemblent falfhood puts on trath’s difguife. 
‘The peaceful household f1'd with dire alarms, 
‘The ravife'd virgin movrns her fighted charms ; 
The voice of impious misth is heard around ; 


4m guilt they feaft, in guilt the towl s crown’d. 











OF HAMILTON. 


Unpuitifh’d vi'lence lords it o’er the plains, 
And happinefs forlakes the guilzy fwains. 
O Happinefs! from human fearch retir'd, 
Where art thou to be found, by ail defir'd? 
Nua fober and devout ! why art thou fled 
To hide in fhades thy meck contented head ? 
Virgin of afpect mild! ah why unkind, 
Fly’ thou difpleas’d, the commerce of mankind ? 
O! teach our fteps to find the fecret cell, 
Where with thy fire cuntear thou lov’ft to dwell. 
Or fay, doft thou a duteous handmaid wait . 
Familiar, at the chambers of the great? 

Soft thou purfue the voice of them that call 
‘To noify sevel, and to midnight ball ? 

O’er the full banquet when we feaft our foul, 
Doft thoa infpire the misth, ox mix the bow]? = 
Or with th’ induftrious planter doft thou salk, 
Conyerfing freely in an ev’ning walk? 

Say, docs the miicr e’er thy face behold, 
Watchful and ftudious of the treafur'd gold ? 
Seeksknowledge, not in vain, thy much lov'dpow’r, 
Still mufing filent at the merning hour? 

May we thy preferice hope in war’s alarms, 

In S—’s wildom, or Montgomery's arms ! 

In vain our flatr’ring hopes our fteps beguile, 

‘The flying good eludes the fearcher’s toil : 

In vain we ieck the city or the cell ; 

Alone with virtue knows the pow’r to dwell. 

Nor need menkind defpair thefe joys to know, 
‘The gift themfelves may on themicives below, 
Soon, foon we might the precious blefiing boatt 5 
But many paffions muft the bleffing colt 5 

Infernal} malice, inly pining hate, 

And envy grieving at another's ftate. 

Revenge no more muft in our hearte remain, 

Or burning luft, er avarice of gain. 

When thele are in the human bofom nurft, 

Can peace refide in dwellings fo accurit ; 

Unlike, O Eg! un! thy happy beeaft, 

Calm and ferene, enjoys the heavenly gueft ; 
From the tumultuous rule of paflions freed, 

Pure in thy thought, and fpotlefs in thy deed. 
in virtues rich, in goodnefs unconfin’d, > 
‘Thou flin’ft a fair example to thy kind ; 
Sincere and cqual to thy ncighbour’s fame, 

How {wilt to praife, how obftirate to blame ! 
Bold in thy prefence bathful feafe appears, 
And backward merit jofcs all its fears. 
Supremely blejt by heav’n, heav’p’s richeft grace 
Confett is thine, an carly blooming race, 
Whofe pleafing fmiles fhait guardian wifdom arm, 
Divine inftruction ! taught of thee to charm, 
What tranfports fhall they to thy foul impart ! 
(The confcious tranfports of a parent’s heart.) 
When thou behold’? them of each grace pofieft, 
And fighing youths imploring to be bleft, 
Alter thy image form’d, with charms like thine, 
Or in the vifit, uz the dance to thine. 
‘Thrice happy ! who fucceed their mother’s praife, 
‘The lovely Eglintouns of fucure days. 
Meanwhile purfue the following tender fcenes, 
n to thy native poet’s ftrains. 
In ancient garb the home bred mufe appears, 
The garb our mnufes wore in former years, 
As in a glafs refledted, here behold” | 
How fmiling goodnefs look’d in days af old, - 
Nor blufh te read where beauty’s praife is fhowa, 
Apd virtuous jove, the'likencfs of thy own; - 



















































POEM 8. 


While midft the varieus gifts that gracious heaven, 

, Bounteous to thee, with righteous hand has given; 
4iLet this, O Eglintoun! delight thee mot, 

I enjoy that innocence the world has loft. 


4 ODE i. 


TO FANCY, 
Fancy, bright and winged maid! 
“tn thy night drawn car convey'd, 
@’er the green earth, and wide {pread main, 
A thoufand fhadows in thy train, 
A vary’d air-embody’d hoft, 
“Lo don what fhapes thou pleafeit moft ; 
Brandifh no more thy feorpion ftings 
Faroung the deitin’d couch of kings; 
Nor in'rebellion’s ghattly fize 
A dire gigantic {pedtre rife : 
Ceafe, tor a while, in rooms of ftate 
‘To damp the Qumbers of the great ; 
In merit’s lean look’d form ¢* appear, 
Ana holla traitor in their ear : 
Or freedom’s holier garb bely, 
While juftice grinds her axe fait by : 
Nor o'er the mifer’s eye-lids pour 
‘The unrefrefhing golden thow’r; 
Whillt, keen th’ unreal blifs to feel, 
His breaft bedews the ruffian fteel. 

‘With thefe, (when next thou tak’ft thy round) 
‘The thoughts of guilty pride confound : 
‘Thefe {well the horrors and affright 
OF confcience, keen condemning night. 
For this (nor gracious pow'r! repine) 
A gentler miniftry be thine : 

‘Whate’er infpires the poet’s theme, 

Or lover's hope enliven’d dream. 
Monimia’s mildeft form affume ; 

Spread o'er thy. cheeks her youthful bloom; 
Unfold her eyes unblemith’d rays, 

‘That melt to virtue as we gaze} 

That envy’s guiltieft with difurm, 

nd view benign a kindred charm: 

+ Call all the graces from thy ftore, 
°Till thy creative pow’er be o'er; 
Bid her each breathing (weet difpente, 
And robe in her-own innocence. 

My with is giv'n; the fpells begin 

‘Th’ ideal world awakes within ; 

‘The lonely void of fill repofe 

Pregnant with fome new wonder grows: 
See, by the wwilight of the ties, 

The beauteous apparition rife ; 

Slow in Monimia's form, along 

Glides to the harmony of fong. 

But who is he the virgin leads, 
‘Whom high a Raming torch proceeds, 
In a gown of fhainlefs lawn, 

O'er each manly fhoulder drawn ? 
Who, clad in robe of fearlet grain, 
‘The boy that wears her flowmg train ? 
Behind his back a quiver flung ; 

A bended bow acrofs is hung; . 
His head and heels two wings unfold, 
‘The azure feathers girt with gold. 
Hymen! ’tis he who kind infpires 
Joys unfeign’d and chafte defires. 

And thou, of love deceitful child ! 
‘With tyger-heart, yct lamb-like mild, 


alg 
Fantaftic by thyfelf, and vain, 
But feemly feen in Hymen’s train; 
If fate be to my withes kind, 
O! may [ find ye ever join’d ; 
Dut if the fates my with deny, 
My humble roof come ye not nigh. 
The fpell works on : yet ftop the day 
While in the houfe of fleep I Ray. 
About me fwells the fudden grove, 
The woven arbourette of love ; 
Flow’rs {pring unbidden o’er the groend, 
And more than nature plants around. 
Fancy, prolong the kind repofe 5 
Still, fill th’ enchanting vifion glows; 
And now I gaze 0’ iP her charms, 
Now fink tranfported in her arms. 
Oh facred energy divine ! 
All thefe enraptur’d feenes are thine. 
Hail! copious fource of pure delight; 
All hail! thou heaven-revealed rite ; 
Endcaring truth thy train attends, 
And thou and meek-ey’d peace are friends : 
Clefer entwine the magic bow'r 
Thick rain the rofe-empurpi'd fhow’r : 
‘The myflic joy impatient flies 
Th’ unhallow'd gaze of vulgar eyes. 
Unenvy’d let the rich and great 
Turmoil without, and parcel fate, 
Indulging here, in blifs fu eme, 
Might I enjoy the golden dream : 
But, ah! the rapture muft not flay ; 
For fee! the glides, fhe glides away. 
Oh fancy ! why die’ thou decoy 
My thoughts ‘nto this dream of joys 
Then to forfake me ali alone, 
‘Yo mourn the fond delufion gone ? 
O! back again, benign, reftore 
‘The piétur'd vifon as before. 
Yes, yes: once more I fold my eyes; 
Arife, ye dear deceits, arife. 
Ideas bland! where do ye rove? 
Why fades my vifionary grove ? 
Ye fickle troop of Morplicus’ tzain, 
Then will you, to the proud and vain, 
From me, fantaftic, wing your fli;chr, 
T” adorn the dream of falfe delight? 
But now, feen in Monimia’s zir, 
Can you affume a form lef fair, 
Some idle beauty’s with fapply, 
The mimic triumphs of her eye ? 
Grant all to me this live-long night, 
Let charms detain the rifing light; 
For this one night my liv’ries wear, 
And J abfolve thee for the year. 
What time your poppy-crowned God 
Sends his truth-telling fcouts abroad, 
Ere yet the cock to mattins rings, 
And the lark with mounting wings, 
‘The Gimple village-fwain has warn'd 
To thake off fleep, by labour catn'd ; 
Or on the rofe’s filken hem, i 
Aurora weeps her earlieft gem ; 
Or, beneath the op’aing dawn, 
Smiles the fair-extended lawn. 
When in the foft encircled thade 
Ye find reclin’d the gentle maid, 
Each bafy motion laid to reft, B 
And all compos'd her peaceful breat ¢ 
Dei 
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Swift paint the fair internal f{cene, 
The P antom labours of your reign ; 
‘The living imag’ry adorn 
With all the limnings of the morn; 
With all the treafures nature keeps 
Conceal’d below the forming deeps ; 
Or drefs’d in the rich waving pride, 
That covers the green mountain's fide, 
Or blooms beneath the am'rous gale 
in the wide cnbofom’d yale. 
Let pow’rful mufic too effay 
‘The magic of her hidden lay: 
While each harfh thought away fhall fly 
Down the full ftream of harmony, 
Compaffion miild shall fill their place, 
Each gentle minifter of grace ; 
Pity, that often melts to love, 
Let weepin; pity kind improve, 
The ‘often’ eart, prepar’d to take 
‘Whato’er impreffions love thal! make. 
Oh! in that find, that facred hour, 
‘When hate, when anger have no power; 
‘When fighing love; mild fimple boy, 
Courtfhip fweet, and tender joy, 
Alone poffefs the fair one’s heart ; 
Let me then, fancy, bear my part. 

Oh! Goddefs how I long t’ appears 
The hour of dear fuccefs draws near : 
Sce where the crowding fhadows wait ; 
Hafte and unfold the iv'ry gate ; 

Ye gracious forms, employ your aid, 
Come in my anxious look arcay’d; 
Comé love, come Hymen, at my pray’r, 
Led by blythe hope, ye decent par “* 
By mutual confidence combin'd, 

As erft in fleep I f4w you join’d, 

Fill my eycs with heart fwell’d tears, 
Fill my breaft with heart horn fears, 
Half-utter'd vows and half-iupprefs’d, 
Part look’d, and on!y wifi'd the ref; 
Make fighs, and {peaking forrows prove, 
“Suffering much, how much I love ; 
Make the mufes lyre complain, 

Strung by me in warbled ftrain 5 

Let the melodious numbers flow 
Powerful of a lover's woe, 

Till, by the tender Orphean art, 

I through her ear fhsll gain her heart. 

Now fancy, now the fitiso’er: * 
I feel my forrows vex no mare : 

But when condemn’d again to mourn, 
Fancy, to my aid return. 
“ 

ODE Ih 
Becone, purfuits fo vain and fight ; 
Knowledge, fruitlefs of delight ; 
Lean fludy, fire of fallow doubt, 
J put thy mufing'taper out ; 
Fantattic all, a Tong adieu; 
For what has love to do with you? 
For, lo, 1 go, ‘where beauty fires, 
To fatisfy my foul’s defires ; 
For, lo, 1 feek the facred walls 
Where love, and'gentle beauty, calls: 
For me fhe has adorn’d the'room, 
For me has shed a rich perfume : 
Has fhe not prepar'd the tea ; 
‘The kettle boilseeethe waite for me, 








Tcome, nor fingle, but alony 
Youthful fports a jolly throng ! 
Thoughtlefs joke, and infant wiles 3 
Harmlefs wit, and virgin {miles ; 

Tender words, and kind intent ; 

Languihh fond and biandifhment ; 
Yielding curtfey, whifper low ; 

Silken blufh, with cheeks that glow ; 
Chafte defires, and withes meet; 

Thin clad hope, a foot-man fleet ; 
Modefty, that turns afide, 

And backward ftrives her form to hide ; 
Healthful mirth, #till gay and yeung, 
And meeknefs with a maiden’s tongue; 
Satire, by good humour drefs’d 

In a many-colour'd veft; 

And enter leaning at the door, ie] 
Who fend’ft thy flaunting page before, 
‘The roguifh boy of kind delight, 
Attendant on the lover’s night, 

Fair his iv’ry fhuttle flies 

Throngh the bright threads of mingling dies, 
As fwift his rofy fingers move . 
To knit the filken cords of love; 

And ftop who foftly ftealing goes 

Occafion high on her tiptoes, 

Whom youth with watchful look efpies, 
To feize the forelock ere the flies, 

Ere he her bald pate fhall furvey, 

And well ply’d heels to run away, 

But, anxious care, be fay from hence; 
Me ues, St alerd Jenle Se ts 
Mifhapen doubts, the woes the bring; 
And jpalouly, of fiercett fting na 
Defpair, that folitary ftands, 

And wrings a halter in his hands; 
Flate’ry falfe and hollow fouad, 

And dread with eye itill looking round; 
Avarice, bending’ under pelf ; 

Conceit, ftill gazing on herfelf: 

O love! exclude high crefted pride, 
Nyimph of Amazonian ftride: 

Nor in thefe walls, like waiting-maid, 
Be curiofity furvey’d, ‘ 
"Phat to the key-hole lays her ear, 
Lift'ning at the door to hear ; 

Nor father time unlefs he’s found 

In triumph led by beauty. bound, 

Fore’d to yield to vigour’s firoke, 

His blunted {cythe and hour glafs broke. 

But come, all ye whe know te pleafe ; 
Inviting glance, and downy eafo; - 
The heart born jay, the gentle care ; 

Soft breath'’d with, and power of preven 
‘The fingle vow, that means no ill ; 
Believing quiet, fubmiffive will; 
Conftaney of meekeft mind, 

That faflers long and fill is kind; 

All ye who put our woes to flight ; 

All ye who minifter delight; 

Nodes, and wreaths, and becks, and tips; 
Meanigg winks, and roguifh trips; : 
Fond deceits, and kind furprifes; 

Sudden finks and fudden rifes ; Z 
Laughs, and toys, and gamefome fights; 
Jolly dance, and girds and flights: ~~ * 
'rhen, to make me wholly bleft, 


Let me be there a welcome guelt. 


POEM 8. att 


ODE Ut 
Immortalia ne fperes, monet annus—— 


Now fpring begins her fmiling round, 
Lavith to paint th’ enamell’d ground ; 
The birds exak their cheerful voice, 
And gay on every bough rejoice. 
The lovely graces, hand in hand, 
Knit in love's eternal band, 

With dancing ftep at early dawn, 

‘Tread lightly o’er the dewy lawn. 
Where-e’er the youthfal fifters move, 
They fire the foul to genial love. 

“Mow, by the river’s painted fide, 

‘The fwain delights his country bride : 
While, pleas’d the hears his artlefs vows} 
Above the feather’d fongfler woos. 
Soon will the ripen’d fummer yield 
Her various gifts to ev’ry field; 
Soon fruitful trees, a beauteous fhow, 
With ruby tin@tur'd births thal! glow; 
Sweet fmells, from beds of lilies born, 
Perfume the breezes of the morn. 
The funny day, and dewy night, 
‘To rural play my fair invite ; 
Soft on a bank of violets laid, 
Cool fhe enjoys the evening fhade ; 
‘The fweets of fummer feaft her eye : 
Yet foon, foon will the fummer fly. 
Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by the moral thow : 
Now young and blooming thon art feen, 
Freth on the ftalk, for ever green; 
Now does th’ unfolded bud difclofe 
Fall blown to fight the blufhing rofe : 
Yet, once the funny feafon paft, 
Think not the coz’ning fcene will lait ; 
Let not the flatt’rer hope perfuade : 
Ah! muft I fay that this will fade? 
For fee the fummer pofts away, 

Sad emblem of our own decay. 

Now winter, from the frozen north, 
Drives his iron chariot forth ; 

His grizly hand in ie chains 

Fair Tweda’s filver flood conftrains : 

Caft up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 

He wanders on the tops of Yare! 

Behold his footfteps dire are feen 
Confefs'd on many a with’ring green. 
Griev’d at the fight, when thou fhalt fee, 
A fnowy wreath clothe ev’ry tree, 
Frequentirig tow the ftream no more, 
‘Thou fly’{t, difpleas’d the barren fhore. 
‘When thou fhalt mifs the flow’rs that grew 
But late to charm thy ravith’d view, 

Shall 1, ah horrid! wilt thou fay, 

Be like to this anothtr day ? 
. Yet, when in fnow and dreary froft 
‘The pleafure of the field is loft, 

To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires fupply the diftane fan; 

qn gay delights our hours employ; 

We do not lofe, but change our joy ; 
Happy abandon ev'ry care, 

‘To lead the dance, to court the fair, 
‘Yo turn the page of ancient bards, 

‘To drain the bow], and deal the cards. 


Hor. 


But when the beauteous white and red 

From the pale afhy cheek is fled ; 

When wrinkles dire and age {evere, 

Make beauty fly we know not where: 

The fair whom fates unkind difarm, 

Have they for ever ceas’d to charm ? 

Or is there left fome pleafing art, 

To keep fecure a Captive heart ? 
Unhappy love! might lovers fay, 

Beauty, thy food does fwift decay; 

When once that fhort-liv'd ftock is fpent; 

What art thy famine can prevent? 

Virtues prepare with early care, 

That love may live on wifdom’s fare ; 

Though ecftafy with beauty flies, 

Efteem is born when beauty dies, 

Happy to whoni the fates decree 

The gift of heav’n in giving thee: 

Thy beauty fhall his youth engage $ 

Thy virtues fhall delight his age. . 


ODE Iv. < 
ON THE NEW YEAR M.DCc.¥xxik, 


Janus, who with fliding pace, 
Run’ft a never ending race, 
And driv’f about, in prone career, 
The whirling circle of the year, 
Kindly indulge a little ftay, 
I beg but one fwift hour’s delay. 
O! while th’ important minutes wait, 
Let me revolve the books of fate 5 
See what the coming year intends 
To me, my country, kind and friends, 
Then may’tt thou witig thy flight, and go) 
To featter blindly joys and woe } 
Spread dire difeafe, or pureft health, 
And, as thou lifts, grant place cf wealth. 
This hour, with-held by potent charms. 
Ev’n peace fhall fleep in paw’rs mad arms ? 
Kings feel their inward torments lefs, 
And for a moment wifh to blefs. 

Life now, prefents another {cene, 
The fame frange farce to a& again; 
Again the weary human play’rs 
Advance, and take their feveral fhares : 
Clodius riots, Cafar fights, 
‘Tully pleads, and Maro writés, 
Ammon's fierce fons controuls the globe} 
And Harlequin diverts the mob. 

To time’s dark cave the year retreats, 
Thefe hoary unfrequented feats; 
There from his loaded wing he lays 
The months, the minutes, hours, and days; 
Then flies, the feafons in his train, 
To compafs round the year again. . 

See there, in various heaps combin’d, 
‘Thé yaft defigns of human kind ; 
Whatever fweli’d the ftatefinan’s thought; 
The mifchiefs mad ambition wrought, 
Public revenge and hidden guilt, 
The blood by fecret murder fpilt, 
Friendthips to fordid interett given, 
And ill-match’d hearts, ne’er pair’d in heaveti; 
What avarice, to crown his fore, 
Stole from the orphan, and the poor; 
Or luxury’s more fhameful wate, 
Squander’d on the anthankful feat. 

Dd ij 
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Ye kings, and guilty great, draw near; 

Before this awiul court appear : 

Bare to the mufe’s piercing eye 

The fecret of ail mortals hte; 

She, ftriG avenger, brings to light 

Your crimes conceal’d in darkeft Right ; 

As confcience, to her truft moft true, 

Shall judge between th’ opprefs'd arid you. 
This cafket fhows, ye wretched train, 

How often merit fu’d in vain. 

See, there, undry’d, the widow’s tears; 

See, there, unfooth’d, the orphan’s fears : 

¥et, look, what mighty fums appear, 

‘The vile profufion of the year. 

Could’f thou not, impicts greatnefs, give 

The fmalleft alms, that want might live ? 

And yet, how many a Jarge repaft, 

Pall’d the rich glutton’e fickly tafte! 

One table’s vain intemp’rate load, 

‘With ambuth’d death, and ficknefs ftrow’d, 

Had blef’d the cottage peaceful fhade, 

And given its children health and bread : 

‘The ruftic fire, and faithfal fpoufe, 

"With each dear pledge of honeft vows, 

Hid, at the fober-tafted meal, 

Repeated oft the grateful tate ; 

Had hymn’d, in native language free, 

"The fong of thanks to heaven and thee ; 

A moufic that the great ne’er hear, 

Yet fwecter to the internal ear, 

‘Than any foft feducing note 

E’er thrill from Farinelli’s throat, 


Let's ftill fearch on ——-This bandle’s large. 


‘What's here ? "Tis fcience’ plaintive charge. 
Hear wiltlom’s philofophic figh, 
(Negletted all her treafures lic) 
"Chat none her fecret hannts 
To learn what Plato tanght be 
Hier fons fedue'd to turn their parte 
To flattery’s more thriving arts ; 
Refine their better fenfe awey 
And join corruptions flag, for pay. 
See his reward the gainetter fhare, 
‘Who painted moral virtue fair; 
Infpir’d the minds of gen’rous youth 
"To love the fimple miftrefs truth ; 
‘The patriot path diftinetly thow'd, 
‘That Rome and Greece to glory trode : 
¢'That felfipplaute is nobled fame, 
And kings may greatnefs link to thame ; 
While honetty is no difgrac 
‘And peace cin fimile witho 
Hear too aftronoray repir 
‘Who taught nnnumier'd worlds to fiine ; 
‘Who travels bourdleis ccher through 
And brings the diflant orbs to vi 
Can the her broken plafs repair, 
Though avarice has her all to fave ! 
‘What mighty fecrets had been found, . 
Was virtue miftrefs of five pound ? 
Yet fee where, given to wealth and pride, 
A bulky penfion lies befide. 
“ Avaunt then, riches; no celay; 
i fpurn th’ ignoble heaps away. 
What though your charms can purchafe all 
"The giddy Lonours of this ball ; 
Make ni, -rmans all divide, 
And haug! eers renounce their pride; 
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Can buy proud Flavia’s fordid {mile, 
Or, ripe for fate, this deftin’d ifle. 
Though greatnefs condefcends to pray, 
Will time indulge one honr’s delay, 
Or give the wretch intent on pelf, 

One moment’s credit with himfelf ? 
Virtue, that true from falfe difcerns, 
The vulgar courtly phrafe unlearns, 
Superior far to fortune’s frown, 
Beftows alone the table crown, 

The wreath from honours root that {prings, 
‘Phat fades upon the brows of kings, 


ODE Vv. 


ON THE BATTLE OF GLADSMUIR, I7£5- 


As over Gladfmuir’s biood-ftain'd field, 
Scotia, imperial goddefs flew ; 
Her lifted fpear and radiant fhield 
Confpicuous blazing to the view : 
Her vifage, lately clouded with defpair, 
Now reaffum’d its fir& majeftic air. 


Such feen as oft in battle warm 
She glow’d through many a martial age ; 
Or mild to breathe the civil charm, 
In pious pians and counfel fage : 
for, o’er the mangling glories of her face, 
A manly greatnefs heighten’d female grace. 


Loud as the trumpet rolls its found, 
Her voice the pow’r celeftial rai 
Whilft her viGorious fons around 
In filent joy and wonder gaz’d: 
‘The facred niufes heard th’ immortal lay, 
And thus to earth the notes of fame convey. 


“Tis done! my fons! "tis nobly done !” 

Vigtorious over tyrant pow’r; 

How guick the race of fame was run! 

The work of ages in ane hour: [reigns ; 
Slow creeps th’ oppreflive weight of flavith. 
One glorious moment rofe, and burft your 

chains. 





But late, forlorn, dejested, pale, 
-A prey to-each intulting foe ; 
I fought the grove and gloomy vale, 
To vent in folitude my woe: 
Now to my hand the balance fair reftor’d; 
Ouce move I wield on high th’ imperial fword, 






has this deliverance wrought ? 
! the gallant youth appears; 
O warm iu ficids, and cooi in thought ! 
Beyond the flow advance of ycars! 
Hafte, let me, refeu'd now from future harms, 
Strain clofe the filial virtue in my arms, 





Early I nurs'd this royal youth, 
Ad! ili detain’d on foreign fhores 5 
1 fill'd his mind with love of truth, 
With fortitude and wifdom’s ftores: 
For when a noble aétion is deereed, 
Heav'n forms the hero for the deftin’d decd, 
14 the foft feducing charms 
Hetperia’s blooming foil, 
: ‘ble thirft of arms, 
nerows deeds and honeft zoif; 






POEMS. a 
Fir'd with the warntth a country's love im- | Then certe: mought we fate mifprife, of praife 


parts, [arts. 


Secure, if the dear maid in beauties bloom 


1 He fied their weaknefs, but admir’d their | Survive, or in thy colours, or my lays, 


“With him I plow*d ‘the ftormty main ; 
. My breath infpir'd th’ aifpicics gale ; 
Referv'd for Gladfmuiir’s glorinus plain, 
Through dangers wing’d his daring fail: 
Where, form’d with: inborn worth, he durit 
. oppote 
» His fingle valour to an hofk of foes: 
He came! he fpoke! and all arcind, 
As {wilt as feav'n’s quick-darted flame, 
Shepherds turn’d warriors at the found, 
w=, And every bofom beat for fame : 
They caught heroic ardour from his eyes, 
And at his fide the willing heroes rife: 


Roufe, England! roufe, farie’s nobleft fon, 
In all thy ancient fplendor, shine ; 
If I the glorious work begum, 
O let the crowning palm be thine : ; 
I bring a prince, for fuch is heav'n’s decree, 
Who overcomes but to forgive and free. 


$o hall fierce wars and tumults ceafe, 
While: plenty crowns the finiling plain ; 
And induftry, fair child of peace, 
Shall in each crowded city reign ; 
So fhall thee happy. gealms for ever prove 
‘The {weets of Gees ibesty, aud love. 


ON SEEING 
LADY MARY MONTGOMERY 
SIT TO EAR PICTURES 
In Imitation of 8 sencer's Sty'é. 
Wuen Lindfay drew Montgomery, heavenly maid, 
And gaz'd with wonder on that angel facc, 
Pieas’d {fut by, and joyfully furvey’ 
The daring pencil image every grace. 
When as the youl, cach feature 0” + and o'er 
Careful retouch'd with ftric& observant view 3 
Eftfoons | faw how charms unfeen before 
Swell’d to the fight, and with the picture grew. 


With milicr glances now he arms her eyes, 
The red pow trivmphs to a brighter rofe 
Now heav:s her bofom to a Softer rife, 
And faircr on her cheek the tily blows, 


Lat glow'd the blufh that pure of female wile, 
I whilom knew when fo my Mars decreed; 
My pips the deign’d to laud in piezfing fmile, 
Allundefetvihg I fuch worthy eed. 
"The whiles 1 ga2’d, ah ! felice art thought I, 
Ah ! felice youth that doen it poffefs; 
Couth to depeint the fair fo verity, 
‘True to each chiarm, and faithful to eack grace. 


Sythence fhe cannot emulate her kilt, 
Ne envy will the in: £: her fifters praife, 
‘Then for the deed, O iet her place the will, 
‘And to the glowing colours join her lays. 











Yet algates would the nine, that high on hill 
Parnufle, Sweet imps of Jove, with Jove refide, 
Give me to reiyn.the fiery flecd at will, 
ad with kind hand thy incky pencil guide. 


Joy of this age, and joy of each to come. 


MISS AND THE BUTTERFLY. 
A FABLE. : 
In the manner of the ldte Mr. Gay. 


A TeNosR Mifs, whom mother’s care 
Bred up in whoiefome country air, 
Far from the follies of the town, 
Alike untaught to fmile or frown ; 
Her ear unus'd to flatt’ry’s praife, 
Unknown in woman’s w 
Her ton from modith tattle free, 
Undippl ie fcandal and bohes 
Her genuine form and native 
Were ftrangers to a looking-giafs: 
Nor cards he dealt, nor flirted fan, 
And valu’d not quadrille or man; 
But fimple liv’d, juft as you know 
Mifs Cloe did—tonre weeks ago. 
As now the pretty innocent 
Walk’d forth to taft: the carly fcent, 
She tripp'd about the murm'riag ftreanr, 
That oft had lull’d her thoughtlefs dream. 
‘The morning fweet, the air fereme, 
A thoufand How'rs adorn’d the dcene ; 
The birds re}vicing rourd appear 
"To choot conforts for the year ; 
Her heart was light, and full of play; 
And, like herfzif, all nature gay. , 
On fuch a day, as fages fing, 
A Butterfly was on the wing; a eae 
From bank to bank, from bioom to blooniy 
He ftretch'd the gold befpangled flame: 
Now fxims along, and now abghts, 
As fell allures, or. grace invites ; 
Now the violet’s frethnefs fips 5 
Now kifs’d the rofe's fcarlet lips ; 
Becomes anon the daify’s gucft ; 
‘Yhen prefs'd the lily's frawy breaft; 
long to one vouthfafes a flay, 
jut falutes, and flies away. 
¢ virgin fav with rapture 3 
She faw, and what fhe faw defir'd, 
g wings, and flarry eyes, 
to {size the living prize: 
and glowing face 
Retray her ¢ of drefs, 
And ali man full expreft 
flutters in her Liteks breatt : 
i by empry outward thow, 
purfues the infe@-beau; 
y parter'res fhe runs in hatte, 
eds the garden's flow'ry waite. 
Long as the lun, with genial pow'r 
Increaling, warny’d the fulery hour, 
The nymph o’ce cvery border flew, 
Ard kept the fhining game in view: 
But When, (oft breathing through the treeg, 
th coolnefs came the evening breeze ; 
hev'ring o’er the tulip’s pride - * 
ang with wing diverfity’d, 
At in the hollow of her hand, 
‘held the captive at command. 
Dei 
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at 
' Flute’ring in vain to be releas'd, 
He thus the gentle tiymph addreft'd : 


Loofe, gen'rous virgin, loofe my chain ; 
From me what glory cant thou gain ? 
A vain, unquiet, glitt’ring thing, 
“My only boaft a gorgeous wing ; 

From flow'r to flow’r I idly ftray, 
‘The trifler of a fummer’s day: 

‘Then let’ me not in vain im re, 

But leave me free again to foar. 

His words the little charmer mov'd, 
She the poor trembler’s fuit approv'd. 
His-gaudy wings he then extends, 

" And utters on her fingers ends : 
From thence he {poke, as you thall hear, 
In ftrains well worth a woman's ear. 

- When now thy young and tender age 

Js pure, and heedlefs to engage ; 
when in thy free and open mien 
No felf-important air is feen ; 
Unknowing all, to all unknown, 

~ Thou liv’t, or prais’d, or blam’d by none. 
But when, unfolding b ‘degrees 
The woman's fond defire to pleafe, 
Studious to heave the artful tah, 
‘Miftrefs of the tongue and eye, 

hou fett'ft thy little charms to fhow, 
And {ports familiar with the bean ; 
Forfaking then the fimple plain, 

To mingle with the courtly train, 
‘Thon in the midnight ball fhalt fee 
‘Things apparell’d juft like me ; 
¢ 19 round and round, without defign, 
‘Tinfel’d in empty luftre fhine : 
As dancing through the fpacious dome, 
From fair to fair the frifkers roam, 
If charm’'d with the embroider'd pride, 
The victim of a gay out-fide, 
From place to place, as me juft now, : 
‘The litt’ ring gewegaw you purfue, 
“What mighty prize fhall crown thy pains? 
A butterdly is all thy gains! 


TO A LADY, 


ON HER TAKING SOMETHING ILL TRAT TRE 
AUTHOR Sat, 


Wn hangs that cloud upon thy brow? 
‘That beautcous heav'n ere while ference ? 
Whence do thefe ftorms and tempetts blow, 
Or what this guft of paffion mean ? 

And maft then mankind lofe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to thine, 
And lie obfcur'’d in endiefs night, 

For each poor filly fpeech of mine? 


Dear child, how could 1 wrong thy name ? 
‘Thy form fo fair, and faultlefs ftands, 
‘That could il tongues abufe thy fame, 
‘Thy beauty could make large amends: 
Or if I durit profanely try . 
Thy beauty’s pow’rful charms t’ upbraid, 
‘Thy virtue well might give the lie, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid, 


For Venus every heart t enfnare, 
With a1 hor charms has deckt thy face, 
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And Pallas with unafual care, 

Bids wifdom hei; every grace, 
Who can the double pain endure ? 

Or who mutt not refign the field 

To thee, celeftial maid, fecure 

With Cupid’s bow and Pallas’ thield? 


If then to thee fuch pow’r is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, . 
But fmile, and learn to copy heaven; 
Since we muft fin ere it forgive. 

Yet pitying heaven not only does 
Forgive th’ offender and th’ offence, 
But even itfelf appeas’d beftows, 
As the reward of penitence, 


UPON HEARING HIS PICTURE WAS IN 
A LADY’S BREAST. 


Ye gods! was Strephon’s pi@ure bleft 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaft ? 
Move fofter, thou fond flutt’ring heart. 
Oh gently throby—too fierce thon art. 
Tell me thou brighteft of th: kind, 

For Strephon was the blifs detign’d? 

For Strephon’s fake, dear charming maid, 
Didft thou prefer his wand’ring fhade ? 


And thou bleft thade, that fweetly art 
Lodged fo near my Chloe’s heart, 

For me the tender hour improve, 

And foftly tell how dear I love. 
Ungrateful thing ! it fcorns to hear 
its wretched matter's ardent pray'r, 
Ingroffin all that beauteous Reaver, 
That Chloe, lavith’d maid, has given, 


I cannot blame thee. Were [ lord 
Of all the wealth thofe breafts afford, 
Ud be a mifer too, nor give 
An alms to keep a god alive. 
Oh fmile not thus, my lovely fair, 
On thefe cold looks, that lifelefs air; 
Prize him whofe bofom glows with fire, 
With eager love and foft defire. 


Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
To life can bring the filent thade: * 
Thou can’ft furpafs the painters art, 

And real warmth and flames impart, 
But oh! it ne’er can love like 

I've ever lov'd, and lov'’d but thee: 
‘Then, charmer, grant my fond requeft, 
Say thou canit love, and make me bieft. 






TO A YOUNG LADY, 
ON HER SINGING. 


Suen, fkill’d the tender verfe to frame, 
And foftly ftrike the golden lyre 3 

A ftranger to the foft’ning flame, 
And new to ev'ry mild defire. 


Sweets that crown the budding year, 
Pour'd from the zephyrs tepid wing, 
Saw Sappho inthe grove appear, 
‘Che rival of the vocal fpring. 


To try the heart-fubduing itrains, 
-Anon the vernal fcenes impelb 





Ynmov'd your tinfel charms I {ce, ° 
More genuine beauties are for me. 
“Shobld fove, fantattic as he is, 

Raife up fome rival to my blifs; 

And fhould fhe change, but can that be? 
Ne other maid is made for me. 


A SONG 


BY A YOUGLADY, ON READING THE FOREGOING. 


tr you would know, my deareft friend, 
‘The man whofe merit may pretend 
‘To gain my heart, that yet is free, 
“Him that’s made for love and me : 

His mind thould be his chiefett care, 
All his improvements centre there, 
From each unmanly paffion free; 

‘That is the man who's made for me. 

Whofe generous bofom goodnefs warms, 
Whom faered virtue ever charms, 

Who to no vice a flave will be; 
‘This is the man who’s made for me, 

Whofe tongue can eafily impart 
‘The dictates of his honeft heart, 

In plain good fenfe ; from flatt’ry free ; 
Such he-muft be who's made for me. 

He alone can love infpire, 

Who fee the warmth of friendthip's fire ; 
Humane and gen’rons, kind and free; 
‘That js the man who’s made for me. 
““"lf fuch an one, my friend e’er tries 
To make me his by ftridteft tics, 
‘The ftudy of my life thall be, 
To pleafe the man fo dear to me. 

‘¢ powder’d beaux, from me retire, 
‘Who only your dear selves admire ; 

‘hough deck’d in richeft lace you be, 

‘No tinfel’d fop has charms for me. 
Glafgow. 


REPLY BY THE AUTHOR. 
Sed que leght ipfe Lysoris. Ving. 


O centre maid! whoe’er thon art, 
‘That feek'ft to blefs a friendly heart ; 
Whofe mufe and‘mind feem fram’d to prove 
The tendernefs of mutual love : 

The heart that flutters in his breaft, 
‘That longs and pants to-be at reft,- 
Rowm’d all avound thy fex, to find 
A gentle mate ; and hop’d her kind. 

J faw a face—and found it fair ; 
Lfearch’d a mind—-faw goodnefs there : 
Goodnefs and beauty both combin'd ; 
But heav’n forbade her to be kind. 

‘To thee for refuge dare f fly, 

The vidi of another eye? 
Poor gift! a loft, rejeGted heart, 
Deep wounded by a foreign dart. 

From this inevitable chain, 

Alas! I hope to *feape in vain. ~ 
Is there a pow'r can fet me free, 
A pow’r on earth—or is it thee ? 

Yet were thy cheek as Venus fair; 
Bloomi'd all the Paphian goddefs there, 
Such as fhe blefs’d Adonis’ arms ; 
‘Thou couldf but equal Laura’s charms. 

5 


a6 THE WORKS OF HAMILTON. 


Or were thy mind repleté 
‘With all that'd mifd, that's foft, that’s fweet; 
Was all that’s fwzet, foft, mild, combin’d, 
Thou could’ft but equal Laura's mind. 

Since beauty, gootnefs, is not found 
Of equal force to footh this wound, 

Ah! what can eafe my anguifh’d mind ? 
Perhaps the charm of being kind. 

Canft thou tranfported view the lays 
‘That warbie forth another’s praife, 
Indulgent to the vow unknown, 

Well pleas'd with homage not thy own? 

Canft thou the fighs with pity hear 
‘That fwell to touch another's ear? 

Can thou with foft compaffion fee _ 
The tears that fal!, and not for thee ? 

Canft thou thy bloonring hopes refigny 
‘The vow fincere, fo dearly thine ; 

All thefe refign, and prove to me 
What Laura would fot deign to be? 

When at thy fect I trembling fall, 
My life, my foul, my Laura call: 
Wilt thou fay anxious cares beguile, 
And o’er thy face fpread Laara’s fmile. 

Perhaps time’s gently ftealing pace 
May Laura's fatal form efface, 

Thou to my heart alone be dear, 
Alone thy image triumph here. 

Come then, bett angel! to my aid; 
Come, fure thoa’rt uch, the gentket maid: 
If thou canft work this cure divine, 

My heart henceforth is wholly thine. 
Edinburgh. 


‘THE YOUNG LADY’s ANSWERS 


Your Laura’s charms I cannot boatt; 
For beauty I ne'er was a toaft ; 

I'm not remarkable for fenfe ; 

To wit I've not the leaft pretence. 

If gold and filver have the power 
To charm, no thoufands fwell my dower’ 
No thining treafapes I poffefs, 

To make the wo iy worth confefs. 

An honeft, plafh, good natur’d lafs, 
(The charaéter by which I pafs), 

J doubt will fearcely have the art 
To drive your Laura from your heart. 

But, Sir, your having been in love. 
Will not your title to me prove: 
Far nobler qualities mutt be 
In him who's made for lové and me. 

“Tis true, you can with eafe impart 
The ditates of your honeft heart, 

In plain good fenfe, from flatt’ry free: 
But this alone won’t anfwer me. 

Once more perufe my Sines with care ; 
Try if you find your pi@ure there : 
For by that teft you'll quickly fe, 

If you're the man who's made for me. 
Glafyow. 


THE BRAES OF YARROW, 
‘TO LADY JANE HOME, 
In imitation of the ancient Scottife manner. 


A. Brex ye, hutk ye, my bony bony bride, - 
Butk ye, bufk ye, my winfome marrow * 





POEM &. 


Bufk ye, buik ye, my bony bony bride, 
., And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 


B. Where gat ye thet bony bony bride? 
Where gat ye that winfome marrow ? 
A. I gat her where I dare nae weil be feen, 

Puing the birks on the Bracs of Yarrow. 


‘Weep not, weep not, my bony bony bride, 
« Weep not, weep not, my winfome marrow, 
Nor let thy heart Tament to leive 

Puing the birks on the Bracs of Yarrow. 


B. Why does the weep, thy bony bony bride? 
Why does the weep thy winfome marrow? 
And why dare ye nae mair weil be feen 
'-OPuing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow? 


A. Lang maun fhe weep, lang maun fhe, maun fhe 
weep, 
Lang ‘fvaan: the weep with dule and forrow, 
And lang maun I nae mair weil be feen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 
‘ 


For the has tint her Juver luver dear, 
Her luver dear, the caufe of forrow, 
And I hae flain the comelieft fwain 
‘That e’er pu'd birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Why rons thy ftream, O Yarrow, Yarrow red? 
‘Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow? 
And why yon melancholeous weids 
Hung on the bony birks of Yarrow. 


What yonder floats on the rueful rueful flade ? 
What's yonder floats? O dule and forrow! 
“Tis he the comely fwain T flew 
Upon the dulefal Braes of Yarrow. 


‘Wath, O wath his wounds his wounds in tears, 
His wounds in tears with dule and forrow, 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 
And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow. 


‘Then build, then build, ye fifters fitters fad, 
Ye fifters fad, his tomb with forrow, 
And weep around m waeful wife, 

His helplefs fate on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Curfe ye, curfe ye, tris ufelefs ufelefs thield, 
My arm that wronght the deed of forrow, 
‘The fatal {pear that pizre’d his breaft, 
His comely breaft, onthe Braes of Yarrow. 





Did I not warn thee net to lue, 

And warn from fight, but, to my forrow, 
O’er rathly bald a flronger arm 

Vhou met’ft, and fell on the Bracs of Yarrow. 


Sweet fmells the birk, green grows, green grows 
Yellow op Yarrow’s bank the gowan, [the grafs, 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 


Flows Yarrow fweet? as, as {weet flows Tweed, 
‘As green its grafs, its gowan yellow, 

As {weet fmells on its braes the birk, 
‘The apple frae the rock as mellow. 


Fairwas thy lave, fair fair indeed thy live, 
In floury bands thou him didi fetter, 

Though he was fair and weil belov’d again, 
‘Than me he never lucd thee better. 


rive, then bufk, my bony bony bride, 
Buik ye, bufk ye, my winfome marrow, 


ay 


Buf ye, and lue me on’ the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the Bracagf Yarrow 


C. How can I bulk a bony bony bride, ' 
How can I bufk a winfome marrow, ~< 

How lue him on the banks of Tweed, 
‘That flew my luve on the Braes of Yarrow. 





O Yarrow fields, may never never rain, 
No dew thy tender bloffoms coger, 
For there was bafely flain my lu 
My luve, as he had not been a lover. 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple velt, 'twas my awn feuing, 
Ah! wretched me! I little little ken’d 
He was in thefe to meet his ruin. 


The boy took out his milk-white milk-white 
fterd, : F ° 
Unheedful of my dule and forrow, 
But c’er the toofal of the night 
He lay a corps on the Bracs of Yarrow. 


Much I rejoic’d that waeful waeful day ; 
I fang, my voice the woods returning, * 
But lang ¢’er night the fpear was flown 
That flew my Jove, and left me mourning, 


What can my barbarous barbarous father do,, 
But with his cruel rage purfue me? 

My luver’s blood is on thy fpear, 5 
How canft thou, barbarous man, then woo me?. 


My happy fifters may be may be proud, 
With cruel and ungentle Poftin® ” 
May bid me feek on Yarrow Braces 

My luver nailed in his coffin. 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, . i 

And ftrive with threatening words to muve mes 
My luver’s blood is on thy fpear;’ 

How canft thou ever bid me Juve thee? 


Yes yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, 
* With bridal theets my body cover, 
Unbar ye bridal maids the door, 
Let in the expected hufband lover. 


But who the expected hufband hufband is? 
His hands methinks are bath’d in flaughter, 
Ah me! what ghaftly fpectre’s yon, 
Comes, in his pale fhroud, bleeding after. 
Fale as he is, here Jay him lay him down, 
© lay his cold head on my pillow; 
‘Take aff take aff thefe bridal weids, 
And crown my careful head with willow. 


Vale tho’ thou art, yet beft yet beft'’beluv’d, ~ 
O could my warmth to life reftore thee, 

Yet lic all night between my briefts, 
No youth fay ever there before thee, 

Pale pale indeed, O lovely lovely youth, 
Forgive, forgive fo foul a flanghter, 

And lye all night between my briefts, 
No youth fhali ever lye thereafter. 

‘A, Return return, O mournful mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy ufelefs forrow, 

Thy luver heeds nought of thy fighs, 
He lyes a corps oo the Bries of Yarrow, 


wa THE WORKS OF HAMILTON. 








id FLOWER OF YARROW, 
to LApY MARY MONTGOMERY. 


Go Yarrow flower, thou fhalt be bleft, 
To lie on beanteous Mary’s breatt ; 

Go Yatrow flower fo fweetly imelling, 
Ja there on earth fo foft a dwelling? 

Go lovely flower, thou prettielt flower, 
‘That ever {mi id in Yarrow bower; 

Go daughter of the dewy morning, 
With Alved blufh the fields adorning. 
Go lavely rofe, what do’ft thou here ? 
Ssing’ring away thy thort liv’d year, 
Vainly thininy, idly blooming, 
unenjoyed fweets confuming. 

ain is thy radiant Garlies hue, 
Ro hand to pull, no eye to view; 
‘What are thy charms no heart defiring ? 
‘What profits beauty none admiring ? 

Go Yarrow flower to Yarrow maid, 
And on her panting bofom laid, 

‘There all thy native form confeffing, 
‘The charm-of beauty is poffeffing. 

Come Yarrow maid from Yarrow field, 
‘What plenfare can the defart yield? 
Come to my breaft O all excelling, 

Is # on earth fo kind a dwelling ? 
e my deat maid, thon prgtuelt maid, 
‘That ever tnd in. Yarrow fhade; 
* Cowie fifter of the dewy morning, 
‘With Alves’ blush the dance adorning. 
Come lovely maid, love calls thee Sores 
‘Linger no more thy fleeting year, 
Vainly thining, idly blooming, 
‘Thy unenjoyed fweets confuming. 
Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue, 
No hard to prefs, no eye to view; 
What are thy charms no heart defiring ? 
‘What profits beauty none admiring ? 
Come Yarrow maid with Yarrow rofe, 
‘Thy maiden graces all difclofe ; 
Comé bicft by all, to all a bleffing, 
The charm of beauty is poffeffing. 


SONG. 


Yr thepherds of this pleafant vale 
Where Yarrow ftreams along, 
Forfake your rural toils and join 
in my triumphant fofig. 
She grants, the yields; one heavenly fmile 
Atones her long delays, 
One happy minvte crowns the pains 
Of many fuff’ting days. 
-Raife, raife the victor notes of joy, 
‘Thefe fuffering days are o’er; 
Love fatiates now his boundlefs with 
From beauties boundlefs ftore: 
No doubtfal hopes, no anxious fears 
This rifing’ calm deftroy, 
Now every profped files around 
All opening into joy. 
The fan with double luftre thone 
That dear conferting hour, 
Brighten’d each bill, and o’er each vale 
_ New solour’d every flower: 
The gales their gentle fighs withheld, 
No leaf was feen to move, 


The hov'ring fongfters round were mute, 
And wondes hnfh’d the grove. 

The hills and dales no more refound 
The lambkin’s tender cry; 

Without one murmur Yarrow ftole 
In dimpling filence by: 

All nature feem’d in alt repofe 
Her voice alone tohear, , 

‘That gently roll'd the tuneful wave, 
She {poke and blefs’d my ear. 

‘Take, take, whate’er of blifs or joy 
You fondly fancy mine, 

Whate’er of joy or blefs } boaft 
Love renders wholly thine; 

The woods ftruck up to the foft gale, 
The leaves were feen to move, 

The feather’d choir refum’d their voice. : 
And wonder fill’d the grove. 

The hills and dales again refound 
‘The lambkins tender cry, 

With all his murmurs Yarrow trill’d 
The fong of triumph by; 

Above, beneath, around, all on 
Was verdure, beauty, fong. 

I fnatch’d her to my trembling breaf, 
All nature joy’d along. 


SONG. 


Go plaintive founds! and to the fair 
My fecret wounds impart ; 

Teli all I hope, tell all] fear, 
Each motion in my heart. « 


But fhe, methinks, is lift’ning now 
To fome enchanting ftrain; 

‘The fmile that triumphs o’er her brow, 
Seems not to heed my pain, 


Yes plaintive founds, yet, yet delay, 
Howe’er my love repine; 

Let that gay minuté pafs away, 
The next perhaps is thine. 


Yes plaintive founds, no longer croft, 
Your griefs fhali foon be o’er ; 

Her cheek undimpled now, has loft 
The fimile it lately wore. 


Yes plaintive founds, fhe now is yours, 
"Tis now your time to move; 

Effay to foften all her pow’rs, 
And be that foftnéfs love. 


Ceafe plaintive founds, your tafk is done, 
That anxious tender air 

Proves o’er-htr heart the conqueft won, 
I fee you melting there. 


Return ye fmiles, return again, 
Return each fprightly grace; 

I yield up te your chart reigi, 
All that enchanting face.” 

I take no outward fhow amifs;.. 
Rove where they will her eyes; 

Still let her fmiles each fliepherd bldis- 
So fhe but hear my fighs. 


POEMS. 


SONG. 


‘ov afk me, charming fair, 

ae thus I pentive go? : 
From whence proceeds my cate, 

What nourifhes my woe? 


Why feek’ft the caufe to find 
Of ills that I endure ? 

Ah! why fo vainly kind 
aUnilefs refolved to cure? 


It needs no magic art, 
To know whence my alarms; 
Examine your own heart, 
Go.read them in your charms. 


““yMexacter the youthful quire, 
Along the vale advance, 

'To raife at your defire, 
"The lay, or form the dance ; 


Beneficent to each, 
You fome kind grace afford, 
Gentle in deed or fpeech, 
A imile ‘or friendly word. 


Whilft on my love you put 
No value jor the fame, 
As if my fire was but 
Some paltry village flame. 


At this my colour flies, 

My breaft with forrow heaves, 
‘The pain I would difguife, 

Nor man nor maid deceives. 


My love ftands all difplay’d, 
‘Too ftrong for art to hide; 

How foon the heart’s betray’d 
With fuch a clue to guide! 


How cruel is my fate, 
Affronts I could have borne, 

Found comfort in your hate, 

~ Or triumph’d in your fcorn. 


But whilft I thus adore, 

Vm driven to wild defpair ; 
indifference is more 
" ‘TVhan raging love can bear. 


EPITAPH ON LORD NEWHALL. 


‘To fame let flatt’ry the proud column raifc, 

And guilty greatnefs load with venal praife, 

‘This monument for nobler ufe defign’d 

Speaks to the heart, and rifes for mankind ; 
‘Whofe moral ftrain, if rightly underftood, 

Invites thee to be humble, wife and good. 

Learn here of life, life’s every facred end, 

Hence form the father, hufband, judge and friend : 
Here wealth and greatnefs found no partial grace; 
‘The poor look’d fearlefs in th’ operefiors face : 
One plain good meaning through his condué ran, 
And if he err’d, alas! Re err’d ag man. . 

Af then unconfcious of fo fair a fame 

‘Thou read’{t without the with to be the fame, 
Though proud of titles, or of boundlefs itore, 

By blood ignoble, and by wealth made poor, 

Yet read; fome vice perhaps thou may’ refign, 
Be tv'n that momentary virtue thine, 


Ce 
Heav'n in thy brealt here work its fir eflay, > 
‘Think on this man, and pafs unblam’d one days 


EPITAPH ON LORD BINNING. 


Benears this facred marble ever fleeps 
For whom a father, mother, canfart weepes 
Whom brothers, fifters, pious griefs. 
And children’s tears with virtuous bedew: 
The loves and graces grieving round - 
Ev’n mirth herfelf becomes.a mourner here; 
The ftranger who direéts his fteps this way 
Shall witnefs to thy worth, and wond'ring {a 
Thy life, though hort, can we unhappy calb 

ire thine was bleft, for it was focial all: 
O may no hoftile hand this invade, 
For ever facred to thy fhade, 
Who knew in all life’s offices to. pleafe; 
Join’d tafte to virtue, and to vistue cafes 
With riches bleh aa not the difdain;. 
Was knowing, humble, fri ly bukiaggs. 
By good rien honour'd, by the bell append 
And lov’d the mufes, by the mufes low'd; £ 
Hail! and farewell, who bore the gentleft mindy 


] For thou indeed haft been of human kind, — 


EPITAPH ON LORD BARGENY, 


Go hence inftru@ed from this early urn, 

Wife as you weep, and better as you mourty 
This urn, where titles, fortune, youth repofe: 
How vain the fleeting good that life beftowst 
Learn age, when now it can no more fupply, 
To quit the burden, and confent to die; 
Secure, the truly virtuous never tell, i 
How long the part was acted, but how welfs- 
Youth, ftand convidted of each foolith eleiny;’ 
Each daring with of lengthen'd life and fatges: 
‘Thy life a moment, and thy fame @ breatli, 
‘The natural end, oblivion and death : : 
Hear then this folemn truth, obey its call, 
Submifs adore, for this is mankind's all. 


EPITAPH ON SIR JAMES SUTTIB. 


‘Turs unambitious ftone preferves a name 

To friendfhip fandtify’d, untouch’d by fame, 
A fon this rais’d, by holy duty fir’d, 

‘Thefe fung a friend, by friendly zeal infpie’d 

No venal falfehood ftatn'd the Blial tears" 
Unbought, unafk’d, the friendly praife fincors 
Both for a good man weep; without offence, | 
Who led. his days in eafe and innocence. 

His tae rofe honeft; honeft rofe his fmile; 

His heagt no falfehood knew, his tongue 20 guilys 
A fimple mind with plain juft notions fraught 
Nor warp'd by wit, nor by proud feience taught, 
Nature’s plain light fill rightly underiteod, 

That never hefitates the fair and 

‘Who view'd felf balanc’d from his calm retreat, 
‘The florms that vex the bufy and the great, 
Unmingling in the fcene, whate’ar e 
Pity’d his {uff'ring kind, and wifb'd "em well: .. 
Carelefs if monarchs frown’d, or ftatefmen fink, 
His purer joy, his friend, his wife or childg 
Conitant to a& the hofpitable : 
Love in his look, and welcome in his heart 4 
Such unpriz’d bledfings did his life employ, 


‘The fecial moment, the domeftic joy, 


a0 
-A joy beneficent; warm, cordial, kind; 

has ares ino doubt, no grudge, no fting behind: 
‘Theheart-born rapture that from virtue fprings, 
‘The pdor man’s portion, God withheld from kings. 
‘This hife at decent time was bid to ceafe, 

Finifh’d among his weeping friends in peace. 

Go traveller, with his fhade eternal rett, 

Go, be the fame, for this is to be bleft. 


EPITAPH ON MRS, COLQUHOUN OF 
= Luss. 


Unsram’n, O facred fhrine, let me draw near; 
A fifter’s athes claim a brother’s tear. 

No femblant arts this copious fpring fupply,  « 
°Tis nature’s drops, that {well in feendthig’s eye; 
O’er this fad tomb fee kneeling brothers bend, 
‘Who wail a fifter, that excell’d a friend; 

A child like this each parent’s wish engage, 
Grace of his youth and folace of his age: 

Hence the chafte virgin learn each pious art 

Who fighs fincere to blefs a virtuous heart, 

‘The faithful youth, when Heaven the choice infpires, 
Such hope the partner of his kind defires. 

Oh early loft! yet early all fulfill’d, 

Each tender ofce of wife, fifter, child; 

All thefe in early youth thou hadit obtain'd ; 

‘The fair maternal pattern yet remain'd; — [Spare; 
Heav'n fought not that—-elfe Heav’n had bid to 
‘To thine fucceeds now Providence’s care 
Amidft the pomp that to the dead we give, 

‘To footh the vanity of thofe that live, 

Receive thy deftin’d place, a hallow'd grave; 
Tis all we can beftow, or thou can’ft crave. 

Be thefe the honours that embalm thy name, 
‘The matron’s praife, woman's heft filent fame; 
Such to remembrance dear, thy worth be found, 
‘When queens, and flatterers fleep forgot around, 
“Till awful founds fhall break the folemn reft; 
‘Then wake aniongit the bleft, for ever bleft. 
Meanwhile upon this ftone, thy name fhail live, 
Sure heaven will let this pious verfe furvive. 


EPITAPH ON MRS, KEITH. 


Wuatr’ er all-giving nature could impart, 
‘Whate’er or charm’d the eye, or warm’d the heart, 
Beauty, by candid virtne ftill approv'd, 
Virtue, by beauty render’d mott belov’d ; 
‘Whate’er kind friendfhip, or endeating truth, 
For bleft cld age had treafur'd up in youth ; 
What bleft old age, in its laft calm adieu, 
Might with applaufe and confcious joy review, 
Repofes herc to wake in endlefs blifs, 

‘Too early ravifh’d [rom a world like this! 
‘Where fair examples ftrike, but not infpire 
‘Fo imitate the virtues all admire: 

Yet liften, virgins! to this faving ftrain, 

¥f the has liv’d—let her not die in vain. 


EPITAPH ON MRS. HEPBURN. 


Stray, paffenger ; this ftone demands thy tear; 
Here reft the hopes of many a tender year ; 

Our forrow now. fo late our joy and praife ! 
Loft in the mild Aurora of her days. * 

‘What virtues might have grac’d her fuller day! 

* But ah! the charm juft fhown.and fnatch’d away.” 
Friendbip, love, nature, aff reclaim in vain ; 
Heav'n when it wills, refumes its gifts again. 
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EPITAPH ON MISS SETON, 
INTERRED IN THE CHAPEL OF SETON-HOUSE 


In thefe once hallowed walls’ negleted thade, - 
Sacred to piety and to the dead, 

Where the long line of Scton’s race repofe, 

Whofe tombs to wifdom, or to valour rofe ; 
‘Though uow a thanklefs age, to flavery prone, 
Pait fame defpifing, carelefs of its own, Fe 
Records no more ; each public virtue fled, a 
Who wifely counfell’d, or who bravely bled. 
‘Though here the warrior shield is hung no more, 
But every violuted trophy tore, [lor, 
Heav’ns praife, man’s honour, {hare one fhameful 
God and his image both alike forgot. 

To this {weet maid a kindred place is due 

Her earth fhall confecrate thefe walls anew; 

The mufe that liftens to defert alone, 

Snatches from fate, and feals thee for her own, 


EPITAPH. 


Coutp this fair marble to the world impart 
Half of the woes that rend-a hufband’s heart, 
Could it be tanght to look with nature’s eye, 
Like friendfhip cou’d it breathe the tender figh, 
With cach dear rapture bid the bofom glow. 
Love e’er cou’d tafte, or tendernefs beitow, 
‘Then might it tow’r unblam’d amid the fkies, 
And uot to vanity, but virtue rife. 

Its nobleft pomp, the humble eye endure, 

And pride, when moft it fwell'd, here find a cure, 
Ceafe then——nor at the fovereign will repine ; 
It gives, we blifs; it fhatches, we refign : 

To earth what came from earth returns again, 
Heav’n fram/’d th’ immortal part above to reign. 


EPITAPH ON MR. CUNNINGHAM OF 
CRAIGENDS. f 


A son, a wife, bade the plain marble arife; 
Beneath the facred fhade a gocd man lies. = 
In Britain’s fenate long anblam’d he fate, 
And anxious tremb(ed for her doubtful fate ; 
Above all giddy hopes, all felfith ends, 

His coyntry was his family and friends. 
Children ! weep oot, thus cruelly bereft ; 
‘The fair example of his life is left ; 

Another far more lafting, fafe eftate 

‘Than e’er defcended from the rich and-great ; 
Theirs fall to time or fortune foon a prey ; 
Or the poor gift of kings, kings foatch away: 
Your blcit fucceffion never can be lefs, 

Still as you imitate you ftill poffefs. 


ON A SUMMER-HOUSE IN MY OWN 
GARDEN. . 


Wuicsr round my head the zephyrs gently play, 
To calm refleétion 1 refign the day ; ; 
From all the fervitudes of fe reteatt, . 
1 bid mild friendfhip to the fober feaft ; 
Nor beauty banith from the hallow’d ground, 
She enters here to folace not to we nd 

Al elie excluded from ‘the facred fpot, 
Ofc half detefted, and one half forgot : 
All the mad human tumpelt, what'to me ? 
Here chaite Calliope, I lice with thee, 


POEMS. 


ON A DIAL IN MY GARDEN. 
Quer at a potent leader’s voice it ftay’d 5 
ese it went back when a good monarch pray’d. 
Morals, howe’er we gri-ve, howe’er deplore, 
The Aying thadow fhail return no mores 


ON AN OBELISK IN MY GARDEN. 


Wiew all around, the works of power divine, 
inquire, explore, admire, extol, refign ; 

‘This is the whole of human kind below, 

*Tis only giv'n beyond the grave to know. 


INSCRIPTION ON A DOG. 


CaM tho’ not mean, courageous without rage, 
Sessous riot dull, and ‘without thinking fage; . 
Pleas'd at the lot that nature has aifign’d, 
Snarl as I lift, and freely bark my mind; 

As churchmen wrangle not with jarring fpite, 
Nor ftetefman like carreffing whem T bite; 
View all the canine kind with equal eyes, 

J dread no maftit, and no cur detpife. 

“True from the firft, and faithful to the end, 

¥ balk no mittrefs, and forfake no friend. 

My days and nights one equal tenor keep, 
Fait but to eat, and only wake to cep. 

‘Vhus ftealing along life 1 live incog, 

A very plain and downright honeh dog. 


THE WISH. 


Ir join’d to make up virtue’s glorious tale, 

A weak, but pious aid can aught avail, 

Each facred {Ludy, each diviner page 

‘That once infpir'd my youth, fhall.footh my age. 

Deaf to ambition, and to intereft’s call ; 

Honour my titles, and enough my ail ; 

No pimp of pleafure, and no flave of flate, 

Serene from fvols, and guiltlefs of the great, 

Some calm and undifturb’d retreat I'l} choofe 

Dear to myiclf and friends. Perhaps the mufe 

May grant, while all my thoughts her charmsem- 
* not a future fame, a prefent joy. loy, 

Pure from each feverifh hope, each weak defire 

‘Thoughts that improve, and flumbers that infpire, 

A ftedfalt peace of mind, rais’d far above 

‘The guilt cf hate and weakneffes of love ; 

Studious of life, yet free from anxious care ; 

‘To others candid, to myfelf fevere ; 

Filial, fubmiflive to the fovereign will ; 

Glad of the good, and patient of the ill; 

Pll work in natrow fphere, what heaven approves, 

Abating hatreds, and increafing loves. 

My friendship, fludies, pleafures, all my own, 

Alike to envy, and to fame unknown : 

Such in fome bleft afylum let me lie, 

‘Take off my fill of life, and wait, not with to die. 


A SOLILOQUY. 
IN IMITATION OF HAMLET. 


Mv anxjous foul is tore with doubtful itrife, 
And hangs fufpended betwixt death and life : 
Life! death } dread objedts of maukind’s debate ; 
Whether fuperior to the thocks of fate, 

"Fo bear ite fierceft ills with ftedfait mind, 

Fo natyre’s order pioudly refign’d, 


aR. 
Or, with magnanimous and brave difdain, 
Return her back th’ injurions gift again, 
O! if todie, this mortal buitic o’er, 
Were but to clofe one’s eyes, and be no more; 
From pain, from ficknefs, forrows, fafe withdrawn, 
In night eternal that hall know no dawn ; 

‘Phis dread, imperial, wondrous frame of man, 


Loft in ftill nothing, whente it firft ash ba 
‘Yo 


Yes, if the grave fuch quiet could fu 
Devotion’s felf might even dare to die, a 
Left haplefs victors in the mortal ftrife, 
‘Through death we ftruggle but to fecond life. 
But, fearful here, though curious to exalts 
Thought paufes, trembling on the hidden fhore : 
What fcenes may rife, awake the human fear ; 
Being again refum’d, and God more near; 

If awful thunders the new gueft appall, 

Or the foft voice of gentle mercy cal 

This tcaches life with all its ills to pleafe,. 
Affidting poverty, fevere difeafe ; : 

Yo lowelt infumy gives power to charm, 

And ftrikes the dagger from the boldeft arm. 
‘Then, Hamlet, ceaie; thy rafh refolves forego 
God, nature, reafon, all will have it {05 ‘ 
Learn by this facred horror, well fuppreft, 

Each fatal purpofe in the traitox’s breafk.. 

This damps revenge with falutary fear, 

And flops ambition in its wild career, 

Till virtue for itfelf begin to move, 

And fervile fear exalt to filial love. 

Then in thy breaft let calmer paffions rife, 
Pleas'd with thy tor on earth, abfolve the ficies, 
‘The ills of life fee friendfhip can divide ; 

See angels warring on the man’s fide, 
Alone to virtue happinefs is given, * 
On carth felf-fatisfy’d, and crown'd in heaven, 


A SOLILOQUY. 
WROTE IN JUNE 1746. 


Mysrertaus innate of this breaft, 
Enkindled by thy flame ; 
By thee my being's bet expreft, 
For what thou art Iam. 

With thee [ claim celeftial birth, 
A fpark of hzaven’s own ray ; 
Without thee fink to vileft earth, 
{nanimated clay. 

Now in this fad and difmal hour 
Of multiply’d diftrefs, 

Has any former thought the power 
To make thy forrows lefs. 

When all around thee cruel {nares 
‘Threaten thy deftin’d breath, 

And every fharp reflection bears 
Want, exile, chains or death. 

Can ought that paft in youth’s fond reign 
Thy pleafing vein reftore, 

Lives beauty’s gay and feitive train 
In metnory’s foft ftore ? 

Or does the mufe ? "Tis faid her art 
Can fierce pangs appeafe, ve 
Can the to thy poor trembling heart 
Now fpeak the words of peace ? 

Yet are was wont at early dawn 
To whifper thy spas 
Nor ai hes friendly aid withdrawn 
At grateful evening’s clofe, ‘ 


< ’ 
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. . Friendhhip, ‘tis true, its facred might, 
May mitigate thy $ 
As lightning fhot acrofs the night, 
A moment gilds the gloom. 
O God ! thy providence alone 
Can work a wonder here, 
Can change to gladnefs every moan, 
And banish all my fear. 
‘Thy arm all powerful to fave, 
May every doubt deftroy ; 
And from the horrors of the grave, 
New raife to life and joy. 
From this, as from a copious fpring, 
Pore confolation flows ; 
Makes the faint heart midft fufferings fing, 
And mid defpair repofe. 
“Yet from its creature gracious Heaven, 
Moft mercifol and juft, 
Atks but for life and fafety given, 
Our faith and humble truft. 


A SERIOUS THOUGHT. 


‘Taxo’ life’s ftrange myitic paths, how mankind 
Acontradidtion ftill in all heir ways; ~ [ftrays! 
In youth's gay bloom, in wealth’s infulting hour ! 
Av heav’n all mercy was, they live fecure, 

‘Yet fall of fears, and anxious doubts expire, 
And in the awful judge forget the Sire. 

Fair virtue then with faith! fteps purfue, 

‘Thy good deeds many, thy offences few ; 

‘That at the general doom thou may’ft appear 
‘With filial hope to footh thy confcious fear ; 
‘Then to perpetual blifs expeé to live, 

‘Thy Saviour is thy judge, and may forgive. 


DOVES. 
A FRAGMENT. 


Or doves fweet gentle birds, the heaven born mufe 
ares to fing, their manners and what law, 

‘The blamelefs race obey, their cares and loves. 
O faered virgin, that, to me unfeen 
Yet prefent, whifpers nightly in my car 
Love dited fong or tale of martial knight, 
As bett becomes the time : and aidful grants 
Celeftial grace implor’d, O, bonnteous, fay 
Whiat fav'rite maid in her firt bloom of youth 
‘Wilt choofe to honour? feem I not to fee 
The Jaurel thake, and hear the voice divine 

‘ Sound in mine ear: ¢ With Erfkine beft agrees 
* The fong of doves: herfelf a dove, well pleas’d 
© Liften gracions to the tale benign, and hear 
‘« How the chafte bird with words of fondling love, 
* Soft billing, woves his maid, their fpoufal loves, 
« Pure and unftain’d with jealous fear of change; 
* How ftudiows they to build their little nefts, 
« Nature’s artificers! and tender, breed [flight, 
¢ Their unfledg’d children, till they wing their 
* Each parent’s care.’ Come, as the mufe ordains, 
© thou of every grace, whofe locks of tove, 
Ertkine, attraétive, draw all wond’ring eyes 
Conftant to gaze; and whofe fubduing fpeech 
Drops as the honey comb, and grace is pour'd 
Into thy lips: for ever thee attends 
Sweetnefs thy handmaid, and, with beauty, clothes, 
As with the morning’s robe invefted round : 
O come, again invok'd, and fmiling fend 
‘Thy pleas’d attention, whilft in fgur’d Glk 
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— 
Thy knowing needle plants th’ embroider'd flower, 
As in its native bed: fo may’ft thou find 
Delight perpetual ard th’ inclining ear 
Of heav’n propitious to maiden vow, =~ 
‘When thou fhalt feck from love a youth adg/a’d 
With all perfection, worthy of thy choice,“ « 
To blefs thy night of joy and focial care. 
O happy he, for whom the vow is made. 

eee # ee ee 


THE FLOWERS. 
A FRAGMENT. 


Tue care of gardens, and the garden's pride, 

To rear the blooming flowers, invites the mufe ; 
A grateful tafk ! To thee, O Hume, the fings 
Weit pleas’d amid the verdant walks to # _, 
With thee, her chief delight, when fummer files. 
Come now my love, nor fear the winter’s rage ; 
For fee the winter’s Patt, the rains are gone < 
Behold the finging of the birds is now, 

Seafon benign ; the joyous race prepare 

‘Their native melody, and warbling airs 

Are heard in ev'ry grove; the flowers appear, 
Earth’s fmiliog offspring, and the beauteous meads 
Are cloth’d in pleafant green; now fruitful trees 
Put forth their tender buds that foon thall fwell 
With rich neétareous juice, and woo thy hand 
To pluck their zipen’d fweets. Forfake a while 
The noife of cities, and with me retire 

‘Yo rural folitude: Lo! for thy head 

} weave a garland, deck’d with vernal flowers, 
Violet, and’ hyacinth, and blafhing rofe 

Of ev’ry rich perfume ; here in this calm 

And undifturb’d retreat, content to dwell, 
Secluded from mankind, with thee and love, 
Sweetner of human cares: But thou perbaps 
Delight’ft to hear the voice that bids thee come 
To feftival and dance ; thou Jong’ ft to meet 

‘The raptur’d youth, that, at affembly hour 
Awaits thy coming: hafte adorn’d in all 

Thy native foftnefs, frefh as breathing flowers 
Sweet fmelling in the morning dew, and fire ~ 
His foul, ill able to refift fuch charms, 

Won with attractive fmiles: while | far off 
Bemoan thy abfence, and thy image form 

In ev'ry thicket and each fecret grove, 

To footh my longing mind by fancy’s aid, 
Pleafing refemblance! until thon thyfelf, 

O faireft among women, deign to grace 

The bower that love prepares, from me to learn 


The care and culture of the flowery kind. 
a ee es 
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THE EPISODE OF THE THISTLE. 
FLOWERS, BOOK ft. 


Nor to the garden fole where fair refides 

As in her court the fearlet queen, amid 

Her train of flow’ry nymphs, does nature boon 
Indulge her gifts: but to each namelels field, 
When the warm fun rejoicing in the year 

Stirs up the latent juice, the fcatters wide 

Her rofy children: then innumerous births, 

As from the womb fpring up, and wide perfnme 
‘Their cradles with ambrofial fweets around, 

Far as the eye can reach all nature fmiles, ~ 


POEM 8. 
j Rival of Scotia’s power, fair 


Hilt, dale, or valley, where a facid ream 
Leads, through the levei-déwn, ver maze, 
~—Gliding, with even pace, direct, as a: 
. 1 journey bent, and now meand’ring fair, 
Ut -umber'd currents to atid fro convaly’d, 
His paltime, underneath the azure green 
‘The wanton fifhies {port ; and round his banks, 
Sole or in confort, the aérial kind 
+ Refound in air with fong: the wild thyme here 
Breathes fragrance, and 4 thoufand glittering 
flowers 
Art never fow'd. Even here the rifing weed 
The landfeape paitits the lion’s yellow tooth, 
‘Th’ enamell’d daify, with its rofe adorn’d 
Whe prickly briar, and the thiftle rude, 
—4oormed warrior, with his hoft of fpears. 
Vhrice happy plant ! fair Scotia’s greatett pride, 
Emblem of modeft valour, unprovok’d 
That harmeth not, provok’d that will not bear 
Wrong unreveng’d; what though the humble root 
Dithonour'd erft, the yrowth of every field 
Arofe unheeded through the ftubborn foil 
Jejune: though fofter fowers, difdainful, fly 
Shy fellowfhip, nor ‘n the nofegay join, 
iy match'd cmupeers: not lef the lews of heav’n 
bathe thy rough cheeks, and wafh thy warlike 
mail, 
Gift of indulgent fkies! though lily pure 
And rofe of fragrant leaf, bell reprefent 
Matia’s fnowy Treett and ruddy cheek 
Bluihinz with bloom: th’ Ormond’s laure! rear 
Sublimer branch, indulging loftier fhade 
Yo heaven inftructed bard, that ftrings beneath, 
Melodious, his founding wire, to tales, 
OF beauties praife, or from victorious camps 
lieroes returnjny fierce, Unenvyed may 
‘The fnowy lily fobgith’round the brow 
OF Gallia’s king: The'thiftle happier far 
Exalted into rtobler far. te, fhall rife 
Triumphant o’er each flower, to Scotia’s bards 
Subjed of laiting fong, their monarch’s choice; 
« Who, bounteous to the lowly weed, refus’d 
Fach other plant, and bade the thiftle wave, 
Fmbroider'd, in his enfigns, wide difplay’d 
Along the tural breach: how oft, beneath 
Tis martial influence, Has Scotia’s fons 
Through every age with dauritlefs valour fought 
Ou ev fe ground ? while o’er their breaft, 
1 to the filver ftar, bleft type 
Of fame unfullied agd fuperior deed, 
Diltinguiil’d orvament ! their native plant 
Surrounds the fainted crofs, with coftly row 
OF gems, emblax’d, lam of radiant gold, 
A facred mark, thoir glory and their pride. 
But wouldft thou know how firft th’ iluftrious 
plant 
Rofe to renown : hear the recording mufe, 
While back through ages that have roll'd fhe leads 
‘Tl? inquiring gye. snd wakens into life 
Hetncs and mighty king-, whofe godlike deeds 
Aven no mi) yet {till the fame furvives, 
i he triumph of the mufe. 
f arts and arms renown’d, 
with gifts of wifdom grac'd, 
» Unrivail’d mzids in beautcous bloom 
Of every eye. c 
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Caledon. 

Equals in fway, while both alike afpired 

io fingle rule, difdaining to obey: 7 

Ofe led by hate and thith of dire revenge 

For ravith'd beauty, or for kindred flain, 
Wide-waling others realms with inroads fiercey 
Until the fecond K-nheth, great in 

Brandifh’d th’ avenging fword, that low in daft, 
Humbled the haughty race: yet oft, of war 
Weary, and havock dire, in mutual blood 
Embru'd, the nations join’d in leagues of peace 
Short feace enjoy’d ; when nice fufpicious fears 
By jealous love of empire bred, again, 

With fatal breath, blew the dire flame of war, 
Rekindling fierce: thus when Achaius reign’d; 
By the difpofing will of gracious Heav'n 
Ordain’d the Prince of Peace. Fair Ethelind 
Grace of the Piétith throne, in ify youth, 
Of beauties bloom, in his young heart, infpir’d 
Spoufal defires, foft love, and dove-cy’d peace, 
Her dowry. Then, his hymefiedl torch, 
Concord, high brandith’d ; and in bonds of love, 
Link’d the contending race. But ah! how vai 
Hopes mortal man, his joys on earth to lait 
Perpetual and fincere: for Athelftane, 

Fierce from the conqueft of great Alured, 
Northumbrian ruler, came. “On Tweda’s fhore 
Full twenty thoufand brazen {pedrs, he fix'd, 
Shining a deathful view; difmay'd the brave 
Erft undifmay'd : even he, their warlike chief; 
Hungus, in arms, a great and mighty name, 

Felt his frerce heart, fupended, if to meet 

Th’ outrageous Saxon, dreadful in the ranks 

Of battle Sitarrayea, Suppliant of help, 

He fues the Scottith race, by friendly ties 
Adjur’d and nuptial rites and equa} fears. 

Led by their gallant prince, the chofen train 
Forfake their native walls. "The glad acclaimi 
Of thouting crowds, and the foft virgins with 
Purfac the parting chiefs to battle fent, 

With ontens not averfe, Darknefs arofe 

O’er heav'n and earth, as now but narrow fpace 
Sunder’d ench hoftile force : fole in his tent 
The youthful chief, the hope of Albion, Jay 
Slumb'ring fecure, when, in the hour of fleep, 
A venerable form, St. Andrew, feen 

Majettic, folemn, grand, before his fight 

In vifton, iteod ; his deep and piercing eye 
Look’'d wifdom, and mature fedatenefs weigh'd 
To doubtful counfels, ftom kis temples flow'd 
His hai ite as the inowy fleece that clothes 
The Alpine ridge, a-crofs his fhouldcrs hung 
A baldric, where fome heavenly pencil wrought 
Th’ events of years to come prophetic drawn, 
Seafons and t + in his right hand he held 
A crofs, for beaming through the night ; his lef 
A poiated thiftle rear’d. Fear not, he ery’d, 
‘Yhy country’s early pride; for lo! to thee 
Commiffion’d 1, from heavy’n’s eternal King, 
Etherial meffenger of tidings glad, 

Propitious now am fent. ‘Then be thou bold; 
“(c-morrow thal! deliver to thy hand 

the troops of Athelftane. But oh! attend, 
Inttruéted from the fhies, the terms of fate, 
Conditional, aflign’d ; for, if mifled 

vy facred Init of arbitrary fway, : 
Thou, or of thee to come, thy race fhall wage 
Injurious war, unrighteous to invade 

Ee 
















Soa) 
His neighbour's realms, who dares the guilty deed, 
Him Heaven fhall defert in needful hour 
Of fad diftrefs, deliver’d o'er a prey 
‘To all the nations round. ‘This plant I beat, 
Expreflive emblem of thy equal deed. 

This, inoffenfive in its native field, 
‘Peaceful inhabitant, and lowly grows; 
Yet who with hoftile hands its Biialy fpears 
‘Unpunifh'd may provoke ? and fuch ke thou 
Unprompt t’ invade, and active to defend ; 
Wile fortitude | but when the morning flames, 
Secure, in heav’n, againft yon fated hoft 
Go up and overcome. When home return’d 
‘With triumph crown’d, grateful to me thait rear 
A rifing temple on the deftin’d {pace, 
‘With lofty towers and battlements adorn’d, 
A houfe where God fhall dwell. ‘Ihe vifion fpoke, 
And mix’d with night, when, farting from his 
couch, [cries 
The youth from flumber wak’d. The mingled 
Of horfe and horfemen, furious for the day, 
Affail his ears. And now hoth armies cios’d 
"Tempeftuous fight. Aloud the welkin roars, 
Refounding wide, and groans of death are heard 
Superior o'er the din. The rival chiefs 
Each adverfe battle gor'd. Here Athelftane, 
Horrent in mail, rear’d high his moony thield 
With Saxoh trophies charg’d and deeds of blood, 
Horrid atchievement ! nor le{s furious there 
Hangus enflam'd with defp’rate rage, and keen 
Defire of victory: and near him joi'd, 
With focial vatour, by the vifion fir'd, 
‘The hopes of Caledon, the Scottifh oak 
Plies furious, that from the mighty's blood 
Retura’d not back unftain’d. Thus, when the feeds 
Of fire and nitrous fpume and grain aduit, 
Sulphureous, diftend earth’s hollow womb, 
Sicilian Atna labours to difgorge 
Dreadful eruption, from the finoking top 
Flows down the molten rock in liquid ore, 
A three-fold current to the wafled plain, 
Each ravaging a fep’rate way: fo fought 
Defp’rate the chiefs; nine hours in equal feale 
‘The battle hung, the tenth the angel rear’d 
The tutelary crofs, then difarray 
Fell on the Saxon hoft. Thus when of old 
‘Th’ Amalekite in vale of Rephidim, 
Againft the chofen race of Judah, fet 
‘The battle in array, and various chance 
Alternate rai’d, when, as the fim went down, 
Aaron and Hur upflaid the failing hands 
Of Mofes, to fuk otent rod, 
"Till Irae! o thus fore that day 
‘The battle we mereus hofts 
Of Athclftane, impure; the daring chief, 
Far from the flaughter borne, a fwelling flrcam, 
By fuddes rains high farging o'er its bauks, 
Impervious to flight, for ever funk, 
Number’d amongft the dead. ‘Then rout on rout, 
Confufton on confuficn, wild difinay, 
And flaughter raging wide, v’erturn’d the bands 
Ere while fo proud array’d. Amuz’d they fied 
Before the Scottifh fword ; for from the fword, 
From the drawn fword, they fled, the bunded bow, 
‘The victor's fhout, and honour of the war. 
"Fhe royal youth, thus victor of his vows, 
ids to his native land with conquef crown’d, 
sing powers; nor of th: Leavenly dream 
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Unmindful, bade the promis’d towers afpire 

With folemn rites made facred to the name 

Of him in vifion feen. Then, to infpire 

Love of heroic worth, and kindle feeds 

Of virtuous emulation in the foul ZY 

Rip’ning to deed, he crown’d his manly breait 

With a refulgent flar, and in the ftar 

df the rubies blaze, diftinguith’d fhines 

‘Phe fainted crofs, around whote golden verge 

The embroider’d thiftle, bleft enclofure ! winds ~ 

A warlike joliage of ported fpears 

Leferceful: lait, partakers of his fame, 

He adds a chofen train of gallant youths, 

Uluftrious fellowihip! above their peers 

Exalted eminent: the fhining band, 

Devote to fame, along the crowded ftreets 

Are led, exulting, to the lofty fane, 

With holy feftival and ritual pomp 

Inftall'd, of folemn prayer, and offer’d vows 

Inviolate, and facred, to preferve 

"Lhe ordinance of heav’n, and great decree 

Voice of the filent night: * O ill forefeen, 

© judgments ill forewarn’d and fure denounc’d 

Of future woes and cov'nants broke in blood, 

That children’s children wept: how didf\ thou 

rieve, 

fe virgin daughter, and what tears bedew'd 

‘The cheek of hoary age, when, as the fates, 

‘Tranfgrefs'd the high command, feverely will’d, 

The haplefs youth, as the fierce lion’s whelp, 

Fell in the fatal fare ? that facred head 

Where late the graces dwelt, and wifdom mild 

Subdued attention, ghaftly, pale, deform’d, 

Of royalty defpoil’d, by ruthlefs hands 

Fix'd on a fpear, the {coff of gazing crowds, 

Mean triumph, borne: then firft the radiant crofs 

Submitted in the duft, difhonour foul, 

Her holy fptendors; firft, the thiftle’s fpears 

Broke bya hoftile hand, the filver ftar 

Felt dim eclipfe, and mourn’d in dark fojourn, 

A tedious length of years, till he, the fift 

Tr iumphant ames, of Stuart’s ancient line, 

Reftor'd the former grace, and bade it fhine, 

With added gifts adorn'd. To chofen twelve, 

Invefled with the ornaments of fame, 

‘Their fovereign’s love, he, bounteous, gave to wear, 

Acrofs their fhoulders flung, the radiant brede 

Of evening blue, of fimple faith unftain’d 

Myftcrions fign and loyalty fincere. 

Approven chiefs! how many fons, inroll’d 

In the fair deathlefs lift, has Scotia feen, 

Or terrible in war for bold exploit? 

Beft champions! or, in the mild arts of peace, 

Lawgivers wife, and of endanger’d rights, 

Firm guardians in evil times, to death 

Afferting virtue’s caufe, and virtue's train ? 

Bleft patconage ! nor thefe, with envy, view 

‘Th’ embroider’d garter to furround the knee 

Of military chiefs of Brutus’ blood, 

With equal honours grac’d ; while monarchs beat 

The confecrated crofs, and happy plant 

Bright on the regal robe; nor valued more 

‘Eh’ anointing cil of heav'n. Jn Britain's fhield 

The northern far mingles with George's beams, 
* Lis refors to the flory of King Alpin, flain by the 

Pidis, and bis bead fixed to a pole. See Buchanan, 

Book Ve : 
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Conforted light, and neat Hibernia’s harp, 

Breathing the fp’rit of peace and focial love, 
‘Harmonious power, the Scottith thiftle fills 

+ fingauith’d place, and guards the Englith rofe. 


SPRECH OF RANDOLPH, 
A TRAGMENT OF BRUCE, ROOK 11. 


NDemann'st thou, mighty Bruce, to know from 
whence 

My lineage I derive: Then hear a tale 

Well known through fair Stirlina’s fruitful bounds, 

My native land. Of ancient Scottifh kings, 

Thy royal anceftry, O Brace, am 1 

doubted offspring ; and, forgive the boalt, 
eee fame fount my blood united flows, 

Ally’d to thine. As yet Cameldoun’s w: iis 
By Forth, delightful ftream ! encircled food 
‘The feat of Edenuther, Pi@ith kin ; 

To whofe deftraétion, eager to revenge 
‘The breach of faith and hofpitable laws, 
Infulted. his embattled hoft 

Fierce Corbred led: for, from Dunftaffhage towers, 
Pretending tove and Hymeneal rite, 

The treacherous Piét, with meditated force, 
Bore Ethelind, her country’s jufteit pride, 
Peerlefs and fair; a thoufand heroes fought 

For her to death, fierce raging round the walls 
Gf lofty Cameldoun: the ley prince 

Had dearly paid the price of faith forfworn, 
But, Rudious of new frauds within his walls, 

JH’ invites the Scottifh train, friendly to meet 

In amicable talk, fair Ethelind 

To be the pledge of future peace, and join 

‘The warring nations in eternal league 

Of love connubial: the unweeting king 

Enter'd the hoftile gates; with feaft and fong 
‘The towers refound, till the dark midnight hour 
Awake the murderers: in fleep he fll 

‘With all his peers, in early life, and left 

His vow'd revenge and filter unredeem’d, 

© Now was the royal virgin left expos'd 
To the fell victor’s lat, no friend to aid, 

Her brother flain, and fierce and mighty chiefs 
“Phat warr’d in her defence. How could, alas! 
Unthelter’d, helplefs innocence refitt 

‘1! Vinternal ravither? with ftedfaft mind 

She fcorn’d his profer'd love; by virtue’s aid 
‘Triumphant o’er his tuft. In vain, with tears 
And roagh complaint that {poke a fuvaze heurt, 
Strove he to gain and woo her to } 
In vain, cnrag'd and rule(s 
He threat’ned. Dearh ditda 
But that her arm appos 
The poiguard in her her virtue’s y 
Allacts thus try’d in vain, at jaf incen: {, 
Deep ina dungeon, from the cheerful Heli 
Far, far remoy'd, the wretched maid he 
Deplorable ; doom’d in that dwelli 
‘To wafte her anxious days 
Anguith extreme! ah, how unli 
‘That in ker father’s palace w: 
In fettival and dance. Her p 
Mov'd her ftern keeper's hex 
‘Phe imprifon’d maid, and to it 
Her death, diflembling. Then, with fei ¢ apite 
Andrage, inflam’d for uz ed love, 
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The monarch ftorm’d, he loth'd his food, and fled 
Allshuman converfe, fruftrate of his will, a 
Meanwhile the nymph foriakes the hottile walls 

Flying by night; through pathlefs wilds unknown 
Guidclefs the wanders, in her frighted ears 
Stiil hears the tyrant’s voice, im fancy views 
His form terrific, and his dreaded front 
Severe in frowns; her tender heart is vex'd 
With every fear, and oft defires to die. 
Now day return'd, and cheerful light began 
T’ adorn the heav’ns ; loft in the hills the knew i 
No certain path; around the dreary waite 
Sending her weeping eye, in vain requir'd 
Her native fields, Dunfaffeage’ Well known 
tow’rs, 
And high Edefla’s walls, her father’s reign, 
lays the royal wanderer bore the heat 
y fervent, and three lonefome nights 
Wet with the chilling dews; the foreft oak 
Supply’d her food, and at che running fream, 
Patient, fhe flack'd her thir. But when the: 
fourth 2 
Arofe, defcending from the Ochell height, 
The flow’ry fields beneath, fhe wander'd long 
Erroneous, difconfolare, forlorn. 
Jerne’s ltream fhe pafs'd ; a rifing hill 
Stood on the bank oppos'd, adorn’d with trees, 
A filvan fcene! thither fhe bent her flight, 
O’ercome with toil, and gently laid her down 
in the embow’ring thade: the dew of ilcep 
¥eil on her weary cyes, then pleafing dreams 
Began to lay the tempeft in her mind, 
Calming from troubled thoughts: to regal Pomp 
She feemsreftor’d, her brother's fate reveng’d, 
The tyrant flain: fhe dream’d till inorn arofe, 
‘The fifth that roté fince from Cameldoun’s walls 
She bent her flight: the cheerful day invites, 
From fair Dundalgan’s ever funny towers, 
Mildred ¢ arife, who oft in fields of death, 
Victorious, led the Pids embattled rave, 
Illuftrious chief! he to the hilly height, 
His morning walk, pleas’d with the feafon fair, 
Betakes him mufing, there it was he faw 
Fair Ethelind, furpris’d as Hengift’s fon, 
Eifred aflcep beheld, when, as the fed 
From Saxony to fhun a ftep-dame’s rage 
That fought her life, he, with prevailing words, 
Woo'd tlie confenting maid: nor lets amaz’d 
The Piétifh icader faw the beauteous form ; 
Fix'd in furprife and ardent gaze, he ftood 
Wond’ring ! his beating heart with joy o'erflow’d. 
He Jed her blufhing from the facred grove 
In bafitul medefty, and doubting joy 
1 fear, alternate in her breaft, 
arner! to his parents fhow’d 
ftranger; they in age rever'd 
ir trembling hands, and bleft the maid, 
nanthip of heaven! the youthful chief 
‘suutported every day his gueft beheld, 
And every day beheld with new delight, 
STer wiring graces mild, and form divine, * 
‘Phat drew with fott attraétion, kindling love, 
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Unknown her royal race; the ardent youth =» 
Hangs on the fpeaker’s lips, ftill more and more 
Enamour'd of her charms, by courtly deed 
He fought the virgin’s love; by pray’rs and vows 
‘Won to confent; the nuptial day arofe, 
Awak'd by mufic’s found; the Pow’rs invok’d 
To blifs the hallow’d rite, and happy night 
‘That to his arms beitow’d the much lov'd maid, 
"The gift of Heaven: then gladnefs fill'd his heart 
Unfpeakable, as when the fapient King, 
"Phe fon of David, on the happy day 
Of his efpoufals, when his mother bound 
His brow in regal gold, delighted faw 
His fair Egyptian bride adorned 
Perfeétion, blooming in ccleftial tw 
While thus the royal exile Hiv’d rex s 
In Hymen’s fofteft joys, the Scottith chiefs 
Prepare for battle, ftudious to redvent 
‘Their captive queen, unknowing of her fate; 
‘With jutt Cuccefs unbleis’d, diicomfited 
"They fell in ruthlef fight, their mighty men 
Unworthy bondage! helplefs cxiles fold 
To foreign lands. ‘The Pictith king enrag’d 
Colleés an hoft, embattled as the fands 
Along the Solway coaft, front all the bounds 
Of his wide empire, Bricu’s riling towers, 
And Jeda’s ancient walls, once feat of kings, 
“With Edens rais'd on rocks, and Cumeldoun, 
Send forth their chiefs and citizens to war, 
Pour'd thro’ their lofty gates. What anguith then, 
© royal virgin, vex'd thy tender heart, 
“When thou, thy hufband midft your country’s foes, 
Enroll’dft their leader? much didft thou adjure 
By nuptial ties, much by endearing love, 
"Co fpare thy country in the waite of war 5 
He too, the youthful chief, long doubting ftood 
°Twixt love and duty, unrefolv'd of choice, 
Hard confli&! to Dunftaffnage walls he flies, 
And left the weeping fair, intent to drowi 
"The voice of love, foft pleading in his heart, 
In founds of battle; but in vain! his wife 
A beauteous form, ftill rifes to his thoughts 
In fupplicating tears; he grieves to fee 
The mingling hofts engage, and dreads to find 
Amidit the flain, his kindred new ally’d. 
But now the Pigith king with mighty chiefs 
Scledted from his peers, purfaes his way 
"To raze the Scottifh walls, Dundalgan’s towers 
‘Receive their monarch, proud to entertain 
"Phe mighty gueft: exults the haughty king 
‘With favage joy, when firft his cyes beheld 
"The maid fo lately loft, again reftor’d 
Sad victim to his Luft: what could the do, 
‘Hopelefs of aid! or how alas! avert 
“The dire event that from the monarch’s luft 
‘Her fears prefag’d? ’twas heav'n her thoughts in- 
In hour of fad extreme, fhe cdome [{pir'd 
With two, alone of all her me: train, 
Companions of her flight. The king meanwhile, 
Fierce with defire and violeut to enjoy, 
Him nor the bow! delights, nor fprighily mirth, 
Nor tale of martial knight in ancient time 
Recited: the unfinith’d featt-he leaves 
With wine enflam’d and il] perfuading lat, 
Wort counfellors ! a fecret way he found 
‘That to the quecn’s apartment led unfeen ; 
Thither he flies through many a loi 
. Where heroes oft have met in, 


all 
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Flate in thought ; ut heavens! what fell defpice,. 

What raging pain tore his diftracted mind, as 

When firft he knew the royal fair was fled? 

Defp’rate in rage, he hopes his abfent prey, . 

intent to ravith. Hurrying to the camp“ 

He fought the general’s tent, begirt araund 

With noble Pidts there weeping Bthelind, 

In fuft'ned anguifh, on the heroe’s breaft 

Ue found reclining, fad: he would have feiz’d | 

‘The trembling tair one from her lover's arms, , 

Her fureft refuge, miferably torn, 

Victim to lull obfcenc, had not the youth 

Withitood the dire attempt of fovzreign fway. 

Haughty, the monarch rag'd and call’d his chiefs 

‘Lo aid, his chiefs refufe th’ unjult comm: : 

‘Then impotent of mind he ftorm’d, he ray 

Outrageous in his ire : then wild uproar, 

‘Tumult, and martial din, founds o'er the camp, 

While thefe affift the king, and thefe the youth, 

By fearlefs friendthip led: the clath of fwords, 

Through the till night, heard on the Scottifh walls, 

Alarms the chiefs in midnight council met: 

‘The beldeft of their warrior train they choofe 

For fecret ambufh, fheath’d in jointed mail; 

‘Th’ intrepid band beneath a bending hill, 

Await the rifing dawn; Mildred they feiz'd, 

Phe royal exile and their focial train, 

the monarch’s rage: the beauteous queen 

Rejoices to behold her native walls, 

¥xil'd fo long, her peers with lifted hands [turn’d, 

Exioll’d the bounteous Pow'rs, their queen re+ 

‘The wondrous work of Fate; now fhe relates 

Her direful tale, the audience melt in tears. 
Meanwhile the monarch raging in the camp, 

Porfook of all his peers, for fierce affault 

Prepar’d, attended with a defperate crew 

Of men, that fhar’d in partnerfhip of crimes, 

March’d forward to his fate ; the ambufh’d trais 

Rife fudden, reund them fpread the flaughter’d’ 

Himfelf, as furious in the front he warr’d — [foe. 

Bied by a well aim’d fpear; to punifh’d ghofis 

Of kings perfidious, fled his guilty foul. - 
‘The monarch flain, the Pidtifh chicfs tha: late 

Forfook the noify camp, convene within 

‘The Scottifh walls, the princes joyful plight 

In leagues of mutual peace; in every fane 

Each grateful altar blaz’d; to heaven they paid 

Their vows, their gucen reftor’d, and with her 

peace F 

The purchafe of her love: through all the town: 

Public rejoicings reign’d, the voice of mirth 

heard in cv’ry ftreet, that blazing fhone 

nated bright, The diadem 

nftar'd with diamond gems and flaming gold, 

Magnificent! by Scotia's monarchs worn 

Krom eldeft tunes upon her beauteous bro: 

Plac’d by a mitr’d prieft, - rich array, 

Incireling, fhines; her native peers around, 

Misx’d with the Pictifh chiefs, admiring ftand, 4 

Pleas’d with her heavenly fmiles, her gence look, 

The type of fofter rele: then next they gave 

‘The fceptre to her hands; the preciors ftones 

Dlaz’d on the beaming point, hail! Queen of Scots; 

Joyful they cry, hail! to thy own return’d, 

Safe from a thovfand toils, beyond our hopes, 

Crown’ where thy fathers reign’d: thus paft the 

In celebrated rites. When morn arofe nig! 

‘Th’ aflanpled f{enate, partper of her throne 


- 
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‘Bled the nob: south ; in times of peace 
To aid by counfel, and in war. to lead 
‘Her marihall'd chiefs: thus ended all her woes. 

* Blefs’d in her hufband’s, and her fubjeéts love, 
“Pc. ce flonrifh’d in her reign: three fons the bore, 
All men of vz'our known ; well could they bend 
“Lhe bow in time of need. Her eldeit grac’d 
With all the train of virtues that adorn 
A prince, fucceeded to the Scottifh rule, 

His mother’s kingdom; in his happy days 

The Scottith prowefs twice o’erthrew the Dane 
In bloody confliét, from our fatal fhore 
Repuls'd with ignominious rout, difgrac'd. 

Her fecond hope, born to unluckier fate 
Matehlefs in fight and every gallant decd, 

he terror of his foes, his country’s bope, 

+1 uedels battle by ignoble hands 

Fell in his prime of youth, for ever wept, 

For ever honour'd.  Athingart the lat 

For prudence far renown'd, Elgidra’s charms 
‘The heroe fir'd, as in her father’s court 

‘A peaceful legate by his brother fent 

‘To PiGland’s monarch; there the royal youth 
Graceful, m warlike tournament above 

His equals shone, and won the princely maid 
Courted by rival kings: from that embrace 
Defcend a thoufand chiefs, that lineal heir’d 
‘The virtues of their fire, witnefs the fields 

Of Loncart, and the ftreams that purple ran 
With ftain of Danith blood: the brazen fpears 
And crefted helms, and antique fhields, the fpoils 
Of chiefs in battle flain, hung on the roof, 
Eternal trophies of their martial deeds, 

From fon to fon prefery'd with jealous care. 

My futher in his country’s quarrel met 

A glorious fate, when god-like Wallace fooght ; 
He, firm adherer to the nobler caufe 

shar'd all his toils, and bled in all his fights, 

‘Till Falkirk faw him fall; with Grzham h- fell, 
Wailace his bold compcer, whom, t in artns, 
‘Wallace alone furpaft. With martial thoughts 
He fired my youthful mind, and taught betimes 
“fo puild my glory on my country’s love, 

¥is great example! to thy native reign 

If thee, thy fate propitious to the goad, 

Reftor’d, bh’ enjoin’d me to unite my foree, 

From foreign victors to retrieve again 

‘Thy ravith’d kingdoms: then this fword he gave 
In dangers ever faithful to his arm, ‘ 
Pledge of paternul love; nor thall the foe 

Exult, | ween, to find the datard fon 
Degenerate from his fire, to wield in vain 

A father’s gift, In me, O Bruc2, behuld 

A willing warrior, from Bodotria’s ftream 

I lead my native bands, hardy and bold, 

In fight diftinguifo’d by fupcrior decd. 

He faid and ceas’d; the arm’d affembly ftood 

Silent in thought, till from his lofty feat 

Great Bruce arofe—0 noble youth ! he ery’d, 
Defcendeg from a line of noble fires, 

Accept thy monarch’s thanks-—Welcome thyfelf, 
‘Welcome thy fequent chiefs, thy country fore 
Opprefs'd by dire ufurpers, now demands 
Warriors ike thee, where death aud bloodfhed 

reign 

In conflict ftern ; do thou approve thy might 
‘Above thy fellov-s, by tranfcendent a@s 

‘To Fame endear’d; fhe, on thy praife well pleas’d 
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bes] 
Conftant to dwell, thall rear thee up on high 
‘The loftieft branch, t’ adorn thy ancient ftem. 

He fpake, and gave the youth his plighted handy 
Pledge of benevol and kind intent; 
The chiefs around embrace and glad receive 


The youthful champion worthy of his race. 
se tek ee eee 





HORACE, BOOK IL. ODE V. IMITATED, | 
Waar happy youth Maria now ? 
Breathes in thy willing ear his vow! 

With whom thou fpend’ft thy evening hours, 
Amidf the fects of breathing flowers; 
For whom retir’d to fecret fhade, 

Soft on thy panting bofom laid, 

‘Thou fet’ thy looks with niceft care, 

And bind'it in gold thy flowing hair, 

O neatly plain ! How oft fhali he 

Bewail thy falie inconftancy ? 

Condemn’d perpetual frowns to prove, 
How often weep thy alter’d love? 

Whe thee, too credulous, hopes to find, 
As now fiill golden and fill kind; 

And heedle&S now of fortane’s power 

Sets far away the evil hour. 

How oft hate thou, ill-ftar’d, bewail 
‘Thou trufted to the faithlefs gale? 

When uraceuftom’d to furvey 

‘The rifing winds aud fwelling fea ; 

When clouds fhall rife on that dear face, 
"That fhone adorn’d in every grace; 

‘That yet untaught in wicked wiles, 

Was wont to appear to thee in fmiles. 
Wretch'd they to whom thou thin’, untry’d 
‘Thy thifting caln and treacherous tide: “ 
Yor me once fhipwreck’d, now on hore; 

1 venture out my bark no more. 




















PALINODE. 


th, who now poffeft 
iniles are bieft ; 










0 deplore, 

fet to thine no more; 

’ the rifing light, 
's eternal night. 

a fir Lipread the lover's fail, 
wove blew from fhrore a friendly gales 
Sweet appear’d th’ inchanting fcene, 
All calu: below, above ferene: 

Joyous { made before the wind, 
fvedlefs of what I left behind; 

Nor rocks, ner qoickfands did I dread, 
No adverfc winds to check my fpeed 5 
No favage pirate did I fear, 

To ravifh all my foul held dear, 

Far off my treafure to convey, 

Aad fell in foreign lands away : 
Maria’s hand unfurl’d the fails, 

Her prayers invek'd the fpringing gales : 
“Ywas calm whate’er her eyes furvey’dy 
Her voice the raging ftorm obey'd; 
And c’er the bofem of the tides, 

Her will the ruling rudder guides. 

E ¢ iy 
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Bat ah! the change, the Hics away, 
And will vouchfafe no longer ttay. 
Gee now the {welling feas arife, 
Loud ftorming winds enrage the fkies, 
All weak the tempeft to withftand, 
‘Trembling and pale { put to tand. 
‘Wet from the tofling furge, aghaft 
Ithank the gods, the danger’s pat; 
And {wear to venture out no more 
Secure upon the fafer fhore ; 

Yet thould the fwelling feas fubfide, 
And roll ferene a filver tide ; 
Should yet the angry tempeft ceafe, 
And gently breathe a gale of peace; 
Much, much ! fear, I'd dare again 
A fecond thipwreck on the main. 


HORACE, BOOK 1. ODE VIL. IMITATED. 


TO THE EARL OF STAIR. 


Ler others in exalted lays 
The lofty dome of Hopetoun praife, 
. Or where of old, in lonely cell, 
The mufing Drwid wont to dwell: 
Or with the facred fitters roam, 
Near holy Melrofe’ ruim'd dome: 
There are who paint with all their might 
‘The fields where Fortha's ttreams delight ; 
That winding through Stirlina’s plai 
+ Rolls beautcous to the diitant main: 
Or faithful to the farmer's toil, 
Extol fair Lothian’s fertile foil 5 
Where Ceres her beft gifts heftows, 
And Edin tawn her friturea fhows. 
Nor me delight thofe fylvan feenes, 
Thofe chequer’d bow’rs and winding greens 3 
Where art and nature join to yield 
Unnumber'd fweits te Marlefield: 
Nor yet that (oft and fecret thade, 
Where fair Aboyn aflecp is Jaid 5 
Where gay im fprightly dance no more 
She dreams her former triamphs o’er, 
Thefe feenes can belt entice my foul, 
Whcere fmooth Blatcatria’s waters roll; 
Where beauteous Hu i 
Plucks the green herb 
Pleas'd on the borders 
‘The apple 3 
But wh erp) 
Let not, O S———! 























Whether beneath th 
Stretch’d in the t 
"Thy fate ordains; to shine 








‘Higher to raifz thy deathlefs nan 


‘Triumphant to fublimer fame : 
Or if fecure from feverifh heat, 
Newlifton cover thy reireat, 

Where w es with love’ 





When Fergs led in days of yore, 
His exit'd bands fo Peotie’s hore; 
The godlike foundé of our ftate, 
Suftain’d the fhocks of adverfe fate : 
Yet brave, difdaining to repinc, 
Around his brows he beund the vine: 
Let’s follow ftill without delay 
Wherever fortune fhows the way; 
Courage, my lads, Jet none defpair, 
When Fergus leads, ‘tis bafe to fear : 
With better aufpice fhal} arife 

Our empire in the northern fkics : 
Beauty and valour fhall adorn, 

Our happy offspring yet unborn : 
Now fill the glafs, come fill again, 
‘To-morrow we fhall crofs the main. 


HORACE, BOOK |. ODE XI. IMITATED. 
TO MISS ERSK. i. 





Enquire nat E. fair, what end 

‘The gods for thee er me intend : 

How vain the fearch, that but beftows 

The knowledge of our future woes? 

Far happier they who ne’er repine 

‘To draw the lots their fates aflign ; 

‘Then be advis’d, and try not thou 

What fpelis and cunning men can do. 
In mirth thy prefent years employ, 

And confecrate thy charms to joy; 

Whether the fates to thy old fcore 

Propitious add a winter more; . 

Or this fhall lay thee cold in earth, 

Now raging o’er Edina’s frith. 

Let youth, while yet it blooms, excite 

To mirth, and wit, and gay delight ; 

Nor thou refufe the voice that calls 

To vifits and to fprightly balls. 

Por time rides ever on the poft, 

Ev’n while we fpeak the moment’s loft, 

Chen call each joy into this day, 

And fpend them now while now you may; 

Llave every pleafure at command, 

Fools let them lie in fortune's hand. 





HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XXII, IMITATED 
1O R. 





—. 


Tae man fincere and pure of ill, 
Needs not with fhafts his quiver fill, 
Nor point the venom’d dart, 
O’er him no weapon can prevail, 
Clad in the firmeft coat of mail, 
A brave and honeg heart. 


Secure in innocence he goes 

‘Through boiling friths and highland fhows ; 
Or if his couric he guide, . 

To where far-fam’d Lochieven’s wave 

Does round his iflands winding, lave 
Buchsnnan’s hilly fide. 


for in Glentannar, as I flood 
And fung my Erfkme to the wood, 





While all on Erfkine ran my mind, 
'd my fteps te fray. 





i‘. POEMS ~ 


‘When, to! forth rufhing from behind 
A favage wolf of monftrous kind, 
’ Fierce fhook his horrid head: 
“Saarm’d { ftood, and void of fear, 
Be. «Id the monftrous favage near, 
Aud me unarm’d, he fled. 


« beaft of fuch portentous fize, 

Suh hideous tuiks and glaring eyes, 
Fiésee Daunia never bred. 

Nor Juba’s land, without controul, 

Whcre angry lions darkling howl, 
His equal ever fed. 


Place me where the fummer breeze 
Does ne'er refrefh the weary trees, 
All on the gloomy plain 
ede of earth, offended heav’n 
‘To the dominion foul has given, 
Of clouds and beating rain. 


Place me underneath the day, 
Near neighbour to the burning ray ; 
Yet there the maid fhall move, 

‘There prefent to my fancy’s eyes, 
Sweet fmiling Frfkine will ] prize, 
Sweet {peaking Erfkine love, 


HORACE, BOOK I, ODE XXII, IMITATED. 


TO MISS D. 





‘Txt me, Maria, tell me why 

Thou doft from him that loves thee run ; 
Why from his fond embraces fly, 

And every foft endearment fhun. 


So through the rocks, or dewy lawn, 
With plaintive crics, its dam to find, 
Flies wing’d with fears the youngling fawn, 
‘And trembles at each breath of wind. 


Ah! ftop thy flight, why thouldft thou fly ? 
What can’ft thou in a lover fear? 

No angry boar, nor lion I, 

° Purfue thy tender limbs to tear, 


Ceafe then, dear wildnefs, ceafe to toy; 
But hafte al! rivals to outthine, 

And grown mature and ripe for joy, 
Leave mamma’s arms and come to mine. 


HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XXIV. IMITATED. 


TO A YOUNG LADY ON THE DEATH OF HER 
FATHER. 


‘Waar meafure thal] affli€ion know ?, 
What bounds be fet to fuch a woe, 

‘That weeps the lofs of one fo dear ! 

Come, mufe of mourning! hafts, ordain 
‘The facred melancholy ftrain : 

When virtue bids, ’tis impious to forbear. 
‘Thy voice with powerful bleflings fraught, 
Infpires the folemn ferious theught ; 

A heavenly forrow’s healing art, 

‘That, whilft it wounds, amends the heart. 
A far more pleafing rapture thine, 

‘When bending over friendthip's thrine, 
‘Than mirth’s fantaftic varied lay, 
Veceitful, idle, Qurt’ring, vain, 


Still fhifting betwixt joy and pain, 

Where fport the wanton, or where feait the gay. 
In duft the good and friendly lies. i 
Matt endlefs flumber feal thofe eyes? 
Oh! when fhal} modeft worth again, 

Integrity, that knows no ftain, 

Thy filter, jultice, free from blame, 

Kind trath, no falfe affedted name, 

‘To meet in & union, find 

So plain, fo upright and fo chafte a mind? 


By many good bewail’d, he’s loft; 

By thee, O beautcous virgin! moft. 
‘Thou claim’ft, ab pious! ah, in vain! 
Thy father from the grave again. 

Not on thof: terms, by dooming heav’n, 
His loan of mortal life was giv’n. 

‘The equal lot is caft on all, 

Obedient to the univerfal call. 

Ev’n thou, each decent part fulfill’d, 
Wife, fifter, mother, friend and child, 
Muf yield to the fupreme decree, 
And every focial virtue weep for thee. 


What though thou boafts each foul fubduing art,’ * 
‘That rules the movements of the human heart ; 
Though thine be every potent charm, 
‘The rage of envy to difarm: 
‘Thus far heav’n grants, the great reward 
Of beauty, under virtue’s guard: 
Yet all in vaih afcends thy pious pray’r, 
‘To bid th’ impartial Pow’r one moment fpare; 
That Pow'r whe chafiens whom he deareft loves, 
Deaf to the filial forrows he approves: 
Seal’d facred by th’ inviolable fates, 
Unlocks no more the adamantine gates, 
When once th’ ethereal breath has wing’d ite way, 
and left behind its load of mortal clay. 6 


Severe indeed! yet ceafe the duteous tear; 

Vis nature’s voice that calls aloud, “ Forbear.”” 
Sce, fee defcending to thy aid, 

Patience, fair celeltial maid : 

She Strikes through life’s dark gloom a bright’ning 
And finiles adverfity away. ray, 
White-handed hope advances in her train, 

Leads to new life, and wakens joy again ; 

She renders light the weight of human woes, 
And teaches to fubmit when ’tis a crime t’oppofe. 





HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XXIL. IMITATED, 
TQ HIS LYRE, . 


Ir e’er with thee, we fool’d away 
Vacant bencath the fhade a day, 
Stiil kind to our defire, 
A Scottith fog we now implore, 
To live this year, and fome few more, 
Come then my Scottith lyre. 








Firft itrung by Stewart’s cunning land, 
Who ral’d fair Scotia’s happy land, 

‘A long and wide domain : 
Who bold in war, yet whether he, 
Reliev'd his wave-beat fhip from fea, 
canp'd upon the plain, 









3 of wine, and mufes young, 
uty, and her pige he fing, 
List dull to her adueres: 

Ec ily 


Margaret, author of his fighs, 
Adorn’d with comely coal-black eyes, 
And comely coal-black hairs. 


© thou, the grace of fong and Jove, 
:xalted to the feaits above, 
“"- The featt’s fupreme delight : 
Sweet balm to heal our cares below; 
cious on me thy aid beftow, 
-If thee I feek aright. 


* HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XXIII. IMITATED. 


Wuy do’ft thou fill in tears complain, 
* oo mindful of thy love's difdaia ! 
Why til in melancholy verfe 
Unmeek Maria's hate rchearfe ? 
‘That Thirfis finds by fate’s decree 
More favour in her fight than thee! 
‘The love ef Cyrus does enthral 
Lycoris fair, with forehéad fmall ; 
Cyrus, declines to’ Pholoe’s eyes, 
Who unrelenting hears his fighs ; 
But wolves and lambs fhall fooner join 
‘Than they in mutual faith combine. 
So feemeth good to love, who binds 
Unequal forms, unequal minds, 
Crud in his brazen yoke, 
Pleas’d.with too fevere a joke. 
Myfelf, in youth’s more joyous reign, 
My laundrefs held in pleafing chain ; 
n pliable to love's delights 
My age excus’d the'poet’s tights : 
More wrathful fhe, than storms that rore 
Along the Solway’s crooked shore. 


HORACE, BOOK II. ODE 1V. IMITATED. 
TO THE Emme Mam OF Seep, 
De fit ancille tibi amor puter meme 


" Avow my noble friend thy kind defires, 
Hf Phillis’ gentle form thy breaft. infpires, 
fo glory, nor can reafon difapprove ; 
‘What though unknown her humble name, 
Unchronicled in records old, ‘i 
Or tale by flatt’ring poets told: 

She to her beantics owes her nobleft fame, 
Her nobleft honours to thy love. ' 


Know Cupid fcorns the trephy’d thield, 
Vain trivmph of fome guilty ficld, 
Where dragons hifs and lions roxr, 
Blazon’d with argent and with or, 
His heraldry is hearts tor hearts, 
He flamps himself o’er all, and dignifies his darts. 


Smote by a fimple village maid, 
See noble Petrarch night and day 
Pour his {oft forrows through the fhade ; 
Nor could the mufe his pains allay . 
What though with harids pontific crown’d, 
‘With all the fcarlet fenate ronnd ; 
He faw his brows adarn the living ray, 
Thotgh fighing virgins try’d each winning art, 
‘Tocure their gentle poet's love fick heart : 
Cupid more pow’rful than them all, 
Refolv'd his tuneful captive to eathral, 
Subdued him with a thepherdess’s look ; 
He wreathes his verdant honours round her crook, 
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And tanght Vall'Clnfa’s {miling-groves, 
To wear the fable liveries of his loves. 


But this example fearce can move thy mind, 
‘The gentle power with verfe was ever join'd; 
‘Then hear, my Lord, a dreadful tale, 
Not known in fair Arcadia’s peacefuj vale, 

Nor in the academic grove, 

Where mild philofophy might dwell with lovey: 
But poring o’er the myftic page, ae 
Of old Stagira’s wond’rous fage, 

In the dark cave of fyllogiftic doubt, 

Where neither mufe ror beanty’s queen, 
Nor wand’ring grace was ever feen, 
Love found his deftin'd victim out, 

And put the rude militia all to rout: 

For whilft poor Abelard, ah! foon decreed 
Love’s richeft facrifice to bleed, 

Uniwweising drew the argumental thread, 

A finer net the fon of Venus fpread: 

Involving in his ample category, 
With al! his mufly fcheohnen round, 
EW unhappy youth, alike renown’d 

In philofophic and in amorous ftory. 


Inflexible and ftern the Czar, 

Amid‘ the iron fons of war, 
With dangers and diftrefs encompaft round, 
In his large bofom deep receiv’d the wound. 
No Venus fhe, furrounded by the loves, © 
Nor drawn by cooing harncft doves; 

Twas the caprice love to yoke, 

‘Two daring fouls, unharneft and unbroke. 
When now the many-laurell’d Swede, 
The field of death his nobleft triumph fled, 

And fore’d by fate, but unfubda'd of foul, 
To the fell vitor left the--conquett of the pole. 


Henry, a monarch to thy heart, 
In action brave, in council wife, 
Felt in bis breaft the fatal dart, (ever 
Shot from two fnowy breafts, and two fair lovely 
‘Vhough Galia wept though Sully frown’d, 
‘Though rag’d the impigus league around, 
The little urchin ‘entrance found, 
And to his haughty purpofe forc’d to yield 
‘The virtuous conqueror of Coutra’s field. 


i'd bafhaw 


WwW, 


‘ 












Who knows but fome four-t 
May hail thee, peer, his fon- 
Sonte bright fultana, Afia’s pride, 

Was grandame to the beautcous bride: 

For fure a girl fo fweet, fo kind, 

Such a fincsre and lovely mind, 

Where each ¢: d virtue fhines, 

Cenld never spring from vulgar loins. 
No, no, fome chief of great Arfaccs’ line, 

Has form’d her lincaments divine ; 

Who Rome's imperial fafces broke, 

And fpurn’d the nation's galling yoke, 

Though row, oh! fad reverfe of fate, 
The former luftre of het royal ftate, 

She fees injurious time deface, 

And weeps the ravifh’d fceptres of her race. 











Her melting eye and fender waift, 

Fair tap’ring from the fwelling breaft, 

AU rature’s‘charms, all nature’s pride, 
Whate’er they fhow, whate’er they bide, 

1 own.—— But fweer by bright Apollo, _ 
Whofe prieft'Tam, nought, nought can follow; 





[POR MB «a 
Sufpec not thou a poet's praife, Confpicuous feen: To me my fate, - - 
Unhurt I hear, uninjur'd gaze: Not much to blame, a {mall eftate,. 
Alas! fuch badinage but i would fuit Of rural acres few: 


married man, and forty years to boot. A flender portion of the mufe 
~ : Bounteous hefides, the grace allows, 
HOKACE, BOOK Il. ODE XVLIMITATED.| Te ‘corn th’ ill thinking crew. 


TO VHE EARL-OF Mayp—memeT, 


HORACE BOOK IV. ODE 1, IMITATED: 





_ 
Easr ‘rom the gods the failor prays, 


‘ertaken in the AEgean feas, Venus! call'ft thou once more to arms? 
Wien ilerins begin to roar ; Sound’ti thou once more thy dire alarms? 
When clouds wrap up the moop from fight, Annoy’ my peaceful flate again—— 
Nor shine the Gars with certain light, Ob, faith of treaties fworn in vain t 
"To guide him fafe to fhore, Seal’d with the fignet of thy doves, 
And ratify’d by all the loves. 
' 


death 





e the Ruffian in war’s trade; Spare, Goddefa 
eful in his tartan plaid, Alas! thy fy 
The highlander demands, 

M-—-—t, net to he bought or fold, 
For pur 


implore, implore ! 
t is no more 

What once he was in happier time, 
(Iluftrated by many a rhime) ~ 























ple, precious gems, or gold, When, fkill'd in every riling art, 
Or wide and large command. Good A****s fway'd his yielding heart: “- 
- ‘ Love's champion then, and known to fanit, 
For noe can wealthy ner golden tbee, He boafted no inglorious name. 
Make var Voge erthe wage Now, cruel mother of defires ! 
The ae 3 anil of the paraie % ‘That doubts and anxious joys infpires, 
That round che palice wiconfin’d, Ah why fo long difus'd, again 
Still 1am by night and dayce evil thea thy dreadea trast 
- mh : That, when in daring fights he toil’d, 
Rich he lives finall, whofe board So oft his youthful ardor foil’d ? 
Shines with frugal affvenee ford, Oh’ let thy hoftile fury ceafe, 
The wealth his fire poffest ; Thy faithful veteran reft in peace, 
Nor fear to lo&, creates him pain, In the Teberious fervice worn, « 
Nor fordid iow: of greater gain, His arms decay’d, and enfigns torn. 
Can break his eafy ret. eee Bon fan: wing a ! through fiquid on 
ere the bland breath of yonthfu 
Why do we draw too itrong the bow, Recals thee from the long delay, ape 
Beyond cur end our hopes to throw, And weeping, chides thee for thy ftay. 
Bor warm with other funs 


ieee My lowly roof, that knows no ftate, 
Why change our clime ? to eafe his toil, Can't entertain a gueft fo great: 


What cxile from his native foil, In P*****th’s dome, majeftic queen, 
From felf an exile runs. With better grace thou fhale be feen, 
fe hide i 
“For vicious care the thip afcenils, if worthy of the Cyprian dart, 


f Thou feck’ft to pierce a lovely heart 
On the way-faring troup attends Fer he to noble birth has join’d 
Firft of the company : 





Swifter than harts that feck the floods, Atte tuba dee beer 
Swifter than roll wind driven clouds The youth with thoufand arts is blefts 
Along the middle ky. Nor filent in his country’s caufe, 
Glad in the prefent hour, a mind ‘The anxious guardian of her laws. 
Difdains the care beyond, affign’d He, in thy nobleft warfare try'd, 
To all, content at heart; Shall {pread thy emptre far and wide; 
"fempers of life the bitter cup, Confirm the glories of thy reign ; 
With fweetning mirth, and drinks it up, And not a glance fhall fall in vain, 
None bleft in every part. ‘Then, when cach rival fhall Submit 
Bape F . The prize of beauty and of wit, 
Dwind!'d thy Gre in flow old age, : Aud riches yield to fair defert 
Young Km irom ofthis. lage The triumph of a female heart 5 
‘Was ravifh'd in his prime: Grateful thy marble form fhall ftand, 
The hour perhaps benign to me, Fair breathing from the feulpror’s hand, 
Wilgrant whit it denies to thee, Below the temple's pillar’d pride, 
, (find Jengthen out my. tame. Faft by a facred fountain’s fide. 
A npmerous herd thy vallics fills, Where "Fweed fports round each windjng sgages, 


The cattle on a thouland hills, 
‘That low around are thine. $ v 

The well-pair’d mares, thy gilded car, ate the feftive choir. 

Draw through the fireets, thyfelf frous far, twice a-day fond boys thall comes 
‘Ju richelt Lilks to fhine, And tenver virgins in their bloom, 


fong fhall warble, incenfe blaze ; 
smb fhall reft the filver lyre, 








Lali fearfal awe and infant fhame) 
‘o call npon thy hallow’d name, 

As thrice about the wanton round 

‘With friowy feet they lightly bound. 
—For me-no beauty now invites, 

Long recreant to the foft delights. 

Loft to the charming arts that move, 

4h, dare t hope a’mutual love! 

‘The fond belief, of pleafing pain, 

‘That hopes, fears, doubts, and hopes again. 
No wreaths upon my forehead bloom, 
‘Where flow’rs their vernal fouls confume, 
No more the reigning toaft I claim: 

J yield the fierce contended name, 

ough daring once to drink all up, 

‘While Bacchus could fupply the cup. 
Farewell, delufive idle power ! 

* Welcome, contemplation’s hour. 

= Now, now I fearch, neglected long, 

“ The charms that lie in rnoral fong, 
How to afluage the boiling blood, 

“ The leffons of the wife and good; 

*@ Now with fraternal forrows mourn ; 
Now pour the tear o'er friendfhip’s urn; 
“ Or higher raife the with refin’d, 

The generous pray’r for human kind ; 

* Or anxious for my Britain’s fate, 

Ta freedom beg a longer date, 

® To calm her more than civil rage, 

And fpare her yet one other age, 

“ Thefe, thefe the labours I purfuc : 

* Fantaftic love! a long adieu.” 

——Yet why, O bounteous ******, why, 

Heaves the long forgotten figh ? 

‘Why, down my cheeks, when you appear, 

stez's drop by drop th’ unbidden tear ? 

Once fkill’d to breathe the anxious vow, 

Why fails my tongue its mafter now, 

And, fault’ring, dubious ftrives in vain 

The tender meaning to explain? 

Why, in the vifions of the night, 

Rifes thy image to my fight? 

Now feized, thy much lov’d form I held, 

Now lofe again the tranfient fold; 

Unequal, panting far behind, 

Purfue thee fleeter-than the wind, 

‘Whether the dear delufion ftrays 

‘Through fair Hope-park’s inchanting maze, 

Or where thy cruel phantom glides 

Along the fwiftly running tides. 

HORACE, BOOK I. EPISTLE XVIIL. 

IMITATED, 

_ Dear Ramfay, if f know thy foul aright, 
Plain-dealing honefty’s thy deur delight : 
Not great, but candid born; not rich, but free; 





Thinks kings moft wretched, and inoft happy me: 


Thy tongue untaught to lic, thy knee to bend, 
1 fear no flatt’rer where I with 2 . 
“As the chafte matron’s tender jook and k: 
Where fits the foul to fpeak the 
Fronrthe fulfe colouring of the want 
‘Th’ unhallow’d rofes and polluted fhows, 
A glare of beauty, nanftous to the fict 
Grofs but to feed defire, not raife delizht: 
So differs far, in value, ufe and end, 

‘The praifing foe from the reproving friend. 












THE WORKS OF HAMILTON. 


Such diftance lies between, nay greater far, 
Who bears an_honeft heart, or bears a itar. 

A fault there is, but of another fort, 

‘That aims by naftinefs to make its court; a, 
By downright rudenefe would attempt to pleafy 
And fticks his friendthip on your lips in greafe: 
With him (for fuch were Sparta’s rigid rules) 
All the polite are knaves; the cleanly, fools; 
Good humour for impertinence prevails; ~” 
So ftrangely honeft——he’ll not pair his nails. 
Know, virtuous Sir, if not indeed a flave 

Yet, fordid as the thing, thou art a knaves 
Virtue, its own, and every plain man’s guide, 
Serenely walks with vice on every fide, 

Keeps its own courfe, to its own point does bend, 
‘To follies deaf that call from either end. 

This fimple maxim fhould a ftatefman doubt;— 
‘Two characters fhall make it plainly out. 

The firlt is his (the oppofite of proud), 

By far more humble than a Chriftian fhould, 
Purfues, diftafteful of plain fober cheer, 

Th’ inhofpitable dinner of a peer ; 

Ufurps, without the taik of faying grace, 

‘The poor ftarv’d chaplain’s perquilites and places 
‘To vice gives virtue, to old age gives youth; 

So well bred hehe never {poke one truth: 
With watchful eyes fits full againft my lord, 
And catches, as itefalls, each heavy word; 

‘That, ccho’d hack, and fent from lungs more 2ble, 
Affumes new force, and bandies round the table. 
All ftare: “ Wasever thing fo pretty fpoke ?”” 
You'd almoft {wear it was his Grace’s joke. 

Yet fuch as thefe divide the great man’s ftore, 
And flatter out the friendlefs and the poor. 

Nor lefs the fool our cenfure muft engage, 

Whom every trifle roufes into rage. 

He arms for all, fo fierce the wordy war, 

Labco far lefs tenacious at the bar ; 

Words heap’d on words fo faft together drive, 
Like cluftring bees that darken from the hive, 
He fights, alas! what mortal dares confute him? 
With tongue, hand, cyes, and every inchabout him? 
Deny me this; ah! rather than comply 

A thing fo plain, Ud fooner ftarve or die. 
But, pray, what all this mighty fury draws? 
Say, raves the patriot o’er expiring laws? 

Say, on th’ oppreffor does his anger fall ? 

Pleads he for the diftrefs’d, like good Newhall ? 
Againft corruption does his veugeance rife ? 
The army ; or the general excife ? 

On wifting themes like thefe our man is mute, 
As § , if fee-lel’s you prefent your fait. 
More facred truths his zealous rage fupply 5 
What all acknowledge, or what all deny : 

If rogues in red are worfe than rogues in lawn ; 
Or *** be as great a dunce as ——3 

Or if our Hannibal’s fam'd Alpine road, 

Be thirty foot, or five and thirty broad. 

‘The vicious man, though in the work degree, 
Bis neighbour thinks mere vicious 4ili than he. 
Isthere who efslove fhould bring to gallows? 
Fe cries, what vengeance waitsoo perjur'd fellows? 
Ruchead 0 pin’d amidft his boundlefs ftore, 
vhy rich Selkirk with’d for more; 
knight, who fquanders all away, 
en equipage, on drefs and play ; 

The man who thirfls and hungers after gold ; 
‘Tbe ageing tradefman, and tho merchant bold) 






































POEM 4. 


Whom fear of poverty compels to fly 
‘Vhrough feas, excifemen, rocks, oaths, perjury; 
-ANtart at each others crimes with pions fright, 
” x ot think themfelves for ever in the right. 
“\aNt above all, the rogue of wealth exclaims, 
«And calls the poorer finner filthy names ; 
‘Chough his foul foul, difcolour’d all within, 
Wag decper drank the tin@ure of each fin: 
\ Or ee advifes, as the mother fage 
‘Rebukes the hopes and torment of her age, 
(And faith, though infolent of wealth, in this 
Methinks, gond friend, he talks not much amifs) 
“ Yield, yield, O fool, to my fuperior merit, 
“ Without a fixpence thou, and fin with fpirit? 
« For me thofe high adventures kept by fate 5 
sate For crimes look graceful with a lorge eftate: 
4nen ceafe, vain madman, and contend no more; 
“ Heav’n meant thee virtuous when it made thee 
* poor.” 
But crimes like thefe to gold we can forgive ; 
hat boots it how they die or how they live? 
cn weep, my friend, when wicked wealth you 
‘Ko change the {pecies of.the virtuous mind. [find, 
You’ ve doubtlefs heard how’ twasa ftatefman’s way, 
Whene’er he would oblige, that is, betray, 
Invited firft the deftin'd prey to dine, 
Then whifper'd in his ear, “ You mutt be fine: 
« Fine clothes, ay equipage, a {plendid board 
*« Give youth wlattre! and beconre a lord. 
« Why loiter meanly in paternal grounds, 
* Vo neighbours owe thy eale, thy health to 
“ hounds ! 
Go roam abont in gilded chariot hurl'd; {world: 
Make friends of ftrangers, child, and learn the 
‘Thefe kind initru@ors teach you bef of any, 
« "She wife Sir William, and the good Lord Fanny.” 
Guiltlefs he hears of penfion and of place, 
‘Then finks in honoyr as he {wells in lace; 
Each hardy virtue yields, and, day by day, 
Melts in the funthine of a court awvay, 
At fir (not every manly thought refign’d) 
He wonders why he dares not teil his mind; 
“Feels the laft footfteps of retiring grace, 
And virtuous bluthes ling’ring on his face : 
‘The artful tempter plies the flavith } 
And works the gudgeon now within bis po 
"Shen tips his fellow ftatefman, * Efe’ 
© New niodes of thinking in the ¢ 
“ See idle dreams of greatne!s {} bis eyes, 
« See penfions, ribbons, coronets arife. 
«The man, whom labour only 
* Shall foiter all the day, and feat tr 
“« Who, mild, did once the kindeft nature koait, 
«© Unmov’d fhall riot at the orphan’s coft ; 
« To pleafures vile, that health and fame deftroy, 
* Vield the domeftic charm, the focial joy. 
« See, charm’d no more with Maro’s rural page, 
umbers over Lucan’s free born rage. 
h action in inverted its is feen; 
« Meannefs, frugality ; and freedom, fpleen 3 
** How foolifh Cato! far how divine! 
* In fpite of Tully, friend to Catiline.” 
‘Thus to each fair idea long unknown, 
"The flave of cach man’s vices and his own, 
Inroll’d a member of the hireling tribe, 
He tow’rsto villany’s lat adt, a brike, 
And turns to make his ruin’d fortune's 
Or gametter, bully, jobber, panp, or p: 
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Till, late refraéted through a purer air, = - 
The beams of royal favour fall elfewhere = 
Lo, vile, obfcere he ends his buftling day, 
Aj] flain’d the luftre of his orient ray ; 
And envies, poor, unpity’d, feorn’d by all, 
Marchmont the glories of a gen’rous 
Such fad examples can this land afford? 
Why 'tis the hiftory of many a Lord. 

But you, perhaps, think odd whate’er I fayi _ 
Yet drink with fuch originals each day. 
‘Then cenfure we no more, too daring friend, 
Whom Scandalum Magnatum may offend. 
How poor a figure fhould a poet make, 
Ta’en into cuftody for {cribbling’s fake ? 
Ah how! (you know the mufes never pay) 
With all his verfes carn five pounds a-day ? 
Leave we to Pope each knave of high degree, 
Sing we fuch rules as fuit or you or me. 
‘Then, firlt, into no others fecrets pry 5 
‘Vo fuch be deaf your ear, be blind youreye: | > 
Of thefe, unafk’d, why fhou’d you claim a fhare 2 
But keep thefs fafe intrufted to your care. 
For this, beware the cunning low defign, 
That takes advantage of your rage or wines 
For rage no paufe of cooler thought affords, 
Is rafh, intem'rate, headlong in its words. 
Lock faft your lips, then, guard whate’er you fay, 





Left in the fit of paffion you betray 5 
a\nd dread the wretch, who boalts the fatal pow's 
To cheat in friendfhip’s unfufpecting hour. . 
‘Vhere is a certain pleafing force that binds, 
Fafter than chains do flaves, two willing minds, 
‘Tempers oppos’d each may it felf controul, 
And melt two varying natures in one foul. 
This made two brothers diff’rent humours hit, 
Though one had probity, and one had wit. 
Of feber manners this, and plain good fenfe, 
Avoided cards, winc, company, expence 3 
Safe from the tempting fatal fex withdrew, 
Nor made advances further than a bow. 
A diff’rent train of life his twin purfues ; 
pictures, books, (nay authors write) the ftewsy 
1iftreis, op’ra, play, each darling theme ; 
‘To ieribble, shove all, his joy fupreme. 
Mut thefe two brothers always mect to fcold, 
1, like to Jove’s.fam’d twins of old ? 
mutual, could each other pleafe, 
yoke with tolerable eafe: © 
is thinking mirth not always in the wrong, 
Wo2'd fometimes condefcend to hear a fong3 
And that, fatign’d withvhis exalted fits, 
His beauties, gewgaws, whirlegigsand wits, 
Woald Jeave chem all, far happier, to regale 
With profcand friondthip o’er a pot of ale. 
Then to thy friend's opinion fometimes yield, 
And feem to lofe, thou gain'ft the field 
Nor, proud that thy fuperior fenfe be fhown, 
Rail at his ttudivs, avd extol your own, 
For when Aurora weeps the balmy dew, 
(Aud dreams, as rev’rend dreamers tell, are true) 
ir George my froulder flaps, jufl in the time 
When fome rebeliious word confents to rhime + 
Si nimy verfes take the rude alarm, S, 
s in’d, and from the mint of fancy warm! 
. | ftare, 1 qnefiion with my eyes; 
ole poetic vifion flies. 
knight; the feafon fairs 
Soy 
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Hark! from the hills the cheerful horns rebound, 
And echo propagates the jovial found; 

‘The certain Hound in thought his prey purfucs, 
‘The {cent lies warm, and loads the tainted dews, 
L.quit my couch, and cheerfully obey, 

Content to let the younker have his way ; 
mount my courfer, fleeter than the wind, 

And leave the rage of poetry behind. 

But when, the day in healthful labour loft, 

‘We eat our fupper earn’d at common coft ; [troul, 
‘When cach frank tongue {peaks out without con- 
Asndthe free heart expatiates o’er the bowl; 
Though all love profe, my poetry finds grace, 
And, pleas’d, } chant the glories of the chafe. 

Of old, when Scotia’s fons for empire fought, 
re av'rice had debas’d each gen’rous thought, 
Ere +et, each manlier exercife forgot, 

‘One half had learn’d to dofe, one half to vote, 
ach hardy toil confirm’d their dawning age, 
<And mimic fights infpir'd to martial rage : 

* Twas theirs with certain {peed the dart to fend, 
‘With youthful force the ftubborn yew to bend; 
Q’ercame with early arm the fierceft floods, 

Or rang’d ’midft chilling fnows the pathlets woods; 
‘Toil’d tor the favage boar on which they fed: 
*T was thus the chief of Bannockburn was bred. 
‘That gave (not. polifh'd then below mankind) 
Strength to the limbs, and vigour to the mind. 
The {miling dame, in thofe victorious days, 

‘ay woo'd by valour, not feduc'd by praife ; 

‘Who ne’er did fears, but for her country, fcel, 
, And never faw her lover, but in ftcel ; 
* Could make. a Douglas’ ftubborn bofom yield, 
And fend her hero raging to the field; 
Heard kind the honeft warrior’s one-tengu'd vow, 
Pleas'd with the genuine heart, as H*** is now. 
How would the gen’rous lafs deteft to fee 
An effenc’d fopling puling o’er his tca ; 
Ah how, diftafteful of the minic thow, 
” Difdain the falfe appearance, as a foc | 
'To greet, unfolding ev'ry focia! charm, 
Her foldier from the field of glory warm. 
“_ But now, alas! thefe gen’rous aims are o'er; 
Each foe infults, and Britain fights no more. 
‘Yet humbler tafks may claim the patriot’s teil : 
‘Who aids her laws no more, may mend her {vil. 
Since, to be happy, man muft ne'er be till, 
‘TW internal void let peaceful labours fill ; 
‘When kind amufements hours of fame eniploy, 
"The working mind fubfides to fober joy : 
Behold, in fair autumnal honours ipread, 
‘The wheaten garland wreath the laurell’d head: 
‘Where flagnant waves did in dull lakes appear, 
Rich harvelts wave, the bounty of the yeur ; 
Jn barren heaths, where fummer never {mil’d, 
‘The rural city rifes o'er the wild; 
Along the cool canal, or fhooting grove, 
Difport the fons of mirth and gamefome love. 
It now remains I counfel, if indeed 
My counfel, friend, can fland thee ought in ftead. 
Judge well of whom you fpeak ; nor will you find 
st always fafe to tell each man your inind. 
“Even hanelty regard to fafety owes 

Nor need it publih all it thinks ane [now 

"PW cternal quell’ner fhun; a ce: 
‘There is no blab like to the que 
Even fearce before you turn yourfelf about, 
Whatc'er he hears his leaky teague rues ont 
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‘The word elane’d no longer we contréui, 

Once fally’d forth, it burits from pole to pole. 
Guard well your heart, ah! ftill be beauty-proal: 

Beneath fair friendfhip’s venerable roof, 

What though fhe thines the brightett of the )/,- 

A form even fuch as Wallace felt might wea. ! 

What though no rocks,nor marble arm her breaff,” 

A yielding Helen to her Trojan gueft, 

‘The dangerous combat fly : why wouldt t! 

A thameful conqueft won by years of pain’ 

For know, the fhort-liv’d guilty rapture paft, 

Reflection comes a dreadful judge at iaft : 

"Tis that avenges (fuch its pointed Aings) 

‘The poor man’s caufe on ftatefmen and on kings 
To praife aright, is fure no eafy art ; 

Yet prudence here direéts the palesmias pare 

Let long experience then confirm the frien; i 

Dive to his depth of foul, ere you commend, 

Should you extol the fool but fiohely known, 

Guiltlefs you bluhh for follies not your own. 

Alas! we err: for villains can betray, 

And gold corrupt the faint of yefterday. a] 

‘Then thield, conviged by the public voice, 

And frankly own the weaknefs of your choice ; 

So greater credit fhall your judgment gain, 

When you defend the worth that knaves arraign ; 

Whole fout fecure, confiding in your aid, 

Hopes the kind fhelter of your friendly fhade ; 

When envy on his fpotlefs name fhall fall, 

Whofe venom’d tooth corrupts and blackens all 5 

This mutual help the kindred virtues claim ; 

or calumsiy eats on from fame to fame. 

When o’er thy neighbour's roof the flames afpire, 

Say, claims it not thy care to quench the fire ? 

When envy rages, forall the fpace betwixt, 

ally'd, thy charaéter is next. 

t the firft with what the great impart, 

frank we give way, and yield up all the heart. 

‘ow fiveet the converfe of the potent friend ! 

Hoy: charming when the mighty condefcend ! 

‘Vhe Gmile fo affable, the courtly word !——- 

And, as we would a mifirefs, tru a lord. 

‘11 experienc’d dread the cheat; with prudent cat 

Diftruit alike the powerful and the fair. 

‘Thou, when thy veffel flies before the wind, 

"Think on the peaceful port thou !cft behind; 

Though all ferene, yet hear a humble fail, 

Left veering greatnefs fhift the treach’rous gale. 

How various man! yet fuch are nature’s laws, 

With pow’rful force cach diff’rent humour draws. 

The grave the cheerful hate; thefe hate the fad; 

Your fober wife man thinks the wit quite mad ; 

He, happy too in wit’s inverted rule, 

Thipks every fober wife man more than fool; 

Whofe active mind from toil to toil can run, 

And join the rifing to the fetting fun, 

Like Philip's fon for fame, purfuing gains 

While yet one penny unfubdu’d remains; 

Admires how lovers wafte th’ inactive day, 

Sigh, mid’ft the fair, their gentle fouls away. 

‘The tuneful bard, who boaits his vary’d ftrains, 

Shares with the lark the glory of the plains, 

Whofe life th’ impreflion of no forrow knows, 

So fmoothly calm, he fearcely feels it flows. 

In vocal woods each fond conceit purfues, 

Pleas’ with the gingiing bauble of a mufe, 

Pities the toiling madman’s airy fcheme, __ 

When greatnefs fickeng o’er th’ ambitious dream § 
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If with fwéet love of facred melody, 

‘The fteeds of Hieré thy breat infpire. 
‘When borne along the flow’ry fide, 
‘Where fmooth Alpheus’ waters glide, 
‘Fheir voluntary virtue flies, 

Nor needs the driver’s roufing cries, 

But rapid fieze the dufty fpace, 

‘To reap the honours of the race 

The merit of their {peed ; 
And bind,-with laurel wreath, the manly brows 
Of him, the mighty king of Syracufe, 
**" Delighting in the vidtor ftecd. 

Far found-his glory through the winding coaft 

Of Lydis, where his wand’ring hoft 

From Elis, Pelops led to new ahodes ; 
There profper’d in his lure found reign, 
Lov'd by the ruler of the main; 

When, at the banquet of the gods, 

In the pure laver of the fates again, 

: Clotho, the youth to life renew'd, 
With potent charm and myftic ftrain, 
‘When, by his cruc! father flain, 

With ivory fhoulder bright endow'd, 

Oft fables with a fond furprife, 

‘When thaded o’er with fair difguite, 
‘The wand'ring mind detain 

Deluded by the kind deceit, 

‘We joy more in the fkilfal cheat 
‘Than in truth’s faithful ferain. 

Bat chief to verfe thefe wondgpus pow’rs belong, 
Such grace has heaven heftowed on fong ; 
Bleft parent ! from whofe loins immortal joys, 

ae mitigate our pain below, 
Soft’ning the anguifh of our woe, 
Are fprung, the children of its voice : 

Song can o’er unbelief itfelf prevail, 

‘The virtue of its magic art, 
» Can make the moft amazing tale, 
With thafts of eloquence aflail, 
Vidtorious, the yieldirig heart : 
But time, on never-ceafing wings, 
Experienc’d wifdom flowly brings, 
And teaches mortal race 
Not to blafpheme the Holy One 
That, deathlefs, fills the heav’nly throne, 
Inhabiting eternal {pace. 

Therefore, O fon of Tantalus, will I 

In other guife thy wond’rous tale unfold, 

And jufter to the rulers of the fky, 

With lips more hallow’d than the bards of old. 
For when thy fire, the gods above, 

To thare the kind return of love, 
Invited from their native bow’rs, 
‘To his own lov’d Sipylian tow’rs, 
‘The tridemt pow’r, by fierce defire, 
Subdu’d, on golden ftecds of fire 
Thee bore aloft to Jove ox high; 

‘Where, fince young Ganymede, fweet Phrygian 

Succeeded to the miniftry of joy, {boy, 
And nectar banquet of ie fky. 

But when no more on earth thy furm was feen, 

Confpicuous in the walks of men, 

Nor yet to footh thy mother’s longing fight, 
The fearching train fent to expiore 
Thy lurking place, could ther refture, 

The weeping fair’s {upreme delight : 
Then Envy’s forked tongue began t’ infet 
“  fAnd wound thy Gre’s untainted fame, 
i 
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That he to each-etherial guefe _ 
Had ferv'd thee up a horrid feaft, 
Subdu’d by force of alldevouring flame; 
But, the bleft pow’rs of heav’n t’ aceufe, 
Far be it from the holy mufe, a) 
OF fuch a feat impure ; 
Vengeance protracted for a time, 
Still overtakes the fland’rers crime, 
At heaven's flow appointed hour. 
Yet certain, if the Pow'r whe wide Tarvey 
From his watch-tow’r, the earth and feas, 
E’er dignify'd the perithable race ; 
Him, ‘Cantalus they rais'd on high, 
Him, the chief fav’rite of the tky, 
Exalted to fublimeft grace. 
But his proud heart was lifted up and vain, 
Swell’ davith his envy'd happinefs, 
Weak and frail his mortai brain, 
The lot fuperior to futtain, 
He fell degradéd from his blifs, 
For on his head th’ Almighty Sire, 
Potent in his kindled ire, 
Hung a rock's monftrous weight + 


‘Too fecble to remove the load, 


Fix'd by the fandtion of the God, 
He wand’red erring from delight. 

The watchful fynod of the fkies decreed 

His watted heart a prey to endlefs woes, 

Condemn’d a weary pilgrimage to lead, 

On carth fyeire, a ttranger to repofe. 
Becaufe, by mad ambition driv'n, 
He rabb’d the facred flores of heav’n: 
‘Th’ ambrofial vintage of the ikies 
Became the daring fpoiler’s prize, 
Ard brought to fons of mortal earth, 
‘The banquet of celeftial birth, 

With endlefs bleffings fraught ; 

Ard to his impious rev’lers pour’d the wine, 
Whole precious fweets make bleft the pow’ rs divine, 
Gift of the rich immortal draught. © 

Foolifh the man who hopes his crimes may lie 

Unfecn by the fupreme all-piercing eye: 

He, high cuthron’d above all heav'ns height, 
‘The works of men with broad fur 
And, as in the blazing flame of day, 
Beholds the fecret deeds of night. 

Therefore his fon the immortals back again 

Sent to thefe death-obnoxious abodes, 
‘To tafte his fhare of human pain, 
Exil'd from the celeftial reign, 

And fweet communion of the gods. 
But when the fieecy down began 
‘To clothe his chin, and promife man, 

‘The thafts of young defire, 
And love of the fair female kind, 
Inflam’d the youthful hero’s mind, 
And fet his amorous foul on fire. 

Won by fair Hippodamia’s lovely eyes, 

‘Che Pifan tyrant’s blooming prize, 

High in his hopes he purpos'd to obtain; 
O’ercome her favage fire in arms, 
‘The price of her celeftial charms: 

For this the ruler of the main 

Invoking in the dreary folitude, 

And feeret feafon of the night ; 
Oft, on the margin of the flood 
Alone, the raging lover ftood, 

Till to h's long-deliring fight, 
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} All wedded to delight, his after-days - 


From below the founding deeps, 
His fcaly herds where Proteus keeps, 

The fav'rite youth to pleafe, 

Dividing fwift the hoary ftream, 
Refulgent on his golden team, {feas. 
Appear’d the trident-{cepter’d king of 
To whom the youth: Ist’er with fond delight, 
The gifts of Venus could thy foul infpire, 
. Re&eain fell Qenemaus’ fpear in fight ; 
And me, who dare advent’rous to afpire, 
Me grant, propitious, to fucceed, 
Enduing with wnrivall’d {peed 
‘The flying car, decreed to gain 
‘The laurel wreath, on Elis’ plain, 
Victorious o’er the father’s pow’r ; 
Who dire, fo many haplefs lovers flain, 
“DSITTIIl a maid the wond’rous fair detain, 
Protradtive of the fweet connubial hour. 
Danger demands 4 foul fecure of dread, 
Equal to the daring deed! 
Since thew th’ immutable decrees of fate, 
Have fix’d, by their vicegerent death, 
The limits of each mortal breath, 
Doom'd to the urn, or foon or late: 

What mind refolv’d and brave would fleep away 
His life, when glory warms the blood, 

Only t’ enjoy fome dull delay, 

Inactive to his dying day, 

Not aiming at the fmalleft good? 

But the ‘Siooming maid infpires 

My breaft to far fublimer fires, 

‘To raife my glory to the fkies: 
Gracious, O fuv'ring pow’r! give car, 
Indulgent to my vow fincere, 

Profp’ring the mighty enterprife. 

So pray’d the boy; nor fell his words in vain, 

Unheeded by the ruler of the main ; 

A golden car, earth’s fhaking pow’r beftow’d, 
And to the glitt’ring axle join’d 
Unrivall’d fkeeds, fleet as the wind: 

Glad of the prefent of the god, 

‘The ardent yonth demands the promis’d fight : 

* In dott, the haughty parent laid, 

Neptune fulfils the youth’s delight, 

And wings his chariot’s rapid flight, 
To win the fweet celeftial maid. 

She, with fix fons, a fair increafe, 

Crown’d the hero’s warm embrace, 

Whom virtue’s love infpir’d ; 
Upright to walk in virtue’s ways, 
The fureft path to nobleft praife, 

The nobleft praife the youth acquir'd. 

Now by Alpheus’ flream, meand’ring fair, 

‘Whofe humid train wide fpreads the Pifan plains, 
A fepulchre, fublimely rear'd in air, 
All, of the mighty man that was, contains. 
There frequent in the holy thade, 
‘The vows of ftranger-chiefs are paid, 
And on the facred altar lies 
The victim, fmoking to the fkies ; 
When heroes, at the folemn fhrine, 
Invoke the pow’rs with rites divine, 
From cvery diftant foil, 
And drive about the confecrated-mound 
‘The founding car, or on the lifted ground 
Urge the fleet racers,or the wreftlers toi’. 
Happy the man whom fav'ring fate allows 
‘The wreaths of Pifa to furround his brows; 
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In calm and even tenor run, 
The noble dow’r of conqueft won, 
Such conicious pleafare flows from praife. 
Thee, mufe, great Hiero’s virtue to prolong, 
It fits, and to refound his name : 
Exalting o’er the vulgar throng, 
In thy fweet Eolian fong, 
His garland of Olympian Time. : 
Nor halt thou, O my mufe! e’er find 
A more fublime or worthier mind, 
To better fortunes born : 
On whom the gracious love of God, 
‘The regal pow’r has kind beftow'd, 
And arts of fway, that power t’ adorn. 
Still may thy God, O potent king! employ 
His facrod miniftry of joy, 
Solicitous, with tutelary care, 
To guard frgm the attacks of fate 
Thy bleffings, lafting as they're great, 
The pious poet's conftant pray’r. 
Then to the mighty bounty of the fky, 
The mufe thall add a fweeter lay, 
With wing fublime, when the fhall fie 
Where Cronius rears his cliffs on high, 
Smote with the burning thafts of day; 
If the mufes’ quiver’d god 
Pave for fong the even road, 
With facred rapture warm, 
A further fight loft in air 
Elanc’d, thall wing my tuneful fpear, 
More vigorous from the mufe’s arm. 
To many heights the daring climber {prings, 
Ere he the higheft top of ’r fhall gains 
Chief feated there the majefty of kings, 
‘The reft, at different fteps, below remaia:. 
Exalted to that wondrous height, : 
T’ extend the profpea of delight, 
May’tt thou, © Hiero ! live content, 
On the top of all afcent. 7 
To thee, by bounteous fates, be giv'n 
‘T’ inhabit fill thy lofty heav’n: 
To me, in arts of peace, 
Still to converfe with the fair viGor holt,” 
For graceful fong, an honourable boaft, 
Confpicuous through the realms of Greece, 


PINDAR’S OLYMPIA, 
ODE In 


O soverzten hymns! that pow’rful reign 
In the harp, your fweet domain, 
Whom will ye choofe to raife; 

What god fhall now the verfe refound ; 

What chief, for godlike decd renown'd, 
Exxalt to loftielt praife? 

Pifa is Jove’s: Jove’s conqu’ring fon 

Firit the Olympic race ordain’d; 
‘The firit fair fruits of glory won 
The haughty tyrant’s rage reftrain’d. 
He fr the wond’rous game beftow’d, 
When breathing from Augean toils, 
He confecrates the dreadful {poils, 
An off’ring to his father-god. 
‘Theron, his virtues to approve, 
And imitate the feed of Jove, 
‘Tn’ Olympic laurel claims, 


Eo 
Whofe fwiftewheel'd car has borne away 
‘The rapid honours of the day, 
Foremoft among the vitor names. 
‘Therefore for Theron praife awaits, 
For him the lyre awakes the fteain, 
The ftranger welcom'd at his gates 
‘With hofpitable love humane. 
Fix’d on the councils of his breaft, 
‘Ason the column’s lofty height 
Remains fecure the building’s weight, 
‘The ftru@ure of his realm may reft. 
Of a fair ftem, himfelf a fairer flow’r, 
‘Who foon téan{planted from thcir native foil, 
‘Wander'd many climates o’er, 
‘Till, after long and various toil, 
©n the fair river’s deftin’d bank they found 
Their facred feat, and hvav’n-chofe ground ; 
Where ftood, delightful to the eye, 
The fruitful, beauteous Sicily, 
And could a num’rous iffue boat, [the coaft. 
‘That fpread their luftre round, and flourifh’d o’er 
The following years all took their filver fight, 
With pleaiure wing'd and fofe delight, 
And every year that flew in peace, 
Brought to their native virtues, ftore 
Of wealth and pow’r, a new increafe, [more, 
Fate ftill confirm’d the fum, and bounteous added 
But fon of Rbe’ and Saturn old, 
‘Who doft thy facred throne uphold 
On high Olympus’ hill ; 
*Whole rule th’ O. lympic face obeys, 
‘Who guid’ft Alpheus’ winding maze, 
In hymns delighting ftill ; 
Grant, gracious to the godlike race, 
Their children’s children to fuftain, 
Peaceful through time’s ne’er-ending fpace, 
The fceptre and paternal reign. 
For time, the aged fire of all, 
‘The deed:impatient of delay, 
Which the fwift hour has wing’d away, 
Juft or unjnit can ne’er recall 
But when calmer days fucceed, 
Of fair event and lovely deed, 
Our lot ferene at laft; 
‘The memory of darkcr hours, 
* ‘When heav’n.fevere and angry low’rs, 
Forgotten lics and pai, 
‘Thus mild and Tenien: of his frown, 
When Jove regards our adverfe fate, 
And fends his chofen bleffings down 
Yo cheer below our mortal ate: 
‘Then former evils, odious brood, 
Before the heav’n-born bleflings fly, 
Or trodden down fubjected lie, 
Soon vanquifh’d by the victor-good. 
With thy fair daughters, Cadmus! beft agrees . 
‘The mufe’s fong; who, after many woes 
At laft on golden thrones of cafe, 
Enjoy an undifturb’d repofe. 
No more they think of Cadmus, mournful {wain! 
Succeeding joys difpel his former pain. 
And Semele, of rofy hue, 
Whom the embracing thunderer flew, 
Exalted now to heav’n’s abodes, 
Herielf a goddefs blythe, dwells with immortal 
Bath'd in ambrofial odours of the fky, {gods. 
Her long dithevell’d trefles fly : 
Her, Minerva fill approves; 
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She is her prime and darlin, % 
Her, heavin's Lord fanieiele veri 
As does his rofy fon, the ivy-crowned boys 
‘hon Ino teo! im pearly cella, ff 
Where Nereus’ fca-green daughter dwelles” ~ 
Enjoy’ft a lot divine : 
No more of fuff’ring mortal ftrain, 
An azure goddefs of the main, : 
Eternal reft is thine. : 
Loft in a maze, blind feeble man, 
Knows not the hour he fure forefeds, 
Nor with the eyes of nature can 
Pierce through the hidden deep decredt. 
Nor fees he if his radiant day, 
‘Yhat in meridian fplendour glows, 
Shall pild his cv'ning’s quiet clofe, 
Soft fmiling with a farewell ray. 
As when the occan’s refluent tides, 
Within his hollow womb fubfides, 
Is heard to found no morc; 
‘Till roufing all its rage again, 
Flood rolf'd on flood it pours amain, 
‘And fweeps the fandy fhore : 
So fortune, mighty queen of life, 
Works up proud man, her deftin’d flavé,; 
Of good and ill the ftormy ftrife, 
‘The fport of her alternate wave ; 
Now mounted to the height of blifz, 
He feems to mingle with the fky ; 
Now looking down with giddy eye, 
Sees the retreating waters fly, 
And trembles ut the deep abyfa. 
As, by experience led, the fearching mind _ 
Revolves the records of ftill-changing fate, 
Such dire reverfes thall he find, 
Oft mark the fortunes of the great ! 
Now bounteous gods, with bleffings all divine, 
Exalt on high the {ceptred line, 
Now the bright fcene ef laurell’d years, 
At ouce quick-hhifting, difappears: 
And in their radiaut room fuccceds 
A difinal train cf ills, and tyrannous mifdeeds. ~ 
Since the curft hour the fateful fon 
Plung’d in the guilt he fought to fhun, 
And iaw beneath his hafty rage 
The hoary king, heav’n’s viim, bleed; 
Devf ta a father’s pleading age, 
His erring hands fulfill’d, what guilty fate decreed 
Erynnis, dreadful fury! faw 
‘The breath of nature’s holieft law, 
She mounts her hooked car; 
Through Phocis’ death-devoted ground 
She flew, and gave the nations roand 
To.the wide wafte of war : 
By mutual hands the brothers dy’d, 
Furious on mutual wounds they run ; 
Sons, fathers, fwell the fanguine tide ; 
Fate drove the purple deluge on. 
Thus perifh’d all the fated brood, 
‘Thus Eris wrought her dreadful will, 
When fated vengeance had its fill, 
__. Therfander clos’d the {cene of blood. 
He, fprung froni beauteous Argea, fhone; 
‘The glory of Adraftus’ throne, 
When fierce in youthful fire, 
He rag’d around the Theban wall, 
And jaw the fevenfold city fall 
A victim to bis fire. 
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From him, as from a fecond root, 

Wide fpreading to the lofty ikics, 

The fons of martial glory fhoot, 

And cluft'ring chiefs on chiefs arife. 

“. There in the topmoft boughs difplay’d, 
*Great Theron fits with luftre crown’d, 

And verdant honours bloom around, 
While nations reft beneath his fhade. 

Avreke the lyre! "heron demands the lays, 

x Yet all too low! Call forth a nobler ftrain! 

Decent is ev'n th’ excefs of praife : 

For Theron ftrike the founding lyre again. 
Olympia’s fow’ring wreath he fingly wears; 
‘The Ifthmian palm his brother fhares. 

Delphi refounds the kindred name, 

The youths contend alike for fame, 

Fair rivals in the glorious chafe, [aiddy fpace. 

When twelve times darting round, they few the 

‘Thrice bleft! for whom the graces twine 

Fame’s brighteft plume, the wreathe divine : 

Loft to remembrance, former woes 
No more reflection’s fting employ ; 

With triumph all the bofom glows, 

Pour'd through oy expanding heart, th’ impetuous 
Riches, that fin; Iy are poffeft, [tide of joy. 
Vain pomp cf life! a fpecious wafte, 

But feed luxurious pride: 
Yet when with facred virtues crown'd, 

‘Wealth deals its liberal treafures round, 

*Yis nobly dignify'd. 
To modett worth, to honour’s bands, 
With confcious warmth he large imparts; 
And in his prefence fmiling ftands 
Fair feience, and her handmaid, arts. 
As in the pure ferene of night, 
‘Thron'd in its fphere, a beauteous ftar 
Sheds its bleft influence from afar 
At once beneficent and bright. 
But hear ye wealthy, hear ye great, 
I fing the fix’d decrees of fate, 
What after death remains, 
2Prepar'd for the unfeeling kind 
Of cruel unrelenting mind, 
A doom of endlefs pains! 
The crimes that ftain'd this living light, 
’ Beneath the holy eye of Jove, 

Meets in the regions drear of night, 
The vengeance but delay’d above, 

‘There the pale finner drear aghait, 
Impartial, righteous, and fevere, 
Unaw’d by pow’r, unmov'd by pray’r, 

Erernal juftice dooms at lat. 

Far otherwite the fouls whom virtue guides 

Enjoy a calm repofe of facred reft, 

Nor light, nor fhade, their time divides, 
With one eternal funthine bleft. 

Emancipated from the cares of life, 

No more they urge the mortal frife ; 

i No more with (till-revolving toil, 

"they vex a hard, ungrateful foil ; 
Nor plow the furges of the main, 
Exchanging holy quiet for falfe deceitful gain. 
Bat to thefe facred feats preferr’d, 
With gods they live, as gods rever'd, 
And tears are wip’d from every eye 3 
While banith’d from the happy reign, 
«The guilty fouls in darknels lie, 

And weary out the frightful minifter's of pain. 
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So heav’n decrees: The good and juft, 
Who, true to life’s important truft, 
Hate well fufiain’d the field; 
Whofe fouls undaunted, undifmay’d, 
Nox flatt’ring pleafure could perfuade, 
Nor paffions taught to yield; 
Thefe through the mortal changes paft, 
Still ift’ning to the heav'nly lore, 
Find this fublime reward at left, 
The trial of obedience o’er. 
Then burfting from the bonds of clay, 
Triumphant tread the heav’n-pav’d road 
"That leads to Saturn’s high abode, _ 
And Jove himfelf direéts the way. 
There, where the bleft refide at eafe, 
Bland Zephyrs breathe the fea-born breeze 
Over ali the happy ifle : ‘ 
Unnumber’d fweets the air perfume, 
’Tis all around one golden bloom, 
All one celeftial fmile. 
By living ftreams fair trees afcend, 
Whofe roots the humid waters lave; 
‘The boughs with radiant fruitage bend, 
Rich produce of the fruitful wave. 
Thus fporting in ceieftial bow'rs, 
‘The fons of the immertal morn, 
Their heads and rofy hands adorn, 
With garlands of unfading flow’rs. 
There Rhadamanth, who great affeffor reigns 
‘To Rhza’s fon, by ftill unchanging right, 
Awarding all: To vice, eternal chains; 
To virtue opes the gates of light. 
Rhza! who high in heav’n’s fublime abodes 
Sits thron’d, the mother of the gods. . 
Cadmus to this immortal choit , 
Was led; and Peleus’ noble fire! 
And glorious fon! fince Thetis’ love 
Subdu'd with pray’r, the yielding mind of Jove. 
Who Troy laid proftrate on the plain, 
His country’s pillar, Heétor, flan; 
By whom unhappy Cygnus bled ; 
Ly whom the Ethiopian boy, 
That fprung from Neptune's godlike bed, 
The aged Tithon’s, and Aurora’s highe? joy. 
What grand ideas crowd my brain! 
What images! a lofty train 
In beauteous order fpring: 
As the keen ftore of feather'd fates 
Within the braided quiver waits, 
Impatient for the wing: - 
Sec, fee they mount! The facred few 
Endu’d with piercing dight, 
Alone through darling fields purfue 
Th’ aerial regions bright. 
This nature gives, her chiefeft boatt ; 
But when the bright ideas fly, 
Far foaring from the vulgar eye, 
* ‘To vulgar eyes are loft. 
Where nature fows her genial feeds, 
A lid’ral harveft ftraight fucceeds, 
Fair in the human foil; 
While art, with hard laborions pains, 
Creeps on unfeen, nor much attains, 
By flow progreflive toil. 
Refembling this, the fecble crow, 
‘Amid the vulgar winged crowd, 
Fides in the dark’ning copfe below, 
Vain, frutting, srmnlons) and loud. 
t 








ase 


While genius mounts th’ etherfal height, 
As th imperial bird of Jove 
On founding pinions foars above, 
And dares the majetty of light. 
‘Then fit an arrow to the tuneful firing, 
© thou my Genius? warm with facred flame ; 
Fly fwift, etherial fhaft! and wing 
The godlike Theron unto fame. 
T folemn {wear, and holy truth atteft, 
‘That {ole infpires the tuneful brea, 
That, never fince th’ immortal fun 
His radiant journey firtt begun, 
To none the gods did'e’er impart 
A more exalted mind, or wide-diffufive heart. 
Fly, envy, h nce, that durft invade 
Such glories, with injurious fhade ; 
Still, with fuperior luftre bright, 
His virtues fhinc, in number more 
‘Than are the radiant fires of night, [thore. 
Or fands that f{pread atong the fea-furroundiag 


THE PARTING OF HECTOR AND 
ANDROMACHE, 


: FROM THE VI, ILIAD OF HOMER, TRANSLATED 
LITERALLY. 


Beginning ver. 407. Acspens, Pires v6-79 ody eivas. 


_ O orRine thou! to thy own ftrength a prey, 
Nor pity moves thee for thy infant fon, 
No: miferable me, a widow foon! 
For, rufhing on thy finyle might, at once 
‘The Greeks will overwhelm thee: Better far 
* Vhad been wraps in carth, than live of thee 
Forlorn, and defo! f thou mutt die, 
‘What further com/ort then for me remains, 
‘What folace, buc in tears? No futher mine, 
Nor mine no venerable mother's care. 
Nohle Achilles’ hand my father fw, 
And fpread deftruction through Cilicia’s town, 
‘Where many people dwelt, hizh-gated ‘{hebes. 
He flew Action, but defpoil’d him not, 
For inly in his mind he fear’d the gods; 
Eet burnt his body with his polith'd arms, 
over him rear'd a mound: the mountain 
daughters fair of Egis-beat ing Jove, [aympis, 
ted with elms around the ed place, 
ers flourifh’d in my father's house 5 
Alli in one day defvended. to the fhades, 
All flain b it Achilles, f of foot, 
>Midi their white fheep, and e-hoof’d, 
My mother, woody Hypoplac 
Brourht-hither, munibderd in 
‘Vill loovd from bands, for ¢ 
endelighting Dian’s 
tather’s houle 
re, my hoary incther thou, 
My brother thou, thou hufband uf ny youth ! 
Ah pity, Hector, then! and in this tow'r 
‘With us remain, nor render by thy full 
Him d orphan, me a widow'd 
Heve at tis lig-tree ion, where th 
Is eafielt of afcent, and low the v: 
Here the braveit of the focs have try’d 
cach Ajus ve Tdom 
eus warlike fon; 
in divination 
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Prompte¢ th’ attempt, or thzir own valour dar'd 
To execute a deed, their wifdom plaa’d: 

To whom plumz-nodding H tor thus reply’d: 
‘Thef:, woman, are my care; but much ; fear 
‘The Crojan youth, and long-gown’d Projan dames, 
{f, coward-like, | fhua afar the fight: 

Not fo my courage bids; for I have learnt 

Still to be brave, and foremoft to defend 

My father’s mighty glories, and my own. 

¥or well I know, ana in my mind forefee, 

A day will come, when facred Ilion finks, 

Ohi ?riam perithes, the people too 

OF Priam afpén-fpear’d: Yet not fo much 

‘Fhe woes the Trojans yet in afteretimes 

Mutt undergo, not Hecuba herfelf, 

Nor princely Priam, nor my brothers dear, ~— - 
Who numerous and brave, have fall'n in duit 
B-low the boatting foe, diftraé my foul, 

As thou: Then when fome brazcn-coated Greek, 
In the fad day of thy diftrefs thall drag 

‘Vhee weeping; or in Argos, breathing fad, 

To fome imperious miftrefs handmaid, thou 

Shalt wave the web, or fetch the water's weight 
From Meffeis or Hyperia’s fprings, againit 

‘Thy will, but hard neceflity compells. 

‘Then fhall he fay, who fees thée (unk in tears, 
Lo! Heor’s wife, who far the chief of all 

The Trojan fleed fubduing race cxcell’d 

Who fought at Lion. “Thus fhall they fay. 

Bat thee new pangs fhall feize ; on thee thal! come 
Defire of fuch a hufband, to repel 

The evil hour: but may 1 low beneath 

The monumental carth be laid to reft, 

Nor thy {oft forrows, nor the melting voice 

Of thy cuptivity c’er reach my ear. 

So faying, the illutrious Heor ftretch’d 
His hands to reach his child; the child averfe, 
In the folt bofem of the fair zon’d nurfe 
inz, fll back abhorrent, from his fire 
¢ afpect ; for he fear’d the thine 
ad the horle-hair horrid creft 























Of arm 
“That no 


Straic from his head th’ illuftrious Heétor toole 
His helm, and plac’d it blazing on the grounds 
‘Then forded in his arms his much-low’d fon 
He took: thus praying Jove, and all the gods, 

Jove, and ye other gods, grant this my fon, 
Grant he may teo become, as I sm now, 

‘The grace of ‘roy, the fame in martial flrencth, 
4nd rele his Hion with a monarch’s fway ; 

‘That men may fay when he returns from fight, 

« This youth tranfcends his fire :” ‘Chen may he 
The bloody fpoils aloft of hoftile chiefs [bear 
In battle lain, and joy his mother’s heart. 

He faid : and to his much-iov'd fpoule refign'd 
His child; ihe, on h grant bofom lull'd 
Smiling through tears, receiv’ him: at the fight, 
Compuflion touch’d her hufband’s heart ; her cheek 
With gentle blandifament he flroak’d, and fpoke: 

O beit beloved! oh fadd n not thy heart 
With € beyond due hounds: I truft, no hand 
i icad me down to fhades obfcure, before 
of doom decreed ; for well I ween 
of mortal men efcapes from death, 
fui or bi whoe’er is born muft die. 
But theu reterning to thy heme, attend 
‘he {pindic and the loom, thy peaceful cares, 
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Andeall thy dutedus muiidens round to fhare 
Their talks by thee affiga’d: for war beloags 
‘To men, amd chief to me, of Hion’s fons. 

“This (aid, illuQrious Heetor feiz’d h’s helm, 
And to her home return’d his inuch lov'd fpoufe, 
Oft looking back, and thedding tears profaie, 
‘Then fudden at the lofty dome arriv’d, 

With chainbers fair adorn’d, where Hector divelt, 

The godlike Hector! Vhere ggain the wept ! 
in his own houfe the living or Wept 5 
For now forchoding in their fears, no more 
They hop'd to mect him with returning hep 
‘From battle “fcap'd the rage and force of Greece. 














«FIRST SCENE OF THE PSILOCTETES OF 
~ SOPHOCLES. 


{uLysses srea 





Son of Achilles! brave Neoptotemus, 

You tread the coaft of fes-furrounded Lemnos; 
Where never mortal yet his aweliing reae’d. 
Here, in obedience to the Grecian chicts, 

ferft expas’d the fon of noble Pean, 
Confuming with his wounds, and waiting low 
In painful agonies; wild from defpair, 

He fill'd the camp with Jamentations loud, 

And execrations dire; No pure libation, 

No holy (ucrifice could to the gods 

Be offer’d up: ill-omen’d founds of woe 
Profan’d the faered rites: But this no more 
Should he difcover my return, ’twere vain 

The plan my wakeful indutry ha3 wove, 

Back to reftore yet to the aid of Us 
‘This moft important chief. "Tis thine, brave youth, 
To ripen into deed, what I propofe. 

Caft round thy eyes, if thou by chance mey'ft find 
‘Phe double rock, where from the winter’s cold 
He throuds his limbs, or when the Summer glows 
Amid the cool, the zephyrs ventle breath, 

Lulls him to his repoie; fati on the left 

Flows 4 freth fountain; if the hero fees 
*This livin, light, one of the attendant train 
Speed: with the hour to glad my lift’ning ears, 

{1 in that favage haunt he harbours yet, 











Or in fome other corner of this ile 5 
‘Pheu turrher 1'll difelofe, what chief imperts 
Osr prefent needs, end cluimy our common care. 





THE 
EPISODE OF LAUSUS AND MEZENTIUS. 
FROM THE X, BOOK OF VIRGIL’S ENEIS. 


Beginning line 689. Written in the year 1719, 


Now Jove inflames Meventius great in arms, 
His atdour roufes, and his courage warnts; 
Fir'd by the god, to Turnus h. iucceeds; 
Beueath his arm the Trojan battle bleeds ; 
he Tufcan troops invade their comnion foe, 

Alike in hate their kindling bofoms glow 
-Hierce to deftroy, on him alone they peur 
Darts following darts, a thick continu’d dhow’r: 
But he undaunted, all the ftorm fuftains, 

And {coras th’ united fury of the NS ; 

As fome huge rock high taw’ring ’midit the waves, 
OF feas and tkies the mingling tumult braves, 
On its eternal bafis fix'd is fonnd, 

‘Phough cempefts rage, and oceans foam around, 








fist 
Firft by his arm unhappy Hebrds bled, 
‘The iffue of tam’d Dolicaon’s bed ; 
‘Then Latagus tubmits to fate, his way 
Adverie he took, the chief with furious fway 
Uprear’d a pond’rous rock, the fhatter’d brain 
Confus’d with blood and gore, o’erfpreads the 
At flying Palmus next his dart he threw, {plain. 
‘The fpecdy dart o'ertook him as he flow, 
Full im the ham he fecls the fmarting wound, 
Left by the victor grov'ling on the gtourd : 
His arms furround his Lauius’ manly brealt, 
‘The waving plume adorns his fhining creit: 
Evas and Mimas, both of ‘I'rojan feed, 
By the fame arm were mingled with the deadg -- 
Mimas, companion of the youthful cares 
OF Paris, and the equal of his-yearss [queer 
For, big with fancy’d flames, when Phrygia’s 
Brought forth the caufe of woes, but ill forefeca 5 
T'extend his blooming race, thit felf-fame nigle:« 
‘The fponfe df Amycus, Theano bright, 
‘har night fo fatal to the peace of ‘roy, 
Bleft her lov'd huthand with a parent's joy: 
But fate to diff’rent lands their deaths decreed 
‘Phis in his father’s town was doom’d to bleed 3 
inthinking Mimas, by Mezentius flain, 
Now rolls his carcafe o’er the Latian plain. 
And asa tufky boar, whom dogs invade, 
Of Vefulus bred in the piny thade, 
Or near Lauventia’s lake, with foreft maft, 
His feafts.gbfcene fupply’d in wild repaft ; 
fous'd from his favage haunt, a deep retreat, 
A length of years his unmolefted feat ; 
When ence in toils enctos’d no flight appearé, 
‘Turna fudden, foaming tierce, his briftes reareg 
All izfe at diftance fland, and none is fouitd, =~ 
valour dares infi@ anearer wound: - 
Dreadlcis meanwhile, to ev’ry fide he turns,. 
His teeth he gnafhes, and with rage he burns; 
‘th’ united vengeance of the field derides, 
A foreft rattles as he thakes his fides; 
So fare the Tufcan troops; with noify rage, 
And dhouts, in the mixt tumult they engage; 
All from afar the'r miffive weapons throw, 
Pzariul in equal arms to meet the foe. 
n Acron ruth'd into the plain, 
Who came fron: Coritus’s ancient reign : 
I th of fame to wasiike dangers led, 
ys untatted of the bridal beds 

oni far Mezent) with delight; 
fulgent, as he mix'd in fight; 
his breaft, in gold and purple knowdly 
of his love confpicuous fone. 
‘Then, as a lion thirfting after blood, 
(#or him perfuades the keen defire of food,) 
If, or a trifking goat he chance tn view, 
Or branching flag, that leads the ftately crew 5 

ice*, gaping wide, he makes his way, 
clings incumbent on tie prey, 
pants beneath his herrid paws, 
‘The blood o’erflowing, laves his Rf 
So keen Mezentius rushes on cach 
Unhappy Acron finks bencath bis blow, 
Mad in the pangs of death, he fpurns the ground, 
“Uhe blood diftzirs the broken {pear around :. 
Then fled Grodes feameful from the fight; 
‘The vitor fcorn’d th’ adv 
But fir’d with rage thro’ 
And face to face oppes'd, 




























































mar te man: 
PEG 


» And o'er his clofing eyes drew the dark mift 


ago 


Not guileful from behind his {pear to throw, 

A wound unféen, but ftrikes an adverfe blow. 
‘Then with his foot his dying foe he prefs’d, 
Lean'd on his launce, and thus his friends addrefs'd: 
Lo! where Orodes gafps upon the fand, 

‘His death was due to this viGtorious hand, 

Large portion of the war! Exulting cries 

Afcend amain, and ring along the Ties, 

To whom the vanquifh'd with imperfe@ found, 
All weak, and faint, and dying of the wound ; 
Nor long my ghoft fhall unreveng’d repine, 

Nor long the triumph of my fall be thine; 

Thee, equal fates, infulting man, remain 3 
Thee, death yet waits, and this the fatal plain, 
Him, as he roll’d in death, Mezentius fpy’d, 

He fmil’d fevere, and thus contemptuous cry’d: 
Die thou the firft ; as he thinks fit, for me, 

‘The fire of heav'n and earth, let Jove decree. 

He fard: and pull'd the weapon from the wound; 
‘The purple life cbb’d out upon the ground: 
Death’s clay-cold hand fhut up the finking ight, 
of 
(nights. 





By Cadicus’ great arm Alcathous fell; 
Saerator fent Hydafpes down to hell : 
Parthenius dies, by Rapo flain in fight; 
find Orfes vatt, of mote than mortat might. 
Wext funk two warriors, Clonius the divine, 
And Ericetes of Lycaon’s line ; 

‘The iffue of the god, their deaths renows'd, 
‘Whofe forked trident rules the deep profound. 
His courfer unobedient to the rein, 

Great Ericetes tumbled to the plain. 

Prone as he lay, fwift fled the thirfty dart, 
And found the mortal paffage to his heart. 
‘Then lights the vidtor from his lofty fteed, 


_ Aad foot to foot engag'd made Clonius bleed. 


Then Lycian Agis, boaitful of his night, 
Provok’d he bravest foe to fingle fight; 
Him boldly ‘Tafcan Valerns aifail’d, 
And‘in the virtues of his fire prevail’d. 
By Salius’ arm the fwift Antronius bled ; 

ealces javelin ftruck the vidtor dead ; 
Nealces, fkill'd the founding das: to throw, 
And wing the treach’rous arrow to the foe. 
Mars, raging god, and ftern! the war confounds; 
Equals the viétor's thouts, and dying founds. 
Encount’ring various on th’ imbattl'd field, 
Now fierce they ruhh, now fierce retreating, yield. 
With equal rage, each adverfe batele glows, 
Nor flight is known to thefe, nor known to thofe. 
‘Tyfiphone enjoys the direful fight 
Pale, furious, fell! and ftorms amidit the fight. 
The gods, from Jove's immortal dome furvey 
Each army toiling, through the dreadful day ; 
‘With tender pity touch’d, lament the pain, 
‘That human life is deftin’d to fultain. 
“On either fide two deities are feen; 
Jove's awful comfort, and foft beauty’s queen: 
The wife of Jove the conqu’ror’s palm implores, 
Soft beauty’s queen her Trojans’ Jofs deplores, 

Again, his jav'lin huge, Mezentius wields, 
Again tumult’ous he invades the fie 
Large as Orion, when the giant ftalks, 
A bulk immenfe ! through Nere idmoft walks; 
Secure he cleaves his way ; the bi 
His fin’wy fhoulders tew’r above the 
Becring an ath, inereas’d in ftrencth 
That huge upon the mountain's 
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He ftrides along, each ftep the earth divides; 

in clonds obfcure his lofty head refides : 

In flature huge, amidft the war's alarms, 

Such fhone the tyrant in gigantic arms. _ 

Him as exulting in the Tanke he ftood, M 

At diftance feen, and rioting in blood, 

fBneas haftes to meet; in all his might 

He ftands collected, and awaits the fight : 

Firft meefuring, as he ftood-in a& to throw, 

With nice furvey, the diftance of his foe : 

This arm, this fpear, he cry’d, affert my might; 
Theie are my gods, and thcfe affift in fight: 

His armeor irom the boaftful robber won, . 
Shall tow’r a trophy to my conq’ring fon. 

He faid ; and flings the dart with dreadful forcez — 
The dart drove on unerring from the courfe; * 

It reach’d the fltteld, the fhield the blow repell'd: 
Nor fell the jav’lin guiltlefs on the field; 

But piercing ‘twixt the fide and bowels, tore 

‘The fam’d Anthores, and deep drank the gore: 
He, in his luity years, from Argos fent, 

With fam’d Alcides, on his labours went: 

‘Tir'd with his toils, a length of woes o’erpaft, 

in the Evandrian realm he fix’d at laft : : 
Call'd back again to war, where glory calls, 
Unhappy, by a death unmeant, he falls : 

‘To he his mournful eycs, the dying throws: 

is lat thoughts his native Argos rofe. 
Straight then, his heaming lance the Trojan threw; 
Swift hifling on the wind the weapon flew ; 

The plates of threefold brafs were forc'd to yield; 
And three ball’s hides that ound the folid fhield : 
Deep in his lower groin, an arm fo trong, 

Drove the fharp Bane: bat bronght not death 
‘Then joyful as the Trojan here fpy’d [along. 





‘The fpouting blood pour down his wounded fide, 
Like lightning, from.his thigh his fword he drew, 
And furions on th’ aftonith’d warrior flew. 

As Laufus faw, full fore he heav’d the figh ; 
The peer tear flood trembling in his eye: 
His fa 





her’s danger touch’d the youthful chief: 
i hafte he ran to his relief. 








r thon fink unnoted to the tomb, 
Unfung thy noble deed, and carly doom: 

Hf future times to fuch a deed will give 

Their faith, to future times chy name thall live. 
Difabled, trembling for a death fo near, 

‘The father flow-receding, drags the fpear : 

Juft in that moment, as fufpended high 

The flaming fword thoné adverfe to the fky, 

‘The daring youth rufh’d in, and fronts the foe, 
And from his father turns th’ impending blow. 
His friends, with joyful fhouts, reply around ; 
Through all their echoes, all the hills refound : 

As wond’ring they beheld the wounded fire, 
Protected by the fon, from fight retire. 

A dark’ning flight of finging thafts annoy, 

From ev’ry quarter pour'd, the Prince of Troy : 
He ftands againft the fury of the field, ) 
And rages, cover'd with his mighty thield, 

And as when flormy winds encount’ring loud, - 
Burtt with rede violence the bellowing cloud, 
Precipitate to earth, the tempeft pours 

‘The vexing hailftones thick in founding thow’rs: 
The dehug’d plains then ev’ry plowman flies, 

And ev’ry hind, and trav'ller fhelter'd lies; | 
Or, when the cock high over-arch’d impends, 

Or, when the river's fhelving bank defends; 
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‘That, pow'rful o'er the ftorm, when bright the ray 
Shines forth, they each may exercife the day. 
Loud founds the gather’d ftorm o’cr all the field 
The cloud of war pours thund’ring on his fhield. 
Met fill he try’d wich friendly care to fave 

‘Th’ unhappy youth, unfortunately brave. 

Ah4 whither dof thou urge thy fatal courte, 

In daring deeds! -unequal to thy force? 

‘Too pious in thy love, thy love betrays; 

Nor {uch the vigour crowns thy youthful days. 
Not thus advis’d the youth ftill fronts the foe 
Exulting, and provokes the ling’ring blow : 

For now, his martial bofom al! on fire, 

The Trojan leader's tide of rage fwell’'d higher ; 
For now, the fifters view’d the fatal ftrife, 

.. And wound up the laft threads of Laufus’ life : 
Deep plung’d the fhining falchion in his breaft, 
Pierc'd his thin armour, and embroider’d vel, 
That, rich in ductile gold, his mother wove 
With her own hands, the witnefs of her love. 
His breaft was fill’ with blood; then, fad and flow 
Through air refolv'd, the fpirit tled below : 

As ghaitly pale, the chief the dying {py’d, 

His hands he ftretch’d to heav’n, and pitying figh’d; 
His fire Anchifes rofe an image dear 

Sad in his foul, and fore’d the tender tear. 

What praife, O youth! unhappy in thy fate, 
What can Aineas yield to worth fo great ? 
‘Worth, that diftinguith’d in thy deed appears, 
Ripe in thy youth, und early in thy years : 

‘Thy arms, once pleafing objects of thy care, 
Inviolate from hoftile {poil 1 {pare ; 

‘Thy breathlefs body on thy friends beftow, 

‘Io mitigate thy pentive fpirit’s woe, 

If ought below the feparate foul can move, 
Solicitous of what is done above 5 

(Yet in the grave, perhaps, from ev’ry care 
Releas’d, nor knowledge, nor device is there 3) 
‘That, gather'd to thy fires, thy friends may mourn 
‘Thy haplefs fall, and duft to duft return : 

This be thy folace in the world below, 

°Twas | the great Aineas ftruck the blow. 

“He faid; and beck’ning, chides his friends delay ; 
And pious to allift, dire&s the way, 

To rear him: from the ground, with friendly care; 
Difhonour’d foul with blood, his comely hair. 
The wretched father now, by T'yber thore 
Wath’d from his ftreaming thigh, the crimfon gore: 
Pain'd with his wound, and weary from the fight, 
A trec’s broad trunk fupports his drooping weight: 
A bough, his helmet heaming-far, fuftains : 
His heavier armour reft along the plains. 
Panting, and fick, his body downward bends, 
And to his breaft his length of heard defcends : 
He leans his careful head wpon his hand; 
Around him wait a melancholy band: 
Much of his Laufue afks, and many fent, 
‘To warn him back, a father’s kind intent : 
How ly fent! for breathlefs from the field 
They bear the youth, extended on his fhicld ; 
Loud waiting, mourn’d him flain in early bloom, 
Mighty, and by a mighty wound o’ercome. 
Far off the founds of woe the father hears; 
He trembles in the forefight of his fears: 
With duft the hoary honours of his head 
Sad, he deforms, and cleaves into the dead. 
‘Then both his hands to heav'n aloft he fpread ; 
find thes, in fullnefs of his forrows, faid; . 








Could then this luft of life fo warp my mind, 
‘That | could think of leaving thee behind 
Whom I begot, unhappy in my ftead 
To meet the warrior, and for me to bleed ? 
Now fate fevere has ftruck too deep a blow, 
Now firft I feel a wretched exile’s woe. 
And is it thus I draw this wretched breath, 
Sav'd by thy wound, and living by thy death? 
I too, my fon, with horrid guilt profan’d 
Thy facred virtues, and their luftre ftain’d: 
Outcaft, abandon’d by the care of heay’n, 
From empire, and paternal fceptres driv’n, 
My people’s hatred, and infulting fcorn, 
‘The merit of my crimes, Pve juftly borne : 
‘Yo thoufand deaths this wicked foul could give, 
Since now ’tis crime enough that I can live, 
Can yet fuftain the light, and human race, 
Wretch’d as tam:—but fbort thal be the fpace. 
He faid; and as he faid, he rear’d from ground 
His fainting linbs, yet ftagg’ring from the wound: 
But whole and undiminifh’d ftill-remains 
His ttrength of foul, unbroke with toil and pains, 
He calls his fteed, fuccefsful from each fight, 
With whom he march’d, his glory and delight; 
With words like thefe his confcious fteed addrefs’d, 
‘That mourn’d, as with his majter’s ills opprefs'd: 
Khebus, we long have liv’d in arms combin'd, 
(if long the frail poffeffions of mankind ;) 
‘This day thou thalt bring back, to crown our toils, 
The Trojan hero’s head, and glitt'ring {poils 
‘Torn from the bloody man! with me fhalt take 
«A dear revenge, for murder’d Laufus’ fake: 
If flrength fhall fail to ope the deftin’d way, 
‘Together fall, and prefs the Latian clay ; 
For, after me, 1 truft thou wilt difdain 
A Trojan Jeader, and an alien rein, ‘ 
He faid. The fteed receives his wonted weight, 
"Yhe tyrant arm’d, and furious for the fight : 
His blazing helmet, formidably grac'd 
With nodding horfe-hair bright’ning o’er the creR: 
With deathful jav’lins next he fills Kis hands ; : 
And fpurs his ftved, and fecks the fighting’ bands; 
Grief mix’d with madnefs, fhame of former flight, - 
And love by rage inflam’d to defp’rate height, 
And confcious knowledge of his valour wrought 
Fierce in his breaft, and boil’d in ev'ry thought. 
He calls Aineas thrice: Aineas heard 
‘The welcone found; and thus his pray’r preferr'd, 
May Jove, fupreme of gods, who rules on high! 
And he, to whom ’tis giv'n to rule the fy, 
Far thooting king! infpire thee to draw negr 
Swift to thy fate, and grant thee to my fpear. 
But he :—My Laufus ravith’d from my fight, 
Me, with vain words, O i cruel, would’ft affright ; 
With age, with watchings, and with labours worn, 
Death is below my fear, and God I feorn! 
I come refolv'd to die; -but, ere 1 go, 
Receive this dart the prefent of aloe. 
He faid: the jav’lin hifs’d along the ikies ; 
Another after, and another flies; x 
‘Thick, and inceffant, as he rides the field; 
Still all the ftorm fuftains the golden fhield, 
Virma, as Aineas ftood: thrice rode he round, 
Urging his darts, the compafs of the ground: 
Thrice wheel'd Aineas; thrice his buckler bears 
About, a brazen wood of rifing {pears : 

i us fight, with jeft difdain 
ny darts, and wrench in vain, 

F £ ij 
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Much pond'ring in his mind the chief revolv’d 
Each rifling thought; at laft he fprings refolv’d ; 
“Full at the warrior fteed, the hoftile wood [blood. 
‘He threw, that piere'd his brain, and drank the 
Stung with the pain, the feed up-rear’d on high 
His founding hoofs, and lath’d the yielding fy : 
Prone fell the warrior from his lofty height ; 
His fhoulders broad receiv'd the courfer’s weight. 
From hoft to hoft the mingling thouts rebound, 
Deep echoing all in fire the heav’ns refound ; 
Untheath’d his flaming blade, Aineas flies, 
And thus addrefe’d the warrior as he lies: 
Say, where is now Mezentius great, and bold, 
‘That haughty {pirit, fierce, and uncontroul’d > 
-'To whom the ‘Tufcan, with recover’d breath, 
As faint he view'd the fkies, recall’d from death: 
Doft thou the flroke, infulting man! delay? 
Fiafte! let thy vengeance take its deftin'd way: 
Death never can difgrace the warrior's fame 
Who dies in fight ; nor conqueft was my aim: 
Shin favage! by thy hand in glorious flrife, 
Not fo my avfus bargain'd for my life: 
Depriv’d of him, fole objet of my love, 
I fesk to die for joy is none above. 
Yet, piteous of my fate, this grace allow, 
If pity to the vanquifh'd foe he duc, 
' Suffer my friends my gather'd bones to burn, 
And decent lay me in the feneral urn: 
Full weil I know my People's hate, decreed 
‘Againft the living, will purfne the dead ; 
My breathlefs body from their fury fave, 
And grant my fon the partner of my grave. 
He faid, and edfat ey'd the victor foe. 
‘Then save his breaft undaunted to the blow. 
‘The rufhing blood diftain’d his arma around 5 
‘The foul indignant fought the fades profound. 


KING LEAR’S SPEECH ‘1'0 EDGAR, 


TAKING A VIEW OF MAN FROM THE SIDE OF HIS 
MISERIES, 


Js man no more than this? Confider him well. 

‘Thou ow’ft the worm no filk, the beat no hide, 
the fitecp no wool, the cat no perfume. Ha! 
here’s three of us are fophifticated. ‘Thou art 
the thing itfelf; unaccommodated man is no 
mre but fach a poor, bare, forked animal as 
thou art. Off, ofi, you lendings; come unbut- 
ton here. Suaxsecare, 


Sere where the folitary creature flands, 
Such as he iffued out of nature's hands; 
No hopes he know s, no fears, no joys, no cares, 
Nor plealure's poten, nor ambition’s fnares ; 
But hares, fram fe lf-forg'd chains of life releaft, 
‘The foreft kingdom w.th his fellow beaft. 
Wes, all we fee of thee is natnre’s part ; 
"Thowwart the creature's fell ;—the:r-ft is art. 
For thee, the fkilful werm of {pecious hue, 
No fhining threads cf ductile radiance drew; 
For thee no fim tne rip’nines grem refin’d ; 
No blecting innocence the Reece refign’d: 
‘The hand of luxury ne'er taught to pour 
O'er thy faint limbs, the oil’s fefrething fhow’r: 
‘His bed the flinty rock; his drink, his feod, 

he running brook, and berries of the woed. 
to this plain account ? 
kat y me? syhut Cefizes? a beg emcouat! 




















THE WORKS OF HAMILTON. 


Cloth’d, fed, warm’d, cool’d, each hy his brother's’ 
We live upon the wide creation’s fpoil. _[toil, 
Quit, monarch, quit thy vain fuperfluous pride; 
Lay all thy foreign ornaments afide: 

Bid art no’ more its {purious gifts fopply; * 
Be man, mere man; thirft, hunger, grieve, an'die. 


TO A SWALLOW. 
FROM ANACREON, 


Matrcrovs bird! what punifhment, 
Due to thy crimes, can love invent ? 
Or clip thy wings. or cpt thy tongue, 
And fpoil thy flight, and future fong : 
‘That thus, unfeafonable gueit, 

‘Thon dar’ft difturb a lover's reft. 
And tear the maid, profafe of charms, 
My fair Maria, from my arms. 


TO A DOVE. 


FROM ANACREON. 


Say, beautcous dove, where doft thou fly 2 
To what new quarter of the tky 
Doft thou with filken plumes repair, 
‘Vo feent with fweets the ambient air? 
Stay, gentle r thou refufe 
To bear along ver's vows. 

O tell the maid, of m= belov’d, 
O tell haw conflant I have-prov’d 5 
How fhe to me all nymphs excell'd, . 
The firft my eyes with joy beheld ; 
And fince fhe treats me with difdain, 
‘The firft my cyes beheld with pain. 
Yet whether, to my withes kind, 
She hear my pray’r with gracicus mind, 
Or, unrelenting of ber will, 
Her hot difpleafure kindle fill, 
I, in her heauty’s chains bound faft, 
Shall view her with indiff'rence lait. 
Fly fivift, my dove, and fwift return 
With anfwer back to thofe that mourn: 
O! in thy bill, bring foft and calm 
A branch of filver-flow’ring palm. 
But, why thould I thy flight delay ? 
Go ficet, my herald, fpecd away, 








THE XIX. ODE OF ANACREON, 


Farr Niobe, old times furvey’d, 

In Phrygian hills, a marble maid. 

Chang’d Pandion ! to the fwallow's hue, 

On fwallow’s wings thy daughter flew. 
But | a looking-giafs would be, 

That thou might’{t fee thyfelf in me. 

No; I would be a morning gown, 

That fo my dear might be put on. 

But Ta Gilver ftream would flow, 

‘To wath thy fkin, as pure as fnow. 

I would mytfelf in ointment poor, 

To bathe thee with the {regrant fhow’r, 

But | would be thy tucker made, 

Thy lovely fwelling bofom’s thade. 

I would, a diamond necklace, deck 

‘The comely rifing of thy neck. 

I weuld thy fender fect enclofe, 

‘Fo tread on me transiczm’d to thoes, 


POEMS - 


‘THE XXL ODE OF ANACREON. 


Fact with Bacchus’ bleflings fraught, 
‘Ye virgins, fill a mighty draught : 
Long fince dry’d up by heat, I faint, 
“£ fearcely breathe, and feverifh pant. 
G' with thefe frefher flow’rs, renew 
‘The fading garland, on my brow, 
For, oh! my forehead's raging heat 
Has rificd al their graces {weet 5 
‘The rage. of thirft I yet can quell, 
The rage of heat I can repell ; 
But, love, thy heat which burns my foul, 
‘What draughts can quench ? what fhades can cool? 


THE XXU. ODE OF ANACREON. 


Comte, fit beneath this thade with me, 
‘My lovely maid, how fair the tree! 
Its tender branches wide prevail, 
Obedient to each breathing gale ; 
Sunmer’s loom induftrious weaves, 
In mazy veins the filken leaves, 

Soft as the milky veins I view, 

O’er thy fair breaft meand’ring blue; 
Hard by a fount with murm’ring noife 
Runs a {weet perfuafive voice ; 

‘What Jover, fay, my lovely maid, 

60 foolifh as to pats this fhade ? 


By various youths admir’d, by all approv’d, 

By many fought, by one fincerely lov’d, 

Chief of Edina’s fair I flourifh’d Jong, 

Firft in the dance, the vifit, and the fong ; 
Beauty, good nature, in my form combin’d, 

My body one adorn’d, and one my mind. 

‘When youthful years, a foe to foncly nights, 
Impells young hearts to Hymen's chafte delights, 
J view'd th’ admiring train with equal eye, 

‘Yrue to each hope, and faithful to each figh = 
The happy hours of admiration paft, 

‘The hand of nuptial love was giv’n at laft ; 

Not co the faithfnl youth my charms infpir'd 

Nor thofe who fought my charms, nor who ad- 
He not preferr’d for merit, wit, or fenfe, {mir’d; 
Not chofe, but fuffer with indifference, 

‘Who ucither knew to love, or be belov’d, 
Approv'd me not, and juft not difapprov'd, 

Nor warmth pretended, nor affection fhow’'d ; 
Afk’d, not implor’d; 1 yielded, not beftow'd: 
‘Without or hopes, or fears, 1 join’d his fide, . 
His miftrefs never; and but Scarce his bride. 

No joys at home, abroad was only fhow 5 

T neither gain’d a friend, nor loft a foc; 

For, loft. alike to pleafure, love, and fame, 

My perfon he enjoys, and I his name. 

‘Yet patient {lill { lead my anxious life, 

Pleas’d that I’m call’d my formal hufband’s wife. 


LOVE TURNED TO DESPAIR, 


*T is paft ! the pangs of love are paft, 
T love, 1 love 110 more 5 
Yet who would think 1 am at Jat 
More wretched than before ? 
How blefs’d, when firft my heart was freed 
From love's tormenting care, 
Tf cold indiff’rence did fucceed, 
Inftead of fierce defpair? 


s 





But ah! how ill is he releas'd, 
Though love a tyrant rej 
When the lucceflor in his brea” 
Redoubles all his pains : 
In vain attempts the woeful wight, 
That would defpair remove, . 
Its little finger has more weight, 
‘Than all the loins of love: 
Thus the poor wretch that left his dome, . 
With fpirit foul accurft, 
Found fey’n, returning late, at home 
More dreadful than the firft. 
Well hop’d I once that conftancy 
Might foften rigour's frown, 
Would from the chains of hate fer free, 
And pay my ranfom down: 
But, ah! the judge is too fevere, 
T fink beneath his ire; 
The fentence is gone forth, to heat 
Defpuir's eternal fire. 
‘The hopes of finners, in the day 
Of grace, their fears abate ; 
But ev'ry hope flies far away, 
When mercy fhats her gates 
The fmalleft alms could oft fuffice 
Love’s hunger to affuage ; 
Defpair, the worm that never dies, 
Still gnaws with ceafelefs rage, 


THE YOUNGEST GRACE. 
A LOVE-ELEGY. - 


Aaddveffed to a Lady who had juft finifoed ber fifteenth 
Year. 


His faltem aceumulem donis ef fungar inant 


inc. Apeid yi. 


As Céauty’s queen, in her aérial hall, “ 

Sublimely feated on a golden throne, 
Before her high tribunal fiummon’d all 

Who or on earth, fea, air, her empire own. 
Firft came her fon, her pow’, her darling boy; 

Whofe gentleft breath can raife the fierccft fame, 
Oft working mifchief, though his end be joy, 

‘And though devoid of fight, yet fure of vim. 
With him, bis youthful confort, fad no more 

Pfcyche, infranchis'd from all mortal pain, 
Who, ev'ry trial of obedience o'er, 
Enjoys the bleffings of the heav’nly reign. 
Next, as it well befeem’d, the tuneful nide, 

Daughters of memory, and dear to Jove, - 
Who, as they lift, the hearts of men incline 

‘To wit, to mufic, poetry, or love. . 
She, who with milder breath infpiring fills 

‘Than ever zephyr knew, the heart-born figh, 
Or elfe from nature's pregnant fource diftils. 

The tender drops that iwell the love-fick eye, 
Or the, who from her copious ftore affords, 

Wher love decrees, the faithful youth to blefs, 
"The facred energy of melting words, 

jn the dear hour, and fcafon of fuccefs. 
Laft in the train, two fifters fair appear’d, [fweet 

Sorr’wing they feem’d, yet feem’d their forrow 
Nor ever from the ground their eyes they tear'd, 

Nor tripp'd, as they were wont, on {nowy feets 
‘The Cyprian goddefs caft her eyes around, 

And gaz’d o’er all, with ever new delights: 

FE iiij 


Munere———— 


a 
So bright an hoft. was no where to be found: 
Her heart dilates, and glories in its might. 
But when without their loy’d companion dear, 
“Two folitary graces hand in hand 
Approach’d, the goddefs inly gan to fear 
What might befal the youngeft of the band. 
Ab! whither is retie’d my Marling joy, 
My youngett grace, the pride of al my reign, 
Firft in thy care, and ever in:my eye, 
Why is the now the lag of all my train? 
Ah me! fome danger threats my Cyprian ftate, 
Which, goddefs as ¥ am, I can’t forelce ; 
Some dire difaiter labours, (ah my fate !) 
‘To wretllove’s fceptre from my fon.and me. 
She wept: Hot maze the wept, when firft her eyes 
Saw low in duit her Hion’s tow’ry pride ; 
Nor from her breaft more frequent burft the fighs, 
When her lov’d youth, her dear Adonis dy'd. 
Yet, yet, the cry'd, I will a monarch rei a 
In my laft deed my greatnefs fhall be om 3 
Ye loves, ye fimiles, ye graces, all my train, 
Attend your mother, and obey your queen. 
Wifdom's vain goddefs weaves Tome treach’rous 
wile, 
Or haughty Juno, heav'n’s relentlefs dame : 
Malle! bend cach bow, hafte! brighten ev’ry {mile, 
And launch from ev'ry eye the light’ning’s 


flame. 
Then had fell difeord broke the golden chain 
‘That does the harmony of ail uphold, 
~ And where theft prbs in beautcous order reign, 
,, Brought back the anarchy of Chaos old: 
"Wien Cupid keen unlocks his feather’d ftore, 
When Venus burns with more than mortal fire, 
Mortals, immortals, alt had fled before 
The loves, the graces, and the fmiles in irc ; 
‘In vain, t’ avert the horvors of that hour, 
Anxious for fate, and fearing for his iky, 
The fire of gods and men had try'd his pow's 
And hung his golden balances on high : 
Had. not the eldest grace, ferene and mild, 
Who with'd this elemental war might ceafe, 
Sprung forward, with perfuafive look, and {mil’d 
he furious mother of defires to peace. 
Ah whence this rage, vain child of empty fear! 
With accent mild thus {poke the heav’nly maid: 
‘What words, O fov’reign of hearts! fevere 
Have pafs'd the roles of thy lips unweigh'd? 
‘Think not mankind forfuke thy:myttic law : 
‘Thy fon, thy pride, thy own Cupido reigns ; 
Hard with refped, and feen with tender awe 3 
Mighty on. throngs, and gentle on the plains. 
Remcnyber'ft not haw. in the bleft abodes 
Of high Olymy 
Mix’d with the 
“Thou fhar'd 
Celeftial pleature 
“ Such as the pow’rs v. 
The finiling how! with | 
By rofy Hebe, and an boy: 
Hermes, fly god, refoly'd thy folven to hit, 
‘Thy fpleen, but, of ifeli, too apt to move; 
Prone to offend with cltmiftaking wit, 
; That foe perverte to nature and to } 
“Mach gloz’d he fyiceful, how rebellious y 
Loft to thy fear, and recreant from thy name, 
Falfe to the int’reft of the heart, and truth 
On foreign altars kindl.s impious flaric, 










ve at vafe enjoy, 
nmortal crown’d, 
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Much gloz’d he tauntful, how to nobler 2ims 
The youth awak’ning from each female wile, 
No longer met in love’s opprobrious flames, 
Slaves to an eye, or yaflals to a fmile. 
Now fiftcen years the ftill returning fpring. | °° 
With flow’rs the bofom of the earth has fow'd, 
As oft the groves heard Philomela fing, : 
And trees have pay’d the fragrant gifts they 
ow’'d, 
Since onr dear fifter left the heav’nly bow’rs : 
Sowiil’d the fates, and fuch their high command, 
She thould be born in high Edina’s tow’rs, 
‘To thee far dearer than all other lands. 
There, clad in mortal form, fhe lies conccal'd, 
Aveil more bright than mortal form e’er knew : 
So fair was ne'er to dreaming bard reveal’d, 
Nor fweeter e’er the thad’wing pencil drew. 
Where’er the beautcous heart-compeller moves, 
She featters wide perdition all around : 
Bleft with celeftial form, and crown’d with loves, 
No fingle breaft is refra@tory found, _ 
Vain Pallis now th’ ynequal at i: 
Vain are the terrors of her Gorgon fhield : 
Wit bends; but chief Apollo’s yielding fons : 
‘To thy fair doves Funo’s proud peacocks yield. 
No rival pow’rs thy envy’d empire fhare 5 
Revolted mortals crowd again thy fhrine ; 
Dutcons to love, and ev'ry pleafing care, 
All hearts are hers, and all her heart is thine, 
So mild a fway the willing nations own; 
By her thou triamph'ft o’er this fubje ball ; 
Whilft men (the fecret of the thies unknown) 
‘The beauteous apparition Laura call. 


TO MRS. A. R. 


Now fpring begins her {miling round, 
Lavith to paint th’ enamell’d ground : 
‘The birds exalt their cheerful voice, 
And gay on ev’ry bough rejoice : 

‘The lovely graces, hand in hand, 

Knit in love's eternal band, 

With dancing ftep at early dawn, 
Tread lightly o’er the dewy lawn ; 
Where’er the youthful fifters move, 
They fire the foul to genial love. 

Now by the river’s painted fide, 

‘The fwain delights his country bride, 
While pleas'd fhe hears his artlefs vows : 
Above the feather’d fongfter woes. 
Soon will the rip’ned fummer yiéld 
Her various gifts to ew’ry field : 

The fruitful trees, a beauteous fhow, 
With ruby-tin@ur'd births fhall glow : 
Sweet f{mells, from beds of lilies borne, 
Perfume the breezes of the morn : 
The funny day, and dewy night, 

‘Yo rural play my fair invite. 

Soft on a bank“of violets laid, 

Cool fhe enjoys the ew’ning fhade ; 
‘The fweets of furamer fealt her eye 
Yet foon foon will the fommer fly. 
Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by th’ inflrn@ive fhow. 
Now young and blooming thou art feen, 
Freth on the ftalk, for ever TEEN 5 
Now does th’ unfolded bud difclofe 
Full blown to fight the blufhing rofe: 


POEM &. pied 
Whofe young and unéxperienc’d years 
From thee no evil purpofe fears; 
And, yielding to love’s gentle fway, 
Knéws not that lovers can betray. 
How fhall the curfe deceiving men? , 
How hall the e’er bel?eve again ? 

For me, my happier lot decrees 
The joys of love that conftant pleafe ; 
A warm, benign, and gentle flame, 
That clearly burns, and ftill the fame ; 
Unlike thefe fires that fools betray, 
That fiercely burn, but fwift decay ; 
Which warring paffions hourly raife, 
A fhort and momentary blaze. 
My Hume, my beautcous Hume! conftraing 
My heart in voluntary chains: 
Well pleas’d, for her my voice I caife ; 
For daily joys claim daily praife, 
Can I forfake the fair, complete 
In all that’s foft, and all that’s fweets 
When heav'n has in her form combin’d 
The {catter’d graces of her kind? 
Has fhe not all the charms that lie 
In Gordon’s bluth, and Lockhart’s eye; 
The down of lovely Haya’s hair, 
Killochia’s fhape, or Cockburn’s air? 
Can time to love a period bring 
Of charms,, for ever in their {pring ? 
’Tis death alone the lover frees, 
Who loves fo long as fhe can pleafe. 


TO A GENTLEMAN GOING TO TRAVEL. 
Trabit fua quemque voluptas, 


We t fang of old, in everiatting ftrains, 

Horace, fweet lyrift ; while the Roman herp 

He ftrung by Tyber’s yellow bank, to charm 

‘Tufcan Mecenes, thy well-judging ear; 

How in life’s journey, various wifhes lead 

Through diffrent roads, to diff’rent ends, the race 

Diverie of himan kind. The hero runs 

Carelefs of reft, of fultry Libyan heat 

Patient, and Ruffian cold, to win renown; 

Mighty in arms, and warlike enterprife ; 

Vain efforts! the coqnettith nymph ftill fies 

His fwift purfuit, and jilts ambition’s hope. 

‘| At home, this man with eafe and plenty blefs’d 

The tow’ring dome delights; and gardens fair, 

And fruitful fields, with fylvan honours crown’ 

Stretch’d out in wide extent; the gay machine 

Dear to the female race, the gilded coach, 

With liv’ry’d fervants in retinue long, 

Adorn’d with fplendent robes, the pompous trate 

Of pageantry and pride. His neighbour fits 

Immur’d at home, a mifer dire! nor dares 

‘To touch his ftore, through dread of faricy’d ‘want: 

Induflrious of gain, he treafures up r 

Large heaps of wealth, to blefs a fpendthrift heir, 

That wattes in riot, lux’ry, and mifrule, 

‘The purchafe of his want; naught fhall he reck 

His father’s pine, when lavifh he ordains 

he feait in pillar'd hall, or funny bow’r, 

With luit-inflaming wine, and wicked mirth 

Prolong’d to morning hour, and guilty deed. 
Others again, the woods of Aftery ’ 

Love to inhabit, or wh¢re down the mount 

Sky-climbing Parnaff’, her fweet~founding wave 

Caflalia pours, with potent virtue’s blefs'd ; 


Yet, once the funny feafon paft, 
Think not the coz’ning fcene will lait. 
Let not the flatt'rer hope perfuade ; 
Ah! mutt I fay that it Frill fade ? 
Fof fe¢ the fummer pofts away, 
Sad emblem of our own decay. 
Now winter, from the frozen north 
Drives his {tiff iron chariot forth ; 
His grifly hand in icy chains 
Fair Tueda’s filver flood conftrains ; 
Caft up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
; He wanders on the tops of Yare ; 
Behold, his footiteps are are feen, 
Confeft on ev'ry with’ring green ; 
Griev'd at the fghe, when thou fhalt fee 
“A fhowy wreath to clothe each tree: 
Frequenting gow the ftream no more, 
‘Thou fly’ft difpleas’d the frozen fhore: 
When thou fhalt mifs the flow'rs that grew 
But late to charm thy ravifh’d view: 
Shalt 1, ah horrid! wilt thou fay, 
Be like to this fome other day ? 
Yet when in fnow and dreary froft 
‘The pleafure of the field is loft, 
To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires fupply the diftant fun, 
In gay delights our hours employ, 
We do not lofe, but change our joy. 
Happy, abandon ev'ry care, 
To lead the dance, to court the fair ; 
To turn the page of facred bards ; 
‘To drain the bowl, aud deal the cards. 
But when thz lovely white and red, 
From the pale athy cheek is fled ; 
When wrinkles dire, and age fevere, 
Make beauty fly we know not where ; 
The fair whom fates unkind difarm, 
Have they for ever ceas’d to charm? 
Or is there left fome pleafing art 
To keep fecure a captive heart ? 
Unhappy love! might lovers fay, 
Beauty thy food does fwift decay : 
When once that thort-liv’d flock is fpent, 
What art thy famine can prevent? 
« Lay virtucs in with early care, 
‘That love may live on wifdom's fare. 
; Though ecftacy with beauty flies, 
brrteem is born when beauty dies. 
Happy to whom the fates decree 
‘The gift of heay'n in giving thee : 
‘Thy beauty fhall his youth engage, 
Lhy virtucs thall delight his age. 





TO H. H. IN THE ASSEMBLY. 


Waive crown’d with radiant charms divine, 
Unnumber’d beauties round thee thine ; 
When Erikine leads her happy man, 

And Johnfton fhakes the flutt’ring fan ; 
When beauteous Pringle’ fhines confeft, 
And gently heaves, her {welling brealt, 
Her raptur’d partner ftill at gaze, 
Purfuing through each winding maze ; 
Say, youth, and canft thou keep fecure 

Thy heart from conqu’ring beauty’s pow'r? 
Or, Haft thou not, how foon ! betray"d 
‘The too believing country maid ? 











“gst 
Pow'rful to charm the year of furious wrath, 
To clofe the eye of anguihh, or to ftrike 
The lifted dagger from defpairing breatt. 
Such Addifon; and fuch, with laurel crown’d, 
Immortal Congreve; fuch the mufes’ grace, 
Moonian Pope: nor do the nine refufe 
To rank with thefe, Fergufian nightingale 
Untaught with wood-notes wild, fweet Allan hight; 
‘Whether on the flow’r-blufhing bank of Tweed, 
Or Clyde, or Tay’s fmouth-winding ftream, his 
Choofe to refide ; or o’er the fnowy hills [mufe 
Benlomon, or proud Mormount, all the day, 
Clad in tartana, vary'd garb, fhe roves, 

‘To hear of kings’ and heroes’ godlike deeds: 
Or, if delihted on the knec fhe lies 

Of lovely nymph, as happy lap-dog grac’d 5 
Intent to footh the Scottifh damfel’s ear, 
Cochrane, or Hamilton; with pleafing fong 

‘Of him who fad beneath the wither’d branch 
Sat of ‘Fraquair, complaining of his lafs ; 

Or the fond maid, that o’er the wat’ry brink 
‘Wept flceplefs night and day ; ftill wafting o’er 
Her flying love, from. Aberdour’s fair coal. 

Others again, by party rage inflam'd, 
Blindfolded zeal, and fuperftition dire, 

» Offspring of ignorance, and cloyfter-born, 

With undiftinguifh’d violence, affault 
Both good and bad....... 

There is, who ftudious of his fhape and mien 
On drefs alone employs his care to pleafe, 
Afpiring with his onward fhow ; who, vain 
Of flaxen hair perfum’d, and Indian cane, 
‘Embroider’d veft, and ftockings filver-clock’d, 
‘Walks through th’ admiring train of ladies bright; 
Sole on himself intent ; beft liken’d to 
‘The painted infe&, that in fummer’s heat 
Flutters the gardens round, with gloffy wing, 
Diftiné with eyes; him oft the tender Mifs, 
Efcap’d from fumpler and the hoarding-fchool, 
Purfues with weary foot, from flow’r to flow’r, 
‘Tulip, or Sily bright, or ruby’d rofe ; 

And often in the hollow of her hand 

Retains him captive, fweet imprifonment. 
But ah! how vain the joys the beau can boaft; 
A while he fhines.in tavern, vifit, dance, 
Unrivall’d, clad in rich refulgent garb, 

Lae’d or brocaded ; till the merchant boid, 
‘With meffenger confpiring, mortal dire! 

Of merc’lefs heart, throw him in dungeon deep 
Reclufe from ladies: what avails him then 
‘The love of women’? or the many balls 

He made to pleafe the fair? there muft he lie 
Remedilefs, ifnot by pity won 

Fair Cytherea, fea-begotten dame, 

By fpoufal gifts from footy Vulcan earn 
Fallacious key ; as erft, by love o’ercome, 

He forg’d ccleftial arms, to grace her fon 
Anchifes-born; and in the borrow'd form 
“Of longing widow, or of maiden aunt, 
{While fly Cyllenius, with opiate charm 

Of Ceres, the ftill-watching Argus eyes 

Of keeper drench in fleep profound), releafe 
"The captive knight from the euchanted dome. 

"Thus others choofe, their choice affedts not me; 

For each his own delight, with fecret force 

. Magnetic, as with links of love, conftrains. 
Behoves me then to fay what bias rules 
My inclinations, fince defire of fame 
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Provokes me not to win renown in arms, 

Nor at Picria’s filver fpring to flake 

Th’ infatiate thirft ; to write on the coy nymph 

Love-labour’d fonnet; nor in well drefs’d beau 

To pleafe the lovely fex: For me at Keith’s .. 

Awaits a bowl, capacious for my cares; * 7 

‘There will I drown them all, no daring thought 

Shall interrupt my mirth, while there I fit 

Surrounded with my friends; and envy not 

The pomp of ncedlefs grandeur, infolent. 

Nor thail alone the bowl of punch delight, 

Compounded fuid! rich with juicy fpoit 

Of fair Iberia’s funny coaft, combin'd 

With che ausiliar aid of rack or rum, 

Barbade, or Spmatra, or Goan-born 

‘The lufcious fpirit of the cane, that in 

Fermenting cups with native element 

Of water mixt, pure limpid ftream! unite 

Their focial fweets. For us, her ruddy foul 

‘The Latian grape fhall bleed ; nor will thy hills 

Far-flowing Rhine withhold their cluft’ring vines. 

e then! to friendfhip facred Ict us pour 

exhilarating flood, while, as our hands 

In union knit, we plight our mutual hearts 

Clofe as the loving pair, whom holy writ 

Renowns to future times, great Jonathan, 

And Jefie’s fon; Now this delights my foul. 
There was a time we would not have refus’d 

Macdougal’s lowly roof, the land of ale; 

lowing with ale, as e:{t is Canaan faid 

‘Vo fow with honey ; thi re we often met, 

And quaff’d away our fpleen, while fits of mirth 

Frequent were heard: nor wanted am’rous fong, 

Nor jocund dance; loud as in F.den town, 

Where the tir’d writer pens the live long day, 

Summons and horning, or the fpoufal band 

Of Strepkon, and of Cloc lovely lafs: ; 

Spent with his toil when thirfly twilight falls, 

He hies him gladfome, to the weli-known place, 

Lull-ceilar; or, O Johnftoun’s, thine! where fond 

Of drink, and knowledge, erft philofophers 

Haye met: or Cout’s dark cymmerian cell, 

Full many a fathom deep: from far he hears ~ 

The focia! clamour through the dome refound; 

He fpecds amain to join the jovial throng. 

So we delighted once: The bowl meanwhile 

Waik'd ceafelefs till the round, to fome fair name 

Devoted ; thine Maria toafted chief, ~~ 

Daty obfequions! and thy looks beni 

Mifs’'d not their due regard . Dundaffea fair 

Claim’d next the kindred Jay ; nor didft thou pafs, 

Conftance, uncelebrated or unfung. 

Hail, facred three! hail, fifter minds! may heav’n 

Pour down uncommon bleflings on. your heads. 
‘Thus did our younger years in pleafing flreama 

Flow inoffenfive; friendfhip grac'd our days, 

And drcam of loving miftrefs bless'd our night. 

Now from thefe joys convey’d, (fo fate ordains) 

"Phou wander’ft into foreign realms, from this 

Far, far {ejoin’d ; no more with us to drain 

‘The ample bow]; or, when in heav'n fublime 

‘The monthly virgin, from full gather’d giobe . 

Pours down her amber ftreams of light, till wide 

‘The ether fame, with choral fyny 

Of voice, attemper’d to fweet hautboy’s breath, 

Mist with the violin’s filver found, below 

‘The window of fome maid belov'd, thall ply 

‘The nightly ferenade: ‘To other joys = 
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Thou now mujt turn, when on the pleafing fhore 
Of mild Hefperia, thou behold’fi. amaz’d, 
‘The venerable urns of ancient chiefs, 
Who ftern in arms, and refolute to dare 
In freedom’s canfe, have dy’d, or glorious liv'’d : 
Camilliis; Brutus, great from tyrant’s blood : 
Coriolanus, famous in exile 3 ‘: 
Laurel'd Zamean Scipio, the fcourge 
Of Punic race; or liherty’s laft hope, 
Self murder’d Cato ; confecrate to fame 
They live for ever in the hearts of men, 
Far better monument, than coftly tomb 
Of Egypt's kings; time with deftruétive hand, 
Shall moulder into duft, the pil’d-up ftone, 
With all its praifes; ah! how vain is fame! 
With virtue then immortalife thy life. 

But thefe, fo potent nature’s will decrees, 
Delight not me, on other thoughts intent; 
Not ftudious at midnight lamp to pore 
‘The medal, learned coin! where laurel wreathes 
‘The facred head of kings, or beauty bright 
Of kings fweet paramour, the letter’d tage 
Or prudent fenator, by eating time 
Defac’d injurious; the faithlefs trutt 
Of human greatnefs! Nor do I incline 
To pafs the frith that parts from Gallia’s reign 
My native coaft, folicttous to know 
What other Jands impart: all my delights 
Are with my friends in merry-hour, at Steel’s 
Affembied, while unrefpited the glafs [name, 
Swift circles round the board, charg’d with fair 
Erfkine, or Pringle thine, until the fun 
‘That, fetting, warn’d us to the friendly cups 
Awake, and view our revels uncomplete. 
But if the Heaven’s difpofer of our fate, 
Force me, unwilling, fhift my native land}* * 
©! in whatever foil my weary feet 
Are doom’d to flray, O might I meet my friend ! 
Or, if the rifing fun fhall gild my feps 
On fruitful fields of Ind, Bengala’s fhore, 
Spice-bearing Tidor’s ifle, or where at eve, 

ear weftern Califurn, beneath the main 

¢ finks in gold; or on vine-folt’ring hills 
Of nearer Latium, nurfe of kings and gods, 
©! might I view thee on the flow’ry verge 
OF Tyber, ftream renow’d in poets Song ; 
Or in the Roman ftrcets, with curious eye 

Studying the polith’d ftone, or trophy'd areh, 

‘Trajan, or Antonin; uot long content 
With toil unprofitable. Thee I’d lead 
‘Well pleas’d to Horace tomb, dear laughing bard! 
‘Where the Falernian vintage fhonld infpire 
Sweet thoughts of paft delicht; the goblet rough 
‘With fculptur’d gold rofy from Chios’ ifle, 


Should warm our hearts facred to Pringle’s cheek 


-Still glowing, and to fweet Humeia’s lip, 

‘To Drummond’s eye, Maria’s fhowy breaft 
Soft-heaving, or to lovely Erfkine’s fmile ; 
While on the wounded glafs the diamond’s path, 
Faithful, fhall fhow each fav’rite virgin’s name ; 
Not without verfe and various emblem grac’d: 
‘The Latian youth at merry revels met, : 
Jn fancy thall admire the Scottifh maid 

Bright as the ruddy virgin Roman-born 3 

Nor with their native dames refufe to join 
Impartial, their health belov’d: and would 
‘The nine infpire me equal to my choice, 

In Jays fuch as the Roman fwan might fing, 

Fair as Horatian Lydia thould my Hume 


For ever fourith, or Nacra bright, 4 








ars an 

Of foft Tibulius’ mnfe the lovely theme, °° 

Nor fhould alone in melancholy ftrains, 

Of cruel nymph, and conftant vows refus’d, 

Gallus complain, when on the flinty rock, 

Or wailing near earth-diving Arethufe, 

Sicilian ftream, he made to woods his moan, 

Defpairing of his loves: Maria's fcorn 

Cloth’d in the ftyle of Mantua, fhould fhine 

As thine, Lycoris! theme of future fong 4 

Surviving as itfelf. Maria’s fcorn 

For ever Yendnre: Ah! hard return ces 

Towarmth like mine: Nathlefs the mourning mufe- 

Mutt praife the maid ftill beauteous in her eye, 

Crown’d with each lovely grace, and warm in 
bloom ; : 


|. Though fuller to my fuit, her ear be fhut - 


Againit my vows, ungracious to my love. ', 

But this as time dircéts; thy health demands 
The prefent care, and joys within our pow'r; 
Nor fhall we not be mindful of thy love, 

Met in our feftivals of mirth: but when 

‘Thou to thy native Albion thalt return, 

From whate'er coaft, or Ruffia's northern bear, 
Inclement fky ! or Italy the blet 

Indulgent land, the mufe’s beft belov’d 

Over a wondrous bowl of flowing punch 
We'llplight our handsa-new, atDon’s, orStcel’s-= 
Who bee the double keys, of plenty fign ; 

Or at facetious Thom’s, or Adamfon 

Who rears alone (what needs fhe more ?) the vine, 
Emblem of potent joys; her felf with looks 
Suafive to drink, fills up the brimming glafs, 
Well-pleas'd to fee the {prightly healths go round. 

Hail, and farewell! may Heav'n defend thee 
And to thy natal fhore and longing friends (fafe ; 
Reftore thee, when thy deftin'd toils are o’er, 
Polith’d with manners, and enrich’d with arts. 


TO LADY MARY MONTGOMERY. 


Say, thou with endlefs beauty crown’d, 

Of all the youth that figh around, 

Thy worfhippers, and anxious wait 

From thy bright eyes their future fate 

Say, whom do moft thefe eyes approve ; 

Whom does Montgomery choofe to love? 
Not him who ftrives to build a name, 

From ruins of another’s fame : 

Who provd in felf-conceit throws down 

His neighbour's wit, to raife his own. 

Shou’d the vain man expeét fuccefs, 

The foot of compliment and dyefs? 

‘Thy eyes undazzled can behold, 

‘The gaudy nothing deckt in gold. 

Thy wife difcernment foon difcries, 

Where folly lurks in wit's difguife ; 

Trac’d through each thape in which ’tis (een, 

Through the grave look, the folemn mien $ 

‘The proud man’s front, the vain man’s walk, 

The foplin’s drefs, the coxcomb’s talk. 

A large eftate, and little fenfe, 

To charms like thine have no pretence. 

Shalt thou, O infolent! prevail ? . 

Heav’n never mcant its goods for fale: 

Beanty the pearl of price, is giv'n, 

Not bought, ’tis the free grace of heav'n. 
‘The happy youth with arts refin’d, 

Simple of heart, of ftedfaft mind: 

Whom thirft of gain, could never draw ~ 

To trefpals fsiendfhip’s facred law ¢ 2% 


“The alimental juft fupply. 
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‘Whofe foul the charms of fenfe infpire; 
Who loves, where reafon bids admire: 
Cautions to fhun, with wife difdain, 
"Lhe proud, the airy, and the vain, 
Him whom thefe virtues fhall adorn, 
Thou, fair Montgomery, wiit not {corn: 
Of all the gifts of heav’n poffeit, « 
‘Yo him thou yield’ thy willing breaft ; 
For him th. bluth, with modeft grace, 
Glows rofy, o’er thy blooming face : 
For him thy panting bofom fwells, 
And on thy lips fuch fweetnels dwells, 
Crown’d with fuccefs, the happy boy 
Shatl revel in excefs of joy = 
‘While in thy prefence, heav'n appears 
In fweets laid up for many years. 
‘The beau and witling then fhall fly, 
"Whe fop in fecret corner figh ; 
Condemn’d to cry in love's defpair, 
Ab! why fo wife who was fo fair? 

Did thy example, beautcous maid, 
‘The reft of womankind perfnade ; 
Nor injur’d merit would complain, 
‘That it may love, and love in vain: 
Nor flatt’ry falfe, and impudence, 
‘Ufurp the room of bafhful fenfe ; 
No more at midnight ball appear, 
‘To gain on beauty’s lift'ning ear. 
Beauty would hear the vows of truth; 
Nor love would fpeak with folly’s mouth, 

Yet fome there are, the better few, , 
‘Wife thy example to purfue ; 
‘Who rich in ftore of native charms, 
Ennploy no artificial arms, 
Such heav'nly Charlotte, form divine! 
Love’s univerfal kingdom’s thine, 
Anointed queen ; all unconfin’d, 
Thine is the homage of mankind : 
Thy fubjeds, willing to obey, 
Blef thy mild rule, and gentle fway; 
With loyal mind cach zealous pays: 
His tribute duteons to thy praife. 
Yet nought to greatnefs doft thou owe; 
Thy merit from thy felf docs flow ; ~ 
Alike'our wonder and our theme, 
In beauty as in place fupreme. 
Such thy fair fitter fram’d to pleafe, 
Of afpedt gay, and graceful eafe. 
Pure flows her wit, and unr in'd; 
By envy, and by hate unflain'd: 
Not as the rufhing torrent pours, 
Increas'd by fhows, and wint’ry fhow’rs; 
Involving in its furious fway, 
‘The lab’ring hinds, a helplefs prey; 
Now wide o’erfpreads the watery feene, 
A\nd now decreas’d, no more is feen: 
But as a conflant river Jeads 
Hts winding ftream through purple meads; 
That through the blufhiny landfeape roll’dé 
Refledts the bord'ring flow’rs in gold; 
And, borne along with gentle force. 
Diftributes wealth through all ite courfe} 
Nor docs the faithful fpring deny 











Thou, Douglas too, in whom combine 
A fpirit and a noble line; 
Engaging looks, that mild infpire, 1 
Fond delight, and young defire ; : 
All-winning fweetnels, void of pride, 
Thou haft no faults for art to hide. 


:| Gentle as the harrolefs dove 
‘} Who artlefs charms withoui 
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Maria fuch, whofe op’ning bloom - 
Forefhows the pregnant fruits to cotae, 
O bleft! for whom the feafons’ fight 
Ripens that harveft of delight ; 

To whom, the autunin fhall refign, 
To prefs the rich luxuriant vine. 
Unwounded who can thee efpy, | 
Maid of the black and piercing eye! 
Teo rafhly bold, we take the ficid 
Againft thy thafts with wifdom's fhield: 
Pierc'd heiplefS in our guarded fide, 
‘We fall the victims of our pride, 

Nor Erfkine lefs the fong demands, - 
Not leaft in beauty's blooming bands. 
Erfkine, peculiar care of heav'n, 

To whom the pow’r of found is giv'ns 
Artift divine ! to her belon 

The heav'nly lay, and magic fong : 
How do we gaze with vat delight 
Her fingers fwift harmonious flight, 
When o'er th’ obedient keys they fly, 
To waken fleeping harmony? 
Whene’er the fpeaks, the joy of all, 
Soft the filver accents fall: 

Whene’er the looks, in ill amaze, 
The eyes of all enamour’d gaze: 

Each word fteals gently on the ear ; 
"Tis heav'n to fee, ’tis heav’n to hear. 

In everlafting blufhes feen, 7 
Such Pringle fhines of {prightly mien: 
‘To her the pow’r of love imparts, 

Rich gift!’ the foft fuccefeful arts, - 
That beft the lover's fires provoke, 
‘The lively ftep, the ‘mirthful joke, 

‘The fpeakigg glance, the am’rons wile, 
‘The fportful laugh, the winning fiile; 
Her foul awak’ning ev’ry grace, * 

Is all abroad upon her face ; 

In bloom of youth {till té furvive, 

All charms are there, and all alive. 

Fair is the lily, fweet the rofe, 

That in thy cheek, O Drummond! glows; 
Pure is the fnow’s unfally'd white 

That clothes thy bofom’s fwelling height. 
Majettic looks her feul exprefs, 

That awe us from defir’d accefs ; 

Till fweetnefs foon rcbuke the fear, 

And bid the trembling youth draw near. 
See, how fublime fhe does advince, 

And feems alrcady in the danc:; 

Exalted how fhe moves along, 

‘Ten thoufand thoufand graces ftrong! 
Such Marchmont’s daughter, unreprov’d, 
The maid by mea of.fenie below'd 5 

Who knows with modefty to {corn 

The titles that may fools adorn: 

She claims no merit from her blood, 

Her greateft honour to be good: 

Heedlefs of pomp, with open heart 

‘Well has fhe chofe the better part. 

Such Hamilla’s looks divine, .. ...., 
Earth’s wonder, Tinnegham, ang thine ! 
Her foul all tendernefs and Joye, 2 











AGB, 
She! of the modeft lock benign.” 
Eliza young in beauty bright, . 


|| ‘Though new to every foft delight, 


Yet foon her conquetts thal! extend, 
Soon hall the {prightly maid aftend_ _ 
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The rival of each kindred name, 
And triumph to her mother’s fame. 
Full in the pleafing lift appears 
Rohertoun, in prime of years; 
With fill the does her fmiles beftow, 
For Pullas bends her Cupid's bow : 
‘Wifely fhe fhuns to entertain 
‘The defigning, andthe vain; - 
To thefe 'tis ali forbidden ground, 
Prudence, a cherub guards her round, 
With flaming {word fools to expel ; 
In Paradife fools mutt not dwell. 
Strike again the golden lyre, 
Let Hume the notes of joy infpire ; 
O lovely Hume ! repeat again 
My lyre the ever-pleafing ftrain, 
Dear to the mnfe, the mule approves 
Each charm, the mufe the virgin loves: 
‘The mafe preferves in lating lays, 
The records of foft heauties praife ; 
In vain would triumph beauties eye, 
Unfung thefe triumphs foon would dic; 
Fate overcomes the fair and ftrong, 
Put has no pow'r o'er facred fong; 
Verfe the dying name can fave, 
And make it live beyond the grave. 
‘Thus Hume fhall unborn hearts engage, 
Her {mile fhall warm another age; 
Her race of mortal glory paft, 
‘Th’ immortal fame {hall ever Jaf; 
Laft fhall the look that won my heart, 
The pleafing look fincere of art. 
O! pow'rful of perfuafive face, 
Adorn’d and perfected in grace; 
‘What joys await, joysin exccfs, 
The youth whom thou decreeft to blefs; 
Ordain’d thy yielding breaft to move, 
Thy breaft yet innocent of love ? 
But who is fhe, the gen’ral gaze 
Of fighing crowds, the world’s amaze; 
Who looks forth as the blufhing morn 
Oh mountains of the eaft new born? 
Is it not Cochrane fair? “Pis the 
The youngefl grac + of graces three. 
The eldett fell'to death a proy, 
Ab! fnatch’d in early flow’r away ; 
~The fecond, manifold of charms, 
' Blefles a happy hufband’s arms; 
The third a bloomfng form remains; 
O'er all the blamelets vidor reigns : 
Where-e’er fhe gracious deigns to move, 
The public praife, the public love. 
Superior thefe {hall (ill remain, 
‘The lover’s with, the poct’s ftrain ; 
Their beauties fhalt all hearts engage, 
Vigtorious over fpite and age ; 
Like thee Montgomery shail they thine, 
And charm the world with arts like thine. 





PART Of THE Ni. EPISTLE OF THE 
“FIRST BOOK OF HORACE IMITATED. 


Wuen through the world fate led the deftin'd way, 
‘Tell me, my Mitchell, in the broad furvey, 

What country pleas'd thy roving fancy molt? 
Say,, walt thow Smit witlg Baia’s funny coaft ? 

Or witht thou rather weary to repofe 

In fame cool vale where peaceful Arno flows? 
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Or in Ombrofa dream the lonely hour, 

Where high arch’d hills th’ Etrurian fhades em- . 
bow’r; . 

Where plenty pours her golden gifts in vain, 

That dubious {well for Carlos or Lorrain? 

Or charm’d thee more the happy viny plains, 

And lofty tow’rs, where mighty Louis reigns? _ 

Say, is it true what travellers report 

Of glories thining in the Gallic court? 

Or, de they all, though ¢’er fo pompous, yield 

To the thatch’d cottage in thy native field? 

But hark, methinks I hear thee ansious fay, 
That thou at Paleftine wouldft choofe to ftay. 
Yes, Faleftine; I know the place fuil well, 
Where holy dotards riot in each cell, 

The haplefs peafant pines with want and forrow, 
And all unpeopled as a royal burrow. 

Yet there for ever would thy friend remain, 
Rather than change once more the frantic fcene, 
And diftant hear the rollings of the main; 
Unenvy'd, calm, enjoy a peaceful lot, 

My friends rememb'ring nor by them forgot. 


THE CORYCIAN SWAIN. 
FROM GEORG, LV. LINE CXVI. 


Bur, were I not, before the fav’ring gale, 
Making to port, and crowding all my fail, 
Perhaps I might the garden's glories fing, 

The double rofes of Be Paftan {pring ; “ 
How endive drinks the rill, and how are feen 
Moift banks with celeri for ever green; 

How, twifted in the matted herbage, lies 

The bellying cucumber’s enormous fize; 

What flow’rs Narciffus late, how nature weaves 
The yielding texture of acanthus’ leaves: - 
Of ivy pale, the culture next explore, 

And whence the lover-myrtle courts the fhore. 
For I remember, where Galefus yields 

His humid moifture to the yellow fields, 

And high Ocbalia’s tow’rs o’erlook the plain, 

1 knew in youth an old Corycian fwain ; 

A few and barren acres were his fhare, 

Left and abardon’d to the good man's care + 
Nor thefe indulg'd the grafly lawn, to feed 
‘The fatt’ning bullock, nor the bounding fteed, 
Nor gave, to cattle browze, nor food to kine, 
Bacchus averfe refus'd the mantling vine. 

What happy nature to his lands deny'd, 

An honelt, painful induftry fupply'd; 

For, trufting pot-herbs to his buthy groond, 
For bees, fair candid lilies ourifh’d round, 
Vervain for health, for bread he poppies plants, 
With thefe he fatiafy’d all nature’s wants; 

And late returning home from wholefome toil, 
Enjoy'd the frugal bounty of the foil. 

His mind was royal in a low eftate, 

And dignify’d the meannefs of his fate, 

He firft in {pring was feen to crop the rofe, 

In autumn frit t’ unload the bending boughs; 
for every bud the early year beftow'd, 

A redd’ning apple on the branches zlow’d. 
Ev’n in the midft of winter’s rigid reign, 
When fnow and froft had whiten’d o’er the plain, 
When cold had fplit the rocks, and Sript the woods, 
And thackled up the mighty running floods, 
He then, anticipating fummer’s hopes, 

The tendrils of the foft acanthus CFOps 5 
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His induftry awak’d the lazy fpring, 

‘And haften’d on the zephyr’s loit’ring wing. 

For this with pregnant bees he chief was known 
‘T’ abound: ‘the balmy harvett al! his own. 
Succeffive [warms reward his faithful toil ; 

None prefe’d from richer combs the liquid {poil. 
He 'ctown’d his rural orchard’s plain defign, 
With flow’ring lime-trees, and a wealth of pine. 
He knew, in graceful order, *o difpofe 
“Latge-body'd elms, tranfplanted into rows. 
Hard pear-trees flourith’d near his ruftic dome, 
And thorns already purple with the plumb ; 
Broad planes arofe to form an ample bow’r, 
Where:mirth’s gay fons refrefh'd the fultry hour. 
But Fthis grateful fubje& mutt difcard, 

‘The pleafing labour of fome future bard. 


THE RHONE AND THE ARAR. 


» ‘Two rivers in fam’d Gallia’s bounds are known, 
‘The gentle Arar, and the rapid Rhone; [dream, 
‘Through pleafing banks, where love-fick fhepherds 
Mild Arar foftly fteals her ling'ring ftream : 

Her wave fo fill, th’ cxploring eye deceives, 

‘That fees not if it comes, or if it leaves: 

‘With filver graces ever dimpled o’cr, 

Reflects each flow’r, and {miles on ev’ry fhore; 

Each youth with joy th’ inchanting feene furveys, 

And thinks for him the amorous tlream delays ; 

‘While the fly, nymph above unieen to flow, 

‘To her own purpofe true, fleals calm below. 

‘More rapid rolls the Rhone, tumultuous flood, 

All raging unwithheld, and unwithflood ; 

In vain or fertile fields invite its tay, 

In vain or rougheft rocks oppofe its way ; 

It bounds o’er.all, and, infolent of force, 

Still hurries headling on, a downward courfe. 

Sometimes, ’tis true, we fnatch with painful fight, 

Acrofs the working foam a moment’s light ; 

The momentary vifion {natch’d again, 

‘The troubled river boils and froths amain. 

‘To which of thefe, alas! fhail I confide ? 

Say, thall I plunge in Rhone’s impetuous tide, 

And by the various eddies roll'd about, 

I as the whirlpools guide, fack’d in, caft out! 
iil through a thoufand giddy circles toft, 

Jn the broad ocean’s boundlefs flcods I’m loft ? 

Or, tell me, friend,lefé vent’rous, fhal 1 lave 

My glowing limbs in Arar’s gentle wave ? 

In whofe fuir bofom beauteous profpects rife, 

The exrth in verdure, and in {miles the fkies : 

With thouglitlefs rapture ev’ry charm explore, 

Heav’'d by no breeze, or wafted to no fhore : 

“Fill trufting cred’lous to the fale ferene, 

I fink to ruin in the pleafing feene. 





THE PARODY: BY MR. We#*#, 


‘Two toafts at ev'ry public place are feen, 
Godlike“Elizabeth and gentle Jean: 

Mild Jeany fmiles at evry word you fay, 

Seems pleas’d herfelf, and fends you pleas’d away. 
Her face fo wondrous fair, fo folt ker hands, 
We're tempted oft to think—fhe underftands : 
Each fop with joy the kind endeavour fecs, 

And thinks for him the anxious care to pleafe : 
But the fly nymph has motives of her own, 

Her lips are open’d, and—her teeth are fhown, 
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Befs blunders out with ev'ry thing aloud, 

And rattles unwithheld and unwithftood : 

In vain the fighing fwain implores a truce, 

Nor can his wit one moment’s pavfe produce ;. 
She bounds o’er all, and confcious of her térce, 
Still pours along the torrent of difcourfe, 
Sometimes, ‘tis true, juft as her breath fhe draws, 
Wich watchful eye we catch one moment’s paufe?# 
But when that irlftantancous moment’s o'er, 

She rattles on inceffant as before. 

‘To which of thefe two wonders of the town, 
Say, thall I trult, to {pend an afternoon ? 

If Betty's drawing-room fhould be my choice, 
Intoxicate with wit, ftruck down with noife, 
Pleas’d, and difpleas'd, I quit the Bedlam feene, 
And joyful hail my peace of mind again : 

But if to gentle Jeany’s I repair, 

Regal’d on fyllapub, and fed on air, 

With ftudy’d rapture yawning I commend, 
Mov’d by no caufe, directed to no end, 

Till half afleep, though flatter’d, not contents 

I come away as joylefs as f went. 


SONG. 


TO A LADY WHO RIDICULED THE AUTHOR’? 
LOvEs. 


A remace friend advis'd a fwain 
Whole heart the with’d at cafe, 

Make love thy pleafure, not thy pain, 
Nor let it deeply feize. 





Beauty, where vanities abound, 
No ferious paffion claims: | 

‘Then, till a phoenix can be found, 
Do not admit the flames. 


But griev‘d, the finds ali his replies 
(Since prepoffefs’d when young) 

Take all their hints from Silvia’s eyesy 
None from Ardelia’s tongue. 


Thus, Cupid, all their aim they mifs, 
Who would unbend thy bow ; 

And cach flight nymph a pheenix is, 
If thou wonld’ft have it fo. 


EPIGRAM 


ON A LION ENRAGED AT SEEING A LAD IN THE 
HIGHLAND DkESs, 


Cann and ferene th’ imperial lion lay, 
Mildly indulging in the folar ray, 

On vulgar mortals with indiff'rence gaz’d, 
All unconcern’d, nor angry, nor amaz’d; 
But when the Caledonian fad appear'd, 
Sudden alarm’d, his manly manc he rear’d, 
Prepar’d in fierce encounter to engage 

‘Lhe only object worthy of his rage. 


MITHRIDATES, 
ACT i, SCENE IL. 
After the manner of the French dramatic rhyme of 
Racine. 

XZIPHARES. ARBATES. 

. Xipbares. 
°Tis true, Arbatcs! what ail tongues relate, 
Roms tgismphs, and my father yields to fate: 
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He whofe wide empire ftretch’d from fhore to thore, 
The mighty Mithridates is no more. : 
Pompey, wide fcart’ring terror and affright, 
Surpis’'d his prudence in the thades of nights 
Througiral! his camp a fudden ruin fpread, 
Ani heap'd it round with mountains of the dead: 
On broad Euphrates’ bank the monarch lics—— 
His diadem is fall’n the vidtor’s prize. 
Thus he whom Afia forty years beheld 
Still rifing nobler from each well-fought field, 
Who bold aveng’d, high-rais’d on valour’s wings, 
‘The common caufe of empire and of kings, 
Dies, and behind him leaves, by fortune croft, 
‘Two fons, alas! in mutual difcords lott. 
Arbates. 
How, Prince! fo foon does fell ambition move 
To break the union of fraternal love? 
Xiphares.. 
Far, far fuch guilt be from Xiphares’ breaft, 
Far fuch ambition, which the good deteit ; 
Nor glory fhines fo tempting in my eye, 
Nor rate I empire at a price fo high ; 
‘True to the kindred honours of my name, . 
I recognize a brother’s jufter claim ; 
Nor further does my higheft with afpire, 
‘Chan thofe fair kingdoms left me by my fires 
The ret without regret I {ee become : 
His valour’s purchafe, or the gift of Rome. 
, Arbates, 
The gift of Rome, fay'tt ? can Pharnaces owe = 
Can Mithridates? fon ? : 
: Xipbares. 
' Arbates, know. 
fn vain’ Pharnaces veils himéelf in art, 
Long fince become all Roman at the heart; 
Loft to his father’s glories and his own, 
He longs to mount a tributary throne: 
Whilft 1, more defp’rate from my father’s fate, 
Nourifh within my brent immortal hate, 
But yet, not all the rage that hatred breeds, 
Not all the jealoufies ambition feeds, 
Not all the glories Pontus’ realms can boaft, 
Not thefe divide our wretched bofoms moft. 
i Arhates. 
‘What nearer care Xiphares’ fear alarms? 
Xipbares. 
Fhe hear aftonifh'd friend, Monimia’s charms, 
hom late our father honoux’d with his vows, 
And now Pharnaces with bold zeal puriues, 
Arbates, 





Monimia! 
Xiphares. 

T love, nor longer will conceal 
A flame which truth and honoygr bid reveal: 
Nor duty further binds my tongue, fince here. 
J now no rival but a brother fear: 
Nor is this flame the paffion of a day, . 
A fudden blaze that haftens to decay 3 . 
Long in my breaft I pent the rifing groan, 
‘Told it in fecret to my heart alone: 
O,could J faithful to its rage, exprefa 
Its firft uneafinefs, my laft diftrefs! 
But lofe not now the moments to difclofe 
‘The long long ftory of my am’rous woes-—_— 
Suffice it thee to know, that ere my fire 
Beheld this beauteous object of defire, 
I faw and felt the charmer in my heart, 
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My father faw her too; wot fought 6 fiove 

With vows that fhe and virtue could approve; 

Haughty of fov’reign rule, he hop’d to find 

An eafy conqueft o’cr a woman’s mind: 

But when he found in honour refolute, 

She fcorn’d indignant his imperious fuit,.- 

Twas then he fent in Hymen’s facred name 

His diadem, the pledge of purer flame. 

Judge then, my friend! what agonizing fmart, 

‘Tore up my fenfes, and transfix’d my heart,, 

When firit from fame the dreadful tale I heard, 

The fair Monimia to his throne preferr'd, 

And that Arbates with his beauteous prey 

Shap'd for Nymphea’s walls the deftin’d way. 
"T'was then the more to aggravate my doom, 

‘My mother liften’d to the arts of Rome: 

Whether by her great zeal for me mifled, 

Or ftung with rage for her deferted bed, 

Betray’d to Pompey (impotent of mind) 

The fort and treafures to her charge confign’d. 

How dreadful did my mothers guilt appear! 

Soon as the fatal tidings reach’d my ear, 

No more I faw my rival in my fire, 

My duty triumph’d o’er my fond defire ; 

Alone in the unhappy man furvey’d 

‘Dhe father injur’d, and the kin; betray’d: 

My mother faw me, prodigal of breath, 

In ev'ry field encounter cy’ry death; | 

Keen to redeem the honours of my name, 

Repair her wrongs, and difavow her fhame.- 

‘Then the broad Euxine own’d my father’s fway, 

I made the raging Heliefpont obey ; : 

His happy veflels flew without controul, 

Wherever winds could waft, or oceans roll. 

My filial duty had attempted mere, 

Ev’n hop’d his refcue on Euphrates’ thore ; 

Sudden I heard, amid the martial ftrife, 

A hoftile arma had cut his thread of life. 

*Twas then, I own, amid my various woes, 

Monimia dear to my remembrance rofe: 

I fear’d the furious king, the dire excefs 

OF am’rous rage, and jealous tendernefs: 

Hither I flew, fome mifchief to prevent, 

With all the {peed prefaging paftion lent : 

Nor lefs my fears finifter omens drew, . 


“When in thefe walls Pharnaces ftruck my view, 


Pharnaces, ftill impetuous, haughty, bold, 
Rafh in defign, in ation uncontroul’d, 
Solicits the fair queen, again renews 

His interrupted hopes, and former vows, 
Confirms his father’s death, and jongs to move 
Her gentle bofom to more equal love. 

I own, indeed, whilft Mithridates reign’d, 
My love was by parental law reftrain’d, 
Rever’d fubmiffive his fuperior pow’r, 
Who claim’d my duty from my natal hours 
Enfranchis'd by his death, it feorns to yield 
‘To any other’s hopes fo dear a field. 


| Either Monimia adverfe to my claim; 


Rejects, ah heav’n forbid! my tender claims 
Or—but whatever danger’s to be run, 

‘Tis by my death alone the prize is won. 

“Tis thine to choofe, which of the two to fayé, 
Thy royal mafler’s fon, or Pompey’s flave. ‘~ 
Proud of the Romans who efpoufe his caufe, 
Pharnaces proudly thinks to dictate laws; 

But let him know, that here that very hour 
My father dy’d, 1 knew no rival pow’s, 
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Albion exult! Uhy fons a voice divine haye heard, 
‘Lhe Mun of ‘Theiss hath in thy vales appear'd. 
Hark! with frefh rage, and undiminifh’d fire, 
"Che {weet enthufiaft {mites the Briti lyre x 
‘The founds that echo’d on Alpheus’ ftreams, 
Reach the delighted ear of liftening Thames ; ; 
Lo! fwift acrofs the dufty plain 
Great Theren's foaming courfers ftrain ! 
‘What mortal tongue c’er roll’d along 
Such full impetuous tides of nervous fong ? 
DR. WARTON’S ODE ON READING WEST'S TRANSLATION OF PINDAK 
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Grisert Wrst was the fon of the Rev. Dr. Weft, prebendary of Winchefter, and was born in 
3706. His fither was of an anciept family, and eminent for his worth and learning. He fyperine 
tended the Oxford edition of “ Pindar,” in folio, with the Greek Scholia, 1697. Bifhop Burnet gave 
him the living of Hundred in Berkfhire ; and, in the reign of Qucen Anne, Lord Orford procured. 
hitn a flail in the Cathedral of Winchefter. gt the acceflion of King George, he was appointed 
one of his firft Chaplains, and had a promife from his Majetly of the firft vacant Bifhopric,. which 
he did not live to obtain. He died in 1718, *. 

His mother, Maria Temple, was fitter to Sir Richard Temple, Bart. afterwards Lord Cobham, . 
a woman of exemplary prudence, piety, and virtuc, who loft her right of inheritance to her brothet’s ’ 
cate, by marrying a man without one; and her fifter, Hefther, married to Richard Gren~ 
ville, Efg. of Wotton in Beckinghamfhire, and her iffuc, received the honours and fortune he had 
to bequeath, with remainder to her filter Chriftian, married to Sir ‘Thomas Lyttleton, Bart. of Hage 
ley in Worceflerthire, and her ilfue. She married a fecond hufband, Sir John Langham, Bart. of 
Cottefbroke in Northainptonfnire. 

His mother, purpofing to educate him for the church, foon after his father’s death, fent him to 
Eton fchool, of which be became Captain, and went off to Oxford, and became a Student of Chri 
Church. 

His Rudious and ferious turn inclined him to embrace the clerical profeffion; but he was feduced 
to amore airy mode of life, by obtaining a Cornetcy in his uncle's Regiment of Herfe, 

‘He continued fome time in the army; though it is reafonable to fuppofe that, as his uncle exe * 
emptéed him from country quarters, he never funk into a mere foldier, nor ever loft the love, or 

eglected the purfuit of learning ; and afterwards, finding himfl£ more inclined to civil employ-. 
ment, he refigned his commiffion, and engaged in bufinefs, with other young gentlemen, trained by 
government for public fervice, under Lord Townthend, then Secretary of State, with whom he at« 

tended the King to Hanover. . 

Lord Townshend fhowed him particular marks of his + gard; and Walpole teftified the ftrongeft 
inclination to ferve him; but Lord Cobhum’s oppofition to the adminiftration obRtruded his pre- : 
ferment; the minifter, acknowledging, that he muit not expe to have his merit diftinguifhed by 
government, as any favours conferred on him would be imputed as done to his uncle. . 

Finding that he was to be facrificed, he took his leave of the fecretary’s office, and all views of 
advancing his fortune ; his uncie diffuading him from going to the Temple, where he had been ene 
tered, and ftudying the law, which he propofed to himfelf, zs his lait rcfouree. . 

His adherence to Lord ‘Townshend ended in nothing but a nomina May 1729, to be Clerk” 
Extraordinary of the Privy Council, procured of the Duke of Devonfhire, then Prefident of the 

* Council, by one of his fons, with whom ke had contra@ed a friencihip at fchool, which produced. 
no immediate profit; for it only placed h'm in a ftate of expe@ation and right of fucceffion; and’ 
it was very long before a vacancy admitted him to profit. F 

Soon afterwards, he married a daughter of Mr. Bartlett, and fettled him@lf im a ver ypleafaat 

Bou at Wickham in Kent, where he dev te learning and to piety. 
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_ He was very often viflted by his coufin Lyttleton, and Pitt, who, when they were weary of faction 
~ and debate, wfed at Wickham to find books agd quiet, a decent table, and literary converfation. 
Lytdeton's epigram to him in £744, contains a juit charaGter both of the after and of his habi- 
tation, : : 
Fair nature's fweet fimplicity, Ag 
With elegance refin’d, 
‘Well in thy feat, my friend, I fee, 
But better in thy mind. 
To both, from courts and all their fate, 
Eager J fly, to prove : 
Joys far abave a courtier’s fate, 
‘Tranquillity and love. 

There is a walk at Wickham made by Pitt; and, what is of far more importance, at Wickham, 
Lyttleton received that convidtion which produced his “ Differtation on the convertion of St. Paul.? 
Hammond alfo came often from the bufy world to fee him, and found at Wickham a temporary 
stlief from the anxietics of love. 


And you, O Weft, with her, your partner dear, 
Whom focial mirth and ufeful fenfecommend, 
With learning's feat my drooping mind fhail cheer, 
: Glad to efcape from love to fuch a friend. 

Of his piety, the influence has probably been extemled far by his Offervations on the Refurrettion of 
Cbrift; publithed in 1747, for which the Univerfity of Oxford creatéd him a Doétor of Laws, by di- 
plomay March 30, 1748 ; and would doubtle/s have reached yet farther had he lived to complete 
what hie had fat fome time meditated, the Evidence of the Truth of the New Teftanent. 

Of his learning, the prefent collection exhibits evidence, in his verfion of Pindar, wich would 
have been yet fuller if the Differtation on the Olympic Gomes, which accompanies it, had not- been 
emitted. “ Lam now reviting and Preparing for the prefs," he “writes Dr. Doddridge, March 14. 
1748, “ fome papers which have lain by me many years; the tranflations of fome Ouler of Pindar, and 
-fome other picees, both in verfe and profe, tranflated from the Greek, to all which will be prefixed 

@ Differtation on the Olympic Games, which yet wants fomething of being finithed. ‘hough 1 lool 
pon thefe fubje@s as mere trifles in comparifon of the other, [Obfervations upon Cclfus| yet Lam 
fenfible they have a weight, indeed too great 2 weight in the opinion of the world. 





He nuge feria du 
Jn bona, laudatum femel, acceptumque 






he. 


» 


& Works of this kind fometimes gain a man a reputation and authority which may ferve him 
tipon better and more ufeful fubjects. You will not think } am either too vain or fanguine in my. 
expectations, when I tell you that thefe papers have paffed their examination, and received the ap- 
Probation of Mr, Lyttleton, the beft critic, the bet friend, and the beft man in this world.” 

In r749, he publithed his verfion of the Ques of Pindar, with a differtation on the Olympic Gangs, 
and notes critical and explanatory, in ato. 3 which was praifed in a recommendatory “ Ode,” by 
Dr. Warton, the prefent refpedtable matter of Winchelter tchool. 

“The fame year, he tranflated from the Greek, the Iymn of Cleanthes, at the requeft of Dr. Doddrige, 
to whom he writes, “lam weary of tranflating ; but would willingly put a force upon myfelf to 
oblige you,” 

In x751, he wrote his Canto on Education, in the manner of Spenfer, which received the approba+ 
tion of Dr. Doddridge. ln return, he writes him, “Tam glad my Canto pleafed you; though, to 
tell you the truth, I expedt:d no lefs. You are a lover of the author as well as of virtue and religion, 
and muf.therefore be difpcled to read it with a favourable, if not a partial eye.” 

This was followed, or preceded, by another pocu: in the func ftanza, anda tranflation of the Zphin, 
Seria ia Tauris, from the Greek of Euripides, with critical remarks and hiftorical explanations, and a 
verfion of a part of the Argonausies of Apolionizs Pho 

His invome wag not Jarge, and hi, oured, but without fuccefs, to obtain an augmen- 
tation. It is reported that the. education of the young prince was offered to him, fut that he ree 
guired “ a more extenfive power of faperintendence than it was thought proper to allow hia.” 

















ends ende, 
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+ 4a 752, he faceceded 10 bne of the lucrafive <lerkthips of the Privy Céaueil sind when Pitt wab 
made Paymafter-General, ‘he had it in his power to make bim T'reafurer of Chelfea Hofpital. 
»_ Soon after, he publithed his Poems and Tranflations, which he affe@tionately inferibed to his two 
iMuitrious friends, Pitt and Lyttleton. : 3 7 
He was now fufliciently rich ; bue wealth came too late to be long enjoyed; ner could it fave 
him from the calamities of life. aN 
In1755, he loft his only fon, in the 20th ycar of his age} an affliction which he felt very fewerely. 
‘The year after, a ftroke of the palfy brought to the grave, in the emphatical language of Dr. 
Johnfon, * one of th: few poets ta. whom the grave might be without its terrors.” ‘The expreffiaa 
might be interpreted to the dithonour of poetry ; but,ao it ought rather to be confidered as & pointed 
fentence, than a jolt cenfure, it would be improper to take notice of it. He diced March 26,3756 
in the soth year of his age, : 
His works, in profe and verfe, containing the Oues of Pindar, @ Diffrtation on the Olympic Gaseety 
Gymnoflic Exercifes, a Dialogue from Lucian, Iphigenia in Tauris, Argonautics of Apollonius Rhedivr,@ 
Dialogue of Plate, a Dramatic Poem of Lucian upon the Gout, the Injiitution of the Order of the Garters 
dramatic poem, and Original Poems on feveral occafions, were reprinted in 3 vols. 12mo. 1766. The 
Odes of Pindar, and the Poems on fivcral cccafions, were printed in the collection of * The Englith 
Pocts,” 1779 and 1790. ‘The anonymous ttanilation of the Six Olympic Odes of Pindar, omitred by : 
‘Welt, publifhed in 1775, is incorporated with the tranflation of Weft in the prefent edition ;~miiat.' 
‘The Inflitution of the Order of the Garter, omitted in the colleion of « The Englith Poets,” is now wpe 
ranged with his Original Poems,and Tranflations from Apollonius Rbodius. “ The Swallows,” an elegy; 
printed in the “ Adventurer,” and attributed by Hawkefworth to Weft, was the production: of 
Jago, the “ poet of the birds.” fae 
‘The works of Weft bear ample teftimony of his genins and learning ; and his contemporarics-ere . 
iavith in praife of his piety, probity, and amiable benevolence. Ss Peers 
Pope, the mott celebrated of his puctical contemporaries, in teftimony of his efteem, left him gh 
in his will, “ to be laid ont on a ring, or any other memorial,” and 2001. « after the deceafe fy 
Mrs, Blount.” “ Crafhaw,” fay$ Dr. Johnfon, « is now not the only maker of verfes to whom may 
be given the venerable names of Post and Saint. d aii 
Of his private ¢haradter, and domvttic habits, the following account is given in the  Gentleman’s 
Magazine,” 1783, from the MSS. of Mr. Jones, once Curate to Young at Welwyn, and afterwards. 
» Vicar of Hitchin, and well known hy the active thare he took in the “ Free and Candid Difquifi+ 
tions.” It will be no difparagement to the®e particulars, to obferve, that they have furnifhed fome 
ufeful hints to Dr. Johnfon, in the improved edition of his “ Lives of che Poets.” 


Mr. Welt wasa perfon of great difvernment, and of a very quick apprehenfion, and readily 
faw into men and things. He was lively and agrecable in converfation, and very much of a genthe» 
Tan in al! his behaviour. . : 

“ Thave heard him fay, that in his younger days he had gone over into the quarters of infidelity.” 
His uncle, the late Lord Cobham, did all in his power to inftill fuch principles into his gaind, -atd 
that of his coufin Lyttleton, when they paid their vifits to him, But the latter, he fald, happily 
ftood his ground, and made littie cr no progrefs in thefe perverfe principles. : 

“ When his Treatifc on the Refurredlion, fc. was firlt advertifed in the public papers, numbers of 
thofe who had conceived an opinion of his continuing a ftaunch unbeliever, fent for it to his book= 
feller, hoping to find their own difbelief thercin confirmed. But, finding themfelves difappointed, 
fome of them were pleafed afterwards to rank him in the clafs even of Methoditts, others ranked 
him umong the Socinians. But his true character, to my certain knowledge, was a Chriftian, a- 
Scholar, and a Gentleman. : 
“ His uncle (even after the publication of his Treatije on the Refurretiion) left him a legacy of 
reco 1, : : 

“ He was very regular and cxemplary in family religion ; offered up prayers (thofe of the Public. 
liturgy) every day, when well, at eleven in the morning ; and then, when the weather was fain, rode : 
eout Lor his h. On Sundays, he went to church (not to that of his own parifh, but to that of 
+ St. Jaines’s, Dy, Clarke's church), and at evening ordeved his fervante to come into the parlour, whep 
~ Sg ij . 
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he read to them the late Dr. Clarke’s fermons, and then wént to prayers, He read them always 
chimfelf: 
« One thing was fomewhat fingular; he always faid grace him(elf at his table, though aclergyman., 
was prefent. He gave me his reafons of his own accord, and.I did not difapprove them. ~ . 
i He bore his laf ittnefs in a very excmplary manner, very patient, and entirely refigned to tht 
Divine Will. : 

“ He had formed an excellent defign of proving the authenticity of the New Teftament, from 
mauty obfervations that had occurred to him from time to time, which he had begun to note down ; 
and I remember he thowed me fome valuable hints that had been commenicated to him by Dr. 
Doddridge, particularly drawn from the conceffions of Cclfes and others, ainongft the more early ops. 
polers of Chriftianity. He feemed to delight im that fubjeé, and to be fully refolved to purfue it 
if, God fhould give him opportunitics. I have heard him expatiate upon it in converfation, with 
great clearnels of judgment and fhrength of argument. What became of his Preparatory papers 
‘wpen it, fince his deceafe, 1 know not; but have reafon to believe, from what! hbaye heard, that they 

< were foon ‘after deftroyed, with many others, and perhaps all that he had left remaining upcn any 
5 topics of theology. Let his memory be ever dear to me, and facred te the friends of Chriftianity in 
“alk fuceeeding ages.” 
, * “His poetical chara@er, as given by Dr. Johnfon, is candid and judicious, and may be generally 
* gallowed ; but with fome exceptions in favour of the Chorufes in Tbe Liflitution of the Oxder of the Garter, 
anjuftly overlooked; and making due allowance for his injurious and degrading eftimate of the 
snevie of poctical imitation. 
| Of his tranflations, 1 have only compared the firtt Olympic Ode with the original, and found my 
expectation furpaffed, both by its elegance and exactnefs, He does not confine himfelf to his author's 
train of ftanzas; for he faw that the difference of the languages required a different mode of ver> 
sMification, The firft {trophe is eminently happy; in the fecond he has a little ftrayed from Pinder's 
meaning, who fays, “If thou, my foul, wisheft to {peak of games, look not on the défert fky for « 
, Planet hotter than the fur, nor thal] we tell of nobler games than thofe of Olympia.” He is fomer 
* times too paraphraftical. Pindar beftows upon Hiero an epithet which, in onc word, Signifies delight 
jag in borfes ; a word, which, in the tranflation, generates thefe lines : 2 
Hiecro’s royal brows, whofe care 
"Yonds the courfer’s noble breed ; 
Pleas'd to nurfe the pregnant mare ; 
Pleas’d to train the youthful ftced, 


“ Pinder fays of Pclops, that “ he came alone in the dark te the White Sea,” and Weft = 


Near the billow-beaten fide 
Of the foam-tefilver’d main, 
Darkling and alone he ftood. 

which, however, is lefs exuberant than the former paffage. 

“ Awork of this kind, muff, in a minute cxamination, difcover many imperfeions ; but Weft? 
verfion, fo far'as I have confidered it, appears to'be the product of great labour and great abilities. 

“ His Infitution of the Garter, is written with fufficient knowledge of the manners that prevailed 
in the age to which it is referred; and with great elegance of di&tion; but for want of a Procefs of 
events, neither knowledge nor elegance preferve the reader from wearinefs. é 

« His Lmitations of Spenfer are very fuccefstully performed, both with refpec to the metre, the 
language, and the fiction; and being engaged at once by the excellence of the fentiments and the 
artifice of the copy, the mind has two amufements together. But fuch compofitions are not to be 
reckoned among the great atchievements of the intelle@, becaufe their cffedt is local and temporary ; 
they appeal not to reafon or paflien, but to memory, and prefuppofe an accidental or artificial fate 
of mind: An imitation of Spenfer, is nothing to a reader, however acute, by whom Spenfer hes. 
never been perufed. Works of this kind may deferve praife, as proofs of great induftry and great 
nicety of obfervation ; but the higheft praife, the praife of genius, they cannot claim. ‘Fhe nobleft 
beauties of art are thofe of which the effe@ is co-extended with rational nature, or at leaft with the 
whole circle of polithed life; what is lef than this can be only pretty, the play-thing of fafhion, and 
the amufement of a day.” co 


WEST’S POEMS. 


To the Right Honourable 
WILLIAM PITT, ESQ, 


Pay-Mafter-General of his Majefty’s Forces, 
One of his Majefty’s mbft Honoutable Privy Couticil; 











And to the Honourable , 


SIR GEORGE LYTTLETON, BART. 
One of the Lords Commiffioners of the Treafury; 
THESE POEMS 
Are infcribed by the Author ; 

Who is defirous that the Ffiendihip, 

With which they have fot many Years honoured him, 
And the fincere Affedtion and high Efteem, 

® Which he hath conceived for them, 
From a long and intimate Knowledge 
Of their Worth and Virtue, 
May be known 
Wherever the Publication of the enfuing Pieces 
Shall make known the Name of 


Gsusert Wests 








“THE SONG OF ORPHEUS, AND THE SETTING OUT OF 
THE ARGO. - 


FROM THE ARGONAUTICKS OF APOLLONIUS RHODIUS. 


"Turin too the jarring heroes to compofe 
‘Th inchanting bard, Ocagrian Orpheus rofe, 
And thus, attuning to the tretbling ftrings : 
His foothing. voice, of harmony he fings. 
In the beginning how heaven, carth, and fea, 
In one tumultuous chaos blended lay ; 
‘Till nature parted the conflicting foes, 
And beauteous order from diforder rofe : 
How roll’d inceffant o’er th’ ethereal plain 
Move in eternal dance the ftarry train ; 
How the pale orb of night, and golden fun, 
-Through months and years their radiant journcys 
run; (woods, 
Whence rofe the mountains clad with waving 
‘The rufhing rivers, and refounding floods, 
‘With all their nymphs; from what celeftial feed 
‘The various tribes of animals proceed. 
Next how Ophion held his ancient reign, 
"Yith his fam’d confort, daughter of the main; 


On high Olympus’ fhowy head enthron’d, - 
‘The new-created world their empire own'd: 
‘Till force fuperior, and-fuccefslefs war, ~* 
Divefted of their crowns the regal paii 
‘On Saturn’s head Ophion’s honours plac’ 
And with his confort’s glories Rhea grac’d. 
Thence to old Ocean’s watery kingdoms hurl’d 
Thus they refign’d the fceptre of the world: 
And Saturn rul’d the blefs'd Titanian gods, 
While infant Jove poffefs'd the dark abodes 
Of Diéte’s cave; his mind yet uninform’d 
With heavenly wifdom, and his hand unart’d:. 
Forg’dby the Cyclops, earth’s gigantic race, 
Flam’d not as yet the lightning’s fcorching blaze, 
Nor roar’d the thunder through the realms if 
bove, 2" 

The ftrength and glory of almighty Jove. 

This eee eanefal bard ks Wi unftrung; 
And ceas’d th’ inchanting mufic of bis tamper,” 

G g ij 








ae HE WORKS 


But, with the found entranc’d, th’ attentive ear 
Thought him ftill finging, ftill ftood fix’d to hear. 
In filent rapture every chief remairis, 

‘And feels within his heart the thrilling’ trains, 
¥orthwith the bow! they crown with rofy wine, 
‘And pay duc honours to the power divine. 

.'Fhe pure libations on the fire they pour, 

While rifing flames the myftic tongues devaur. | 

Now fuble night afcends her ftarry throne, « 
And Argo's chiefs her drow/y influence own. 

Bat when the bright-ey’d morning rear’d her 
head, 

And look’d o’er Pelion’s fummits ting’d with red; 

Light fkimm'd the breezes o’er the watery plain, 

‘And gently fwell’d the flu@uating main. 

‘Phen Tiphys rofe, and, fammon'd by his carg, 

Embark'd the heroes, and their vars prepare. 

Portentous now along the winding fhores 

Hoarfe-founding Pagafaan Neptune roars. 

Impatient Argo the glad fignal took, 

While from her vocal eel loud murmurs broke ; 

Per keel of facred oak divinely wrought 

Ttonian Pallas from Didona brought. 

On their allotted pofts now rang’d along 
In fcemly order fate the princely throng : 

Faft by each chief his glittering armour flames ; 
‘The midmof {tation bold Ancwus claims, 

With great Alcides, whofe enormous might 
Arm’d with a mally club provokes the fi hty 
Now plac’d befide him: in the yielding fou 
‘The keel deep-linking feels the demi-god. 

Their hauiers now they loofe, and on the brine 

‘To Neptune pour the confecrated wine. 

‘Then from his native fhores fad Jafon turns 

His oft-reverted eye, and filent mourns. 

“As in Ortygia, or the Delphic faue, 

*Or where Ifmenus laves Bezotia’s plaiti, 

Apollo’s altars round, the youthful choir, 

"The dance according with the founding lyre, 

‘The hallow’d ground with equal cadence beat, 

And move in meaiure their ha¥monious feet : 

“Together fo Theffalia’s princes {weep 

“With well:tim'd oars the filver-curling deep. 

"While, raifing high the Thracian harp, prefides 

TMeladions Orpheus and the movement guides, * 

“On either fide the dating furges broke, 

And fierce remurmur’d to.each mighty ftroke 5°. 

"Thick flath’d the brazen-arms with ftreaming light, 

While the fwift bark purfires her rapid flight, 

wAnd ever as the fea-green tide fhe cleaves, “" *- 

(Foams the long tract behind, and whitens all the 
waves t 

So shines the path, acrofs fome verdant plait 

"Trac’d by the foottteps of the village fwain. 

Jove on that day fom his celeftial throne, 
ana all th’ immortal powers of heaven look’d 
"fhe godlike chiefs and Argo to furvey — (down; 
As through the deep they urg’d their daring way. 
Then too on Pelion’s cloud-top’d tummit ftood 
The nymphs, and fauns, and fifters of the wood, 
With wonder viewing the tall pine below, 

"Phat fhaded once the mountain's thaggy brow, 
Now fram’d by Pallas o’er the founding fea 
‘Dheffilia’s mighty heroes to convey. 

But, lo! from, Pelion’s higheft clift defends, 
And downward to the fea his footiteps bends 
“the Ccmaur Chiron ; on the beach he Rood. 


Angdipp'd dis fgilovks in the hosry. food, 
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"Then waving his broad hand, the bark he halesy 
And fpeeds with profperous vows the parting fails. 
With im advanc'd his confort to the fhore; 

‘The young Achilles in her arms fhe bore: 

‘Then, raifmg high in air the, pleafing load, 

"Yo his fond fire the fmiling infant ihow’d. 


THE STORY OF PHINEUS. 


Tue following day Bithynia’s coaft they reacky | 
And fix their haufers to the fheltering beach. 
‘There on the margin of thé beating flood 


The mournful manfions of fad Phineus ftood, 


Agenor’s fon; whom heaven ordain’d to bear” ~ 
‘The grievous barden of uncqual'd care. 


For tanght by wife Apollo to defery 

‘Th’ unborn events of dark fututity, 

Vain of his fcience, the prefumptuons feer 

Deign'd not Jove’s awful fecrets to revere § 

But wantonly divulg’d to frait mankind 

The facred purpofe of th’ omnifcient mind. 

Hence Jove indignant gave him length of days, 

But quench'd in endlefs fhade his vifual rays. 

Nor would the vengeful god permit him tafe 

"The cheerful bleffings of the genial feaft; 

Thongh the large tribute of the nations round 

Their prophetis board with wealth and plenty 
crown'd. 

For, lo! _defcending fudden from the fy, : 

Round the pil'd banquet fhricking harpies lie, 

Who with rapacious claws inceflant tear 

Forth from his famifh’d lips th’ untafted fare. 

Yet would fome flender pittance oft remain, 

What might fulfice to keep up life and pain. 

But then fuch odours the Boul feraps exhal'd, 

‘That with the ftench the lothing ftomach fail’d, 

Aloof the hungry guefts and wondering ftood, 

While their fick hearts abhorr'd the putrid food. 

But now the princely crew approaching near, 
The welcome found invades the prophet’s ear. 
Taught by th’ infpiring god that now was come 
The long-with’d period of heaven’s vengefuj® 

doom, 

‘That by thefe heroes deftin’d aid reflor’d, 
Peace fhouid thenceforward blefs his feaftful board. 
‘Then heaves he from the couch his haggard head, 
Like fomé pale, Jifelefs, vifionary fhade, ~ 
‘And leaning on his ftaff with faultering fteps, 
‘Along the walls his way exploring creeps. 
Difeas'd, enfeebled, and by age wndrac’d,: ~ 
“Lrembled his tottering limbs as forth he pafs‘d. -- 
Shrunk was his form, aduft with want and care, 
And burfting through his hide the pointed bones 

©. appear, : 
Ent faint and breathlefs as he reach’d the gate, 
Down on the threfhold over-toil’d he fate. 
In dizzy fumes involv’d, his brain runs round, 
And iwims beneath his feet the folid ground. 
No more their fundtions the frail fenfes keep, 
And fpeechieds finks the feer in death-like deep. : 

"This faw the chiefs amaz’d, and gather’d round; © 
When from his labouring lings a hollow found, 
With breath and utterance fearce recover’d broké, 
And thus th’ enlighten'd {eer prophetic fpeke : 

“ Princes of Greece; attend ; fy ye be they 
‘Whom o’er the main Theffulia’s pines convey, , - 
And Jafon leads to Coichos’ magic land, 

Such is your cruch tyrant’s fern command. 


Yes, ge be they; for yet- my mental cye 
Undimin'd palt, prefent, future, can defery. 
‘Thanks to thy fon, Latona, who beitows 
This grace, this only folace of my woes. 
By Jove, to whom the fuppliant’s caufe belongs, 
Who hatcs the mercilefs, who avenges wrungs, 
By Phebus, by Saturnia wife of Jove, 
By all the blefs’d immortal powers above, 
Who lead. you o’er the mhain with watchful care, 
O help! G fave from famine and defpair 
A wretch ill-fated, to affliction born, 
Nor leave me here unpitied and forlorn. 
For not thefe orbs alone depriv’d of fight 
Vindi@ive heavcn hath veil’'d in doletul night ; 
But to extreme old age his cruci law ° 
Dooms me th’ unwaftiug thread of life to draw. 
Nor cid my forrows here; a heavy chain 
OF woes fucceeds, and pain {Lill link’d to pain. 
From fecret haunts 2 1, anexplor’d, 
Flights of devouring karpies vex my board. 
Swift, inflantaneous, fudden they defcend, 
And from my mouth the tafteful morfel rend. 
Meanwhile my troubled foul, with woes opprefs’d, 
No means of aid, no comfort can fuggeft. 
For when the feaft I purpofe to prepare, 
They fec that purpofe, and prevent my care. 
But cloy’d and glutted with the lufcious {poil 
With noifome ordure parting they detile 
‘Whate’er remains, if ought perchance remain, 
"That none approaching may the ftench fuftain, 
Though his trong heart were wrapt in plated mail, 
The flu fragments fuch dire fteams exhale: 
Yet me fell hunger’s all-fubduing pain 
Compells, reluCtant, lothing, to remain ; 
Compells the deadly odours to endure, 
And gorge the craving maw with food impure. 
~ From: thefe invaders (fo hath fate decreed) 
By Boreas’ offspring thall my hoard be freed. 
Nor on a ftranger to your houfe and blood, 
© fons of Boreas, is your aid beRow’d. 
Phineas behold, Agenor’s haplefs fon, 
“Once for prophetic fkill and riches known ; 
Who, while I fway’d the ‘I'hracian fceptre, led 
Your dowcr'd fifler to my fpoufal bed.” 
Here Phinens ceas’d, each pitying hero groans, 
But chicf, O Boreas, thy relenting fons 
ind compaffion {welling in their fouls, 
While down their checks the generous torrent rolls, 
‘Then Zetes near approaching, clolely prefi'd 
His hand, and thus the labouring feer addreis'd: 
“ © moft difaftrous of all human kind, 
‘Whence fprung the evils that o’erwhelm thy mind? 
Haft thou,.intrufted with the bock gf fate, 
By folly merited celeftial hate? 
Hence falls this indignation on thy head ? 
Fain would the fons of Borcas grant thee aid; 
Fuin would they execute what heaven ordains,, 
But awful dread their willing hands reitrains. 
To frighted mortals well thy fuiferings prove, 
How fierce the vengeance of the gods above. 
«Then fwear, or never fhail this righteous fword, 
‘Though drawn for thy deliverance, aid afford ; 
year, that th’ affiftance which our arms {hall lend, 
Shall no immortal angry God offend.” wide 
He fpoke ; when ftraight tow'r'd heav'n difciofing 
‘His frightlefs batls, the fenior thus reply'd: 
* My,fon, th’ injuftice of thy tongue reftrain, 
Nor let fuch thoughts thy pious foul profane 
| oy 
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By Phebus, heavehly Augur, who infpi 
My confcious bofom with prophetic fires: 
By this my wretched lot of woe and care, 
‘Thefe eyes involv'd in dark’ning clouds, I fwear, 
By the fell demons of the realms below, 
Whom ever unpropitious may I know, 
From their refentments not in death fecarey 
If falfely their dread godheads I adjure : 
| That your affiting hands fhall never move - 
Wreath or difpleafure in the powers above.” 
Then acquiefcing in the folema prayer, . 
‘Yo aid the prophet Boreas’ fons prepare. 
‘The ready youth a banquet fpread, the laft 
‘That thofe fell harpies were decrecd to tafte: 
Nigh ftand the brothers, ardent to oppofe 
With glittering faulchions their invading foes. 
But fearce the firtt feet morfet Phineus took, 
When from the clouds with {wift prevention broke 
Swift as the lightning’s glance, or ftormy bla 
Whofe rapid fury lays the fore watte, 
Shrill clamouring for their prey the birds obfcene; 
‘The watchful heroes fhouting rufh’d between; 
But they with fpeedieft rage the cates dévour’d, 
And round intolerable odours pour’d ; 
‘Then o'er th’ /Egean far away they flews 
Upfprin ing fwift with threatning blades purfue 
The feather'd chiefs, That day Saturnius ftecl’d 
Their vigorous nerves with force untaught toyiclds 
And did not Jove their wearying ftrength foftain, 
‘Their flitting pinions had they fpread in vain: 
For when to Phinens furious they repair, 
Or quitting Phincus feck the fields of air, 
The light wing’d monfters fleeter than the wind, 
Leave the impetuous zephyrs far behind. z 
As when the hound experienc’d in the chafe, 
Through fome wide forcft o’er the {cented grafe 
A bounding hind or horned goat purfues, 
And near his panting prey, and nearer views ; 
Eager he ftretche’ the fhort {pace to gain, 
And, fnapping, grinds his gnafhing fangs in vain ¢ 
So ever-near th’ infulting chiefs purfued : 
‘Ihe harpies fo their catching hands elude. 
But now far off in the Sicilian main, 
By the wing’d brothers, fons of Boreas, flain, . . 
"Dhe race of harpies (though heav’n difallow’d} 
Had flain’d the Plotian ifles with facred blood 5 
| Their fore diftrefs had Iris not furvey’d, 
And darting from the fkies the heroes ftaid. 
Q fons of Boreas, the dread laws above 
Permit ye not to wound the dogs of Jove. 
And, lo! my oath I pledge, that never more 
Shall thofe fell dogs approach Bithynia’s fhore. 
This (id, adjuring the tremendous floods, 
Mok fear'd, moft ‘honour’ by th’ immortal gods: 
By the flow-dripping urn of Styx the fwore, 
‘The prophets peaceful manfions evermore 
From thofe rapacious {pnilers fhould be free 5 
Such was the fatal fifter’s fixt decree. 
The goddefs fwore, the brothers ftraight obey, 
Aad back to Argo wing their aity way. 
‘The Strophades from thence devive their name, 
The Plotian iflands ftyi'd by ancient fame. 
Then part the harpies and Thaumantian maid, 
Iu thoufund various mingling dies array’d. 
fe to the grots retir’d and dark retreat - 
F caverns in Minoian Crete, 
gay goddefs of the watery bow 
Gain'din a momeut high Olympus’ brow, 
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THE TRIUMPHS OF THE GOUT. | 


TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK -OF LUCIAN. 


sa ‘Tollere nodofam nefcit medicina podagram.” 


Ov, 


” DRAMATIS PERSON. - 


Govpess o¥ THE COUT. 


Ocypus, 
PussictaN, 
Nuxse. Nn 


MesseNGER. 
Mounresanks, 
Cuorus. 
Spirits, 


SCENE LIES IN THEBES. 





SCENE, A CHAMBER. 
Enter-Ocypus * lame, and leaning on the nurfe. 
Ocyp. Wuencr, without wound, procceds this 

horrid pain, 
‘That robs me of th’ affiftance of my feet ? 
‘While, like a bow-{tring by the forceful arm 
Of fome bold areher tirain’d, the cracking 
7 finews {plain, 
Labour and ftretch ; and force me to com- 
- That length of time-but ftrengthens the 
difeafe, 
Nar. Raife thyfclf up; my fon, nor bear fo hard, 
Left, helplefs as thou art, with thee L fall. 
Ocp. Lefs weighty then, to humour thee,1’ll lean, 
And reft upon my foot, and bear my pain. 
Vor fhame it is, that youth fhould afk the aid 
Of fuch a prating, old, decrepit wretch. 
Nur. Forbcar, vain boy, thy icofling infolence. 
Nor vaunt too much thy youth; for well 
thou know’ ft, © 
in fickne{s youth is impotent as age. 
Be govern’d; for thisarm fhould I withdraw, 
‘Thou fali'ft, while my old feet unthaken 
ftand. . 
Ocyp. But if thou fall’ft, through age thou fall’, 
not ficknefs: 
Old age is weak, though prom and wil- 
ling ever— 





” Ocypusy the fon of Pudulivius and Aftafia, was emi~ 
nent for bis flrength and beauty, a great lover of bunting, 
and ull gymnoftice exercifes,. Thit young man, having 
been pein to infult and deride wubomfoever be fav 
grivvoufly afflicted with the gout, telling them at the Jame 
fine that their pains were nothing, brought upon binfif 
the indignation of the goddefs who prefides over that d:j= 
temper, and was at laff, by the viclence of the difeafe, 
sriven to a recantation. Lucian had compoféd an entire 
drama upon this fubjc ; but as only the beginning of this 
piece remains, I have tranflated it, and, with very little 
alteFation in either, bave made it a part of bir other dra- 
tt WEEE f iijeth is the triumph of the gout over phyfic. 


oo. 





Nur. Leave arguing ; and tell me by what chance 
This pain hath got potivilion of thy toe, 
Ocyp. As in the couric I exercis’d, awry 
My ancle turn'd, and thence the pain enfued, 
Nur, why, as the feliow faid, who carelets fat 
Clipping his grifly beard, then run again. 
Ocyp. Ov wreitting might I not the hurt receive, 
When lock’d together were our grappling 
limbs ? 
Nur. A trufty champion by my troth thou art, 
if all thy fury light upon thyfeli. 
Bur this is a mere circle of evafions, 
And I myfelf the like difcourfe have held , 
In former times and try’d to varnith o’er, 
Ev'n to my dearett friends, th’ unpleafing 
truth; 
But now when every fwelling memher fpeaks. 
And burning colourstorture thy who lebody 
Enter Vuysician. 
Phy. O! where is Ocypus, illuftrious youth? _ 
For lame, I hear, are his vi@torious feet. * 
And therefore to affit him am I come. 
But fee ! where, carciefs on the couch diffus'd, 
Supine he lies |—Heaven grant thee health, 
my fon, * 
Andtothy feet reftore their wontedftrength. 
Declare to me, O Ocypus, the caufe 
Of thy complaint: perhaps my powerful art 
May for thy anguifh find fomce quick relief, 
Ocyp. Intolerable pain my foot confumes. 
Phy, Whence came it? how? what ‘accident? 
explain. 
Ocyp. Or in the ftraining race, or haply while 
My gymnick exercifes I perform’d, 
Some hurt from my companions I receiv’. 
Ply. Then where’s the fore and angry inflam; 
mation ? 
And why no fomentation on the part ? 
Oeyp. The woollen bandage 1 abhor: 


Nur. 





Alas! 
How banefal is the pride of handfome looks 
Phy; What therefore muft be done? fall I lay 
open 4 





POEMS... Pee , 


And-waes the-fefh with floods of eddying 
fire, 
So rage the flames in Aitna’s fulpharcous 
womb. 
So ’twixt Charybdis and vex’d Scylla rave 
‘Th’ imprifon’d tides, and in wild whirlpools 
tols'd {foaming iurge. 
Dafh’d “gainfk the mouldering rucks the 
O evil unexplor’d! how oft in vain 
We fondly try to mitigate thy woes, 


And find no comfort, by falic hopes abus'd. } Enter Ocypus, cwbo difvovers the Chores before y 


[Sleeps 


Scene. changes, and difcovers the Chorus, confifting of F : 
en : | Ocyp—But who are they, whofe hands. with 


Gouty Men and Women, marching in Proceffion to 
the Temple of the Gout, with Mufic and Dancing. 


cHORUA, 


To tender Artis, beardlefs boy, 
The howling Phrypian throng, 

On Cybdele’s high mountain chant 
‘Th’ enthufiaitie fong. 


On yellow Tmolus’ flowery top 
The Lydian youth around 

For Comus mix the warbling voice 
And flute’s melodious found. 


With clashing arms, in frantic mpod, 
‘The mad Idan train 

Attemper to the Cretan dance 
‘Their holy ritual ftrain, 


‘To Mars, the furious God of war, 
‘The fwelling trumpets breathe, 

Preluding to contentious ftrife, 
To battle, blood, and death. 


But we, O Gout, aflictive power! 
We thy fad votaries, 

In fighs and groans to thee perform. 
Our annual facrifice :, 


‘When wher'd by the blufhing hours 
‘The genial fpring appears ; 

And every flower-embroider’d vale 
Its verdant mantle wears; 


‘When zephyr on each pregnant tree 
Calls forth the tender leaves; 

wAnd her fad neft the {wallow builds- 
Beneath the frjendly caves + 


‘When in the grove, at midnight hour, 
Difconfolate, alone, 

For Itys loft th’ Athenian bird 

Renews her plaintive moan. 

: [Beit Chorus. 


SCENE, A CHAMBER. 


Dcrpus folus. 

Pep. Come, O my comfort, my fupporter, come, 
My falf, my third beft leg, 0! now uphold 
My tottering tootfeps, and direct my way, 
‘That lightly on the earth my foot may tread. 
Wretch, from thy palletraife thy heavy limbs, 
And quit the cover’d clofenc{s of the room. 
Difpel the cloud, that weighs thy eyelids 
In open dy, and in the golden fun [down, 
Qn purer air thy enliven’d Spirit fealt, 

foo aig 





. aR 
Tor now my willing mind invites me forth » 
Dut the weak ficth refufes te comply. 
Be refolute, my foul ; for well thou know’ ft, 
‘The gouty wretch, that would, be cannot 
miove, 

Ought to be number'd with th’ ina@ivedead. 
Conte on, : 

[Bait Ocrrus, 


Scene changer, 


Temple offering Sacrifices te the Gout, with Mujia 
and Dancing. Dance. 


erutches fill’d, < 
Whofe toffing heads with eldern garlands 
bound, 


Seem in wild dance fome feaft to celebrate > 


Do theyto thee, Apollo, Paans fing? {trows. 
‘Then would the De? laurel Mice their 
~ Or chant they rather Bacchanafian hymns? 

‘Then would their temples be with ivy 
wreath’d, 

‘Whence «re ye, ftrangers? {peak: the truth, 
declare, 

Declare, O friends, what deity ye worthip. 





Cher. But who art thou, that mak’ us this de~ 


mand? . 7 (ferr’d, 
Thou too, as from thy crutch may be in~ 
And hobbling pace, thou art 4 votary ia 
Of the invincible divinity. 


Ocyp. Lam; nor am unworthy of the name; 
Chorus. When Cyprian Venus, gucen of love, 


In pearly dews fell from above, . 
Nereus amafs'd her featter’d frame, 
And fprm’d the fair-proportion’d dame. 
Faft by the fountains of the deep, 
Where on their ouze the furges fleep, 
On her broad bofom Tethys fai 

The partner of Jove’s regal beds 


Minerva, virgin bold and wife, 
From the great Monareh of the fii 
Saturnian Jove, her birth receiv’d, 
in his immortal brain canceiv’d 


But old Ophion, hoary god, 
Our goddefs firft embrae’d + 

Firk in his fond paternal arms 
"Vhe mighty infant plac’d. 

What time primeval Chaos ceas’d, 
And night eterna’ fled; 

Bright rofe the morning, and the fan 
His new-born radiance fhed. 


Then from the womb of fate fprung forth 
The Gout’s tremendons power, 

Heaven with portentous thunders run; 
And hail’d her natal hour. ; 


1 
Clotho receiv'd and fwath'd the babe, 
Thence at the ftreaming breaft 
Of wealth by foftering Plutus fed, 
Her awful force increas'd. ~ : 


Ocxp. Say by what rites myfterious to her altar 


Deth the drcad power her votaries admit # 





POEMS. 


«And bandag’d lega nor fwift in flight, 
Nor victors in the race. 


"Thy flamés the tumid ankles feel, 

The finger maim’d, the burning heel, 
And toe that dreads the ground, 

‘Thy pains unclos’d our eye-lids keep, 

Or grant at beft tumultuous fleep 
And flumbers never found. 


Thy cramps our limbs diftort, 
‘Thy knots our joints invade : 

Such is thy cruel fport! 
Tncxorable maid ! 


Enter Mefenger, with two Mountebanks bound. 
iMef. O! Miftrefs, opportunely art thou mec. 
Attend no vain or idle tale 1 bring, 

But well fapported by authentic tacts. 
As through the town (for fo thou did{t enjoin) 
‘With flow and gentle pace I lately rang'd, 
Searching if haply I mizht chance to find 
A morta! bold enough to brave thy power ; 
‘There quiet all, andipaticnt: I beheld, 
Subdu’d, O goddefs, by thy mighty arm. 
All but thefe two prefumptuous daring 
wrete! 
Who to the gaping crowd with oaths deny’d 
‘To pay due reverence to thy deity, 
Boatting that they would banifh thce from 
earth: (bound, 
Wherefore with fetters ftrong their legs I 
And after five days march have brought 
them hither, 
A weary march of twice five hundred fect. 
Swift hai thas come, my winged meffenger. 
Say, from what regions, through what rugged 








Godid. 


aths, 
Hat thou thy tedious longfome way purfaed ? 
Explyin, that | may comprehend thy {peed ? 
My, Five flairs, whofe weak and diftocated frame 
Trembled beneath my tread, defcending 
Firft to the level pavement I arriv’d, (down, 
‘That ‘euniit my feet itsjarring farface turn’d; 
Which having with uneafy foottteps crois'd, 
Venter’d next the rough and flinty et, 
Whofe pointed ftones the gouty foot abhors: 











Mere meeting with a fyooth, though flippery 


ath, 
“Tharried on, but with backfliding hatte, 
The trodden flime my tottering ankle turn’d, 
‘Thus as [journey’d, down on every fide 
Vhe ftreaming fweat defcended, and my legs 
Faint and rekix’d no longer firmly trod. 
Thence lab'ring in jimi, and overtoil’d, 
A broad, but dangerous way d me 
next: 
For on each hand the whirling chariots flew, 
And urg'd, and prefs'd, and drove me fafler 
nimble adion ply’d my feet, (on; 
And quick into an alley ftept afide, 
Till every rattling hafty wheel was pafs'd. 
Por, as to thee, O goddets, I beleng’d, 
Thy votary, Longht not, could not, ran. 
(odd. Servant, thow halt not well perform’d in 
vain, 

Nor fhall thy prompt obedience want reward. 

In recompence this pleating boon receive, 

* bree years of light and gentler pains te bear. 





























7 ats 
But ye, moft impious heaven-abandon’d vil- 
Jains, [dare 
What and whence are ye, that fo proudly 
‘The lifts to enter with the mighty Gout, 
‘Whofe power not Jove himfelf can overcome? 
Speak, wretches—many a hero have I tam’d, 
Asall the wife and learn’d can teftify. 
Priam * was gouty, as old poets fing, 
And by the gout the fwift Achilles fell. 
Bellerophon, and Thebes’ unhappy lord, 
‘The mighty Oedipus, my prowefs own’d, 
And, of maim’d Pelops’ race, young Phlift- 
henes, 
He too, who led to Troy his warrior bands, 
"Phe halting fon of Pxas felt my dart, 
And by my dart the + ord of Ithaca, 
Not by the poifonous trygon’s bone expir’d. 
Wherefore, ill-fated wretches, be affur’d, 
Your wicked deeds fhall meet their due re« 
« Mo. Syrians we are, in fair Damafcus born. (ward. 
But urg’d by want, and hungry poverty, 
O’er earth and fea like va; nds we roam, 
And with this ointment, which our father. 
ave, 4 
We comfort and relieve the fick and lame. 
Godd. What is your ointment, fay, and how pre- 
2Mo. We dare not tell, to feerecy oblig’d {par'd 2 
Both by the folemn oath of our profeflion, 
And laft injunctions of a dying father; [tue 
= Who charg’d us to conceal the powerful yir- 
Of this our medicine, whofe ftrong efficacy, 
O gout, can ev’n thy madding fires allay. 
Ha! miferable wretches, fay ye fo? 
Is there on earth a medicine, whofe effea& 
My power is not fufficient to controul? 
Come on, upon this iffue let us join, 
Lct us experience now the prevalence 
Of your ftrong medicine or my raging flames. 
Hither, tormenting fpirits, who prefide 
O’er my diftra@ing forrows, hither come. 
Spirits defiend. 
‘Shou from the tender fole to every toe 
Round all the foot the burning anguifh fpread. 
‘Thou in the heel fhalt fettle from the thigh, 
‘Thou on the knec shalt pour the bitter drop, 
And each of you a finger fhall torment, 
ehold, O queen, thy orders are perform’d. 
Sec! where the wretches maim’d and roers 
ing lic, : 
‘Their limbs diftorted with our fierce attack, 
Now, friends, inform us of the truth; declare 
I aught your boafted ointment now avail. 
For it my forces it indeed fubdue, 
Far, to the dark receffes of the earth, 


Godd. 


Spir, 


Godd, 





* Priam was gouty, &c.] Lucian bad this cir 
cumpance from fome fecr.t hiffories that are not come . 
dicen tous; or poffihly there may be fome conceit which 
we do not underftand, fince one cannot belp thinging that 
he alludes to the lamenefe of Philoetes, which be got by 
the fall of ene of Hercules’ arrows on bis foot; and to 
the woud which Achiiles received in his’ beel fr 
Laris, whicd cvound was the occafion of bis death. 
+ Tolegonus, the fon of Ulyffis by Circe, coming to 
Theca to fie his father, was denied entrance by the fare 
upon which a guazrel erfued, in which be una 
i yffis with a focar of are 
th ih: bene of 3 trygon, a Poifetions fp. 
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The depthé profound of Tartarus, I'll fly, 
+ Henceforth unknown, unhonour’d, and un- 


feen, 

& M6. Behold the ointment is apply'd! but, oh! 
The flames relent not. Oh! 1 faint, I die! 
A fecret poifon all my leg confumes. 

Not fo pernicions is the bolt, of Jove : 

Nor rages fo the wild tempeftuous fea : 

Nor more refifttefs is the lightning’s blatt. 

Sure three-mouth’d Cerberus my finews 
gnaws : 

Or on my fiefh fome poifonous viper preys ; 

Or to my limbs th’ envenom'd * mantle 


clings, 
Drench'd in the Centaur’s black malignant 
gore! [ledge 


© queen, have'mercy! frecly we acknow- 
That nor our ointment, nor aught elfe on 
‘Thy unrefiited fury can reftrain, (carth 
O mighty conquerefs of human kind ! 
* I too, O potent goddefs, grace implore. 
“ Once in the wanton pride of vigorous youth, 
“Vain of my deauteous limbs and active 
ftrength, 
“TI mock’d thy dolors, and thy power defy’d. 
“ But now chattis’d by thy afllictive arm, 
“ And by thy nearer influence fubdued, 
“« impious vaunts, O goddefs, I retract, 
* Adore thy might, and deprecate thy wrath.” 
Codd. Spirits, forbear, and mitigate their woes. 
See they repent them of the dire contention. 
Now let the world confefs my ftubborn 
2 power, 
Nor mov'd by pity, nor by drugs fubdyed. 
si Goddefs and Spirits re-afcend. 


Deyp. 





* Lhe mantle of the Centaur Neffus, who having 
proffered Hercules bis fervice to carry his wife over the 
siver Evenus, when be had ber on the other fide would 
Basie forced ber. Whereupon Hercules foot ‘him vith 
enarrow, Neffus, fecing be muft dic, in revenge pre 

fonts Deianira with bis mantle flained with bis own 
‘Biod, telling ber it was a charm for love. She belicw 
ing thii, when Hercules was facrificing in Mount Octa, 


Heit bien this maritle te put on; which be no fooner did, 


“dus tbe poifon worked fo flrongly that be grew mud, and 
Brew binfap int ti fre i 
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In vain with mimic fletes Salmonéus trove 
To emulate the bolts of thundering Jove ; 
To deepeft hell with fcersting hyhtning 
‘iven, : [heaveg: 
‘Too late he own’d the ftronger power 
The fatyr Marfyas blew his boaftful reed, 
And, Phebus, firike, he cry'd, thy rival 
firings. (deed, 
Stript of his skin, he mourns the impious 
While round the bleeding trophy Pythiua, 
fings. 
Robb’d of her children, in eternal woe, 
Tn ftreams eternal while her forrows flow, 
Sad Niobe laments the fatal hour, 
‘That urg’d her to provoke Latona’s power. 


Thee, Pallas, kkill’d in every work divine, 
Foolifh Arachne at the loom defy’d; - 

Inceffant thence fhe draws the filmy twine, 

Memorial of her fond prefumptuous pride 


‘Taught by the vengeance of the gods above, 

Latona, Pallas, Pythian Phoebus, Jove, 

Yo mortals be this faye inftruction given, 

« "That man, though bold, is not a match for 
heaven.” » [Dances 


O awful Gout, whofe univerfal {way 

‘The trembling nations on the earth obey, 
Our torments, gracious Jovercign, O affuage$ 
Be fhort our pangs, be moderate thy rage! 








Many, various, are the woes 

‘That this fcene of life compofe. 

Ufe with reconciling balm 

Can our throbbing Sorrows calm 5 

Can our fharpeft pains beguile, 

And bid gouty wretches {mile. 

Hence companions of my care, 

Learn with patient hearts to bear, 

‘To expe with fouls unmov’d 

ills ye have already prov'd, 

If feverer woes invade, 

Heaven will grant you ftrength and aid, 
‘Who, impatient of his pain, 

Bites, and gnaws, and shakes the chain, 
Laughter he and fcorn fhall move, 
Suet is the decree of Jove, 
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ON THE ABUSE OF TRAVELLING. 


A CANTO. 


IN IMITATION OF SPENSER, 








= 


‘THE ARGUMENT. 


Archimage tempts the Red-Crofs Knight 
From love of Fairy land, 

With thew of forcign pleafures all, 
The which he doth withitand, 


Wise was that Spartan Law-giver of old, 
Who tais'd on Virtue’s befe his well-built itate, 
Exiting from her walls barbaric gold, 
With ail the mifchiefs that upon it wait, 
Corruption, luxury, and envious hate; 
And the diftintions proud of rich and poor, 
Which among brethren kindle foul debate, 
And teach ambition that to fame would foar, 
To the falfe lure of wealth her ftuoping wing to 
lower, 
‘Yet would corruption foon have entrance found, 
And all his boatted fchomes eftfoon decay’d, 
Had not he caft a pow’rful circle round, 
Which toa diftance the arch felon fray'd, 
And ineffeétual his foul engines made : 
‘This was, to weet, that politic command, 
Which from vaintravel the young Spartan ftay'd, 
Ne fuffer’d him forfake his native land, 
eTo learn deceitful arts, and science contraband, 


Yet had the ancient world her courts and Schools; 
Great kings and courtiers civil and refin’d; 
Great rabbins deeply read in wifdom's rules, 
And all the arts that cultivate the mind, 
Emiellith life, and polith human-kind. 
Such, Afia, birthplace of proud monarchy, 
Such, clder Egypt, in thy kingdoms fhin'd, 
Myftcrious Egypt, the rank aurfery 
Of fuperftitions fond, and learned vanity. 
But what accomplifhmerts at arts polite, 
Did the young Spartan want his deeds to grace, 
Whole manly virtues, and heroic fprizht, 
Check’d by no thought impure, no falfehood bafe, 
With natural dignity might well o: 
The glare of manners falfe, and mimic pride ? 
And wherefore fhould they range from place to 
lace, 
‘Who to thei country’s love fo firm were ty’d, 
fii! homely as the was, that for her oft they dy'd? 
And *footh it is (with reverence may ye hear, 
Aad honour due to paflion fo refin’d) 
The ftrong affection which true patriots bear 
To their dear country zealous is and blind, 


















* Trash. 
Vou. IX, 5 








And fond as is the love of womarkind, 
So that they may not her defe@s elpy, 
Ne other * paragone may ever find, 
But gazing on her with an awful eye 
And fuperftitious zeal, her learn to deify. 


And, like as is the faith unfound, untrue, 
Of him who wandering aye from fair to fair, 
Conceiveth from each object paffion new, 
Or trom his heart quite drives the troublous 
So with the patriot-lover doth it fare, {cares 
Who through the world delighting aye to rove, 
His country changeth with each change of air, 
Or weening the delights of all to prove, 

On none, or ail alike, beftows his vagrant love. 


+ Als doth corruption in a diftant foil, 
With double force ¢ affay the youthfal heart, 
Expos'd fufpectlefs to the traitor’s wile, 
Expos'd unwarn'd to pleafure’s poifon'd dart, 
Expos’d unpractis’d in the world’s wide mart,: 
Vhere cach on: lies, impofes, and betrays, 
Wihout a friend due counfel to impact, 
Without a parent’s awe ta rule his ways, 
Without the check of fhame, or fpur of publicpraife, 
§ Forthy, falfe Archimago, traytor vile, 
Who burnt ‘gainft Pairy-land with ceafelefs ire, 
*Gan caft with foreign pleafures to beguile . 
Ber faithful knight, and quench the heavenly 
‘That did his virtuous befom aye infpire 
With zeal unfeign’d for her fervice true, 
And ferd him forth in chivalrous attire, 
Am? all points adventures to purfue, 
‘And wresk upon her foes his vowed vengcance due. 




















So as he journcyed upon the way, 
Him foon the fly enchaunter jj over-hent,. 
Clad like a fairy knight in armour 
With painted fhield, and {pear 
In knightly | guife and thew of ** hardiment, 
That aye prepared was for bloody fight. 








* Rival, or one to compare with 


+ Morcover, befides. t 

§ Therefore. : 

| Faftion, ** Courage. 
Hh 
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Whereat the * Elfin knight with fpecches gent 
Him firft faluted, who, well as he might, 
Him fair falutes again, as + fecmeth courteous 
knight. 
‘Then ‘gan he { purpofe frame of valiant deeds 
Atchiev'd by foreign Knight of § prowefs great, 
And mighty fame, which emulation breeds 
In virtuous breaft and kindleth martial heat; 
Of arts and {ciences for warrior || meet, 
And knight that would in feats of arms excel, 
Or him, who § liefer chooting calm retreat, 
With peace and gentle virtue aye would dwell, 
‘Who have their triumphs, like as hath Bellona fell. 


‘Thefe as he faid, befeemed knight to know, 
‘And all be they in Fairy-lond ycaught, 
‘Where every art and a fair virtucs grow ; 
Yet various climes with various fruits are 
fraught, 
And fuch in one hath full perfection ** raught 
‘The which no fkill may in another rear, 
So gloz’dth’ enchaunter till he hath him brought 
To a huge rock that clomb fo high in air, 
That from it he f+ uneath the murmuring furge 
mote hear. 


‘Thence the falt wave beyond in profpect wide 
A fpacious plain the falfe enchaunter thow’d, 
‘With goodly ca‘tles déck’d on every fide, 
And filver ftreama, that down the champuin 
‘ flow’d, 
And wath’d the vineyards that befide them flood, 
And groves of ayile: als the lamp of day 
His orient beams difplay'd withouten cloud, 
Which lightly on the gliftening waters play, 
Aid tinge the caltles, woods, and hills, with purple 
ray. 
So fair a Jandfeape charny’d the wondering 
knight; 
And eke the breath of morning freth and fweet 
Infpir’d his jocund fpirit with delight, 
Aud eafe of heart for foft perfurafion mect. 
“Then him the traitor bafe “gan fair entreat, 
And from the rock as downward they deicend, 
Of that bleft lond his praifes ’gan repeat, 
‘Till he him moved hath with him to t} wend ; 
So to the billowy fhore their haity march they 
bend. 


‘There in a painted bark ail trim and gay, 

Whofe faits full glad cembrac’d the wanton wind. 

"There fat a ftranger §$ wight in quaint array, 

‘That feem’d uf various garbs |||] attone combin’d, 

Of Europe, Afric, eaft and weftern Inde. 

Als round about him many creatures flood, 

Of feveral nations and of divers kind, [dow’d. 

Apes, ferpents, birds with human fpeech e 
And monfters of the iand, and wonders of the 

flood. 


He was to weet a mighty traveller, 
Who curiofity thereafter (¥ hight 














* Fairy. f Befeemetd, 

}$ Difcourfe, or argument.  § Might, valour. 
}) Proper, fit. § Rather. 

** Reach’d, tt Hardly. 

$i Togo. §§ Man or cvomar, 
WY Tegetber. 4G Was called, 
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And well he knew each coafand harbour £7, 
‘And every nation’s latitude and fite, 

And how td fteer the wand :ring bre aright. 

So to him ftrait the falfe en ‘ountér bore, 

And with him likewife teought the red-crofs 
knight . . 

Then fairly him befought to waft them o’er ; 

Swift flew the dauncing bark, and reach’d the ad- 

verfe fhore. 


‘There when they landed were, them ran to 
A bevy bright o. damfels gent and gay, [greet 
Who with foft fmiles and falutation fweet, 
And courteous violence would force them fay, 
And reft them in their bower not far away $ 
‘Their bower that moft luxurioufly was * dight 
With all the dainties of air, earth, and fea, 
All that mote pleafe the tafte and charm the 
fight, [bright. 
The pleature of the board, and charm of beauty 


Als might he therein hear a mingled found 
Of feaft and foug and laughing jollity, 
That in the noife Was all diftin@ion drown’d 
Of graver fenfe, or mufic’s harmony. 
Yet were there fome in that blithe company 
‘That aptly could difcourfe of virtuous lore, 
Of manners, wifdom, and found policy ; 
Yet + nould they often ope their facred ftore, 
Ne might their voice be heard mid riot and uproar. 


Thereto the joys of idlenefs and love, 

And luxury, that befots the nobleft mind, 

And cnftom prevalent at diftance drove 

All fenfe and relish of a higher kind, 

Whereby the foul to virtue is refin’d. 

Inftead whereof the arts of flavery 

Were ianght, of flavery perverfe and blind, 

at vainly boats her native liberty, (tony. 
wears the chains of pride, of Juft, and glut- 





ich the red-crofs knight right well aware, 

in no wife agree with them to go, 
their with courtly glee their leader fair, 

{ Hight Politeffa him did kindly woo. > 
But all was falfe pretence and hollow fhow, 
Faife as the flowers which to their breaits they 

ty’d, 
Or thofe which feemed in their cheeks to glow, 
For both were falfe, and not by nature dy’d, 
Falfe rivals of the fpring, and beauty’s rofy pride, 


Then from behind them ftraightway "gan addi 
An uncouth ftripling quaintly habited, fwaunce 
‘As for fome revel mafk, or antic daunce, 
All chequer’d o'cr with yellow, blue, and red; 
Als in a vizor black he fhrouds his head, 

‘The which he toffed to and fro amain, 
And § eft his lathy falchion brandithed, 
As if he meant fierce batcle to || darrain, 

And like a wanton ape eft fkipp’d he on the plain, 
And eft about him fikip’d a gaudy throng 
Of youthful gatiants, frolic, trim, and gay, 
Chanting in carelefs notes their amorous fong, , 
Match’d with like carelefs guefts, like amorous 

play. 
Als were they gorgeous, drefs’d in rich array, 





* Adorned, fet forth. + Would not. 
+ Called. § Often. fl Atsompt. 
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And 4vell accep ed of that female train, 
‘Who heartete joy and mirth devoted aye, 
. Each prow'd lc re receive without difdain, 
And part without cgret from each late favour'd 
* fwain. 


And now they do accord in wanton daunce 

‘Lo join their hands upon the flowery plain; 

The whilcs with amorous Icer and cyes afkaunce 

Each damfel fires with love her glowing fwain ; 

Till, alt impaticnt of the tickling pain, 

In fudden laughter forth at once they break, 

And ending fo their daunce, each tender twain 

To thady bowérs forthwith themfelves beta: 
Deep hid in myrtle groves, befide a filver lak 





‘Thereat the redecrofs knight was much ei- 
mov'd, 

And ’gan his heart with indignation fwell, 
‘To view in forms fo made to be helov’d, 
Ne faith, ne truth, ne heavenly virtue dwell; 
But luft inftead, and falfehood, child of hell; 
And glutton floth, and love of gay attire: 
And footh to fay, them well could parallel 
‘Their lufty * paramours in vain detirc ; 

‘Well fitted to each dame was every gallant fquire. 


Yet when their fovercign calls them forth to 
arms, {vere, 
Their fovereign, whofe ¢ behefts they moit re- 
Right wifely can they menage war's alarms, 
And wield with valour great the martial {pear, 
So chat thelr naiie is dreaded far and shear. 
Oh! that for liberty they fo did fight! 
Then need not fairy-land their prowefs fear, 
fe give in charge to her adventurous knight 
Their frigndhhip to beware, and fenie-deluding 
eight, 


But not for liberty they wagen war, 
But folely to t aggrate their mighty lord, 
For whom their deareft blood they nillen § {pare, 
When fo him lifteth-draw the conquering {word ; 
So is that idol vain of them ador’d, 
Who ne with might beyond his meaneft thrall 
Enducd, ne with {uperior wifdom Ror'd, 
Sees at his fect prottrated millions full, 

And With ruligious drcad obey his princely call. 


‘Th-reto fo high and ftately was his port, 

That all the py tty kings him tore envy’d, 

And would him imitate in any fort, 

‘With all the mimic pageantry of pride, 

And worfhip’d be like him, and deify’d, 

OF courtly fycophants and || caitif’s vile, 

Who to thofe fervices themfelves apply'd 

And in that fchool of fervitude erewhile (guile. 
Had Jearn’d to bow, and grin, and flatter, and be- 














For to that femipary of fathions v 
The rich and noble from al. parts re 







par gent and debonair, 

¢ fuch fembl. 
And, deenting meanly of their native loud, 
Their own rough virtues taey difdain to wear, 
And back returning dreft-by foreign hon, 

Ne ozher matter care, ne other underitond. 














* Lovers. 


1 Plea. 
§ Will net. 
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Wherefore th’ enchaunter vile, who fore was 
griev'd 

To ite the knight rejeét thofe damfels BY, 

Whcrewith he thought him fure to have de~ 
ceiv’d, 

Was minded to that court him to convey, 

And daze his cyen with majefty’s bright ray: 

So to a ftately caftle he him brought, 

Which in the midft of a great garden lay, 

And wifely was by cunning craftefmen wrought, 

And with all riches deck’d furpafling human 

thought. 


‘Vere underneath a funtptuous canopy, 
‘Phat with bright ore and diaryonds glitter’d far, 
Sate the fwoln form of royal * farquedry, ~ 
And deem’d itlelf + allgates fome creature rare, 
While its own haughty ftate it mote compare 
With the bafe countenance of the vaffal fry, 
‘That feem’d to have nor eye, nor tongue, nor 
Nc any fenfe, ne any faculty, fears 
‘That did not to his throne owe fervile miniftry. 


Yet wift he not that half that homage.low 

Was at a wizard’s fhrine in private pay’d, 

The which conducted all that goodly fhow, 

And ashe lit th’ imperial puppet play’d, 

By fecret fprings and wheels right wifely made, 

That he the fubtle wires mote not ¢ avize, 

But deem in footh that alt he did or faid, 

From his own motion and free grace did rife, 
And that he juftly hight immortal, great, and wife, 


And cke to cach of that fame gilded train, 

‘That meckly round that lordly throne did 
itand, 

Was by that wizard ty’d a magic chain, 

Whercby their aGions all he mote command, 

And rule with hidden influence the land, 

Yet to his lord he outwardly did bend, 

And thofc fame magic chains within his hand 

Did feem to place, albeit by the end 

He heid them faft, that none them from his gripe 

mote rend. 


He was to weet an old and wrinkled mage, 
Deep read in all the arts of policy, 
And from experience grown fo crafty fage, 
That none his fecret counfels mote defery, 
Ne fearch the mines of his deep fubtlety. 
Theretg fair peace he lov'd and cherith’d 5 
id promote, and indultry, 

eby the vulgar were in quiet fed, 

And the proud lords in eafe and plenty wallowed. 
















Thence ail the gorgeous {plendonr of the court, 
§ Sith the fole bufineis of the rich and great, 
Was to that hope-built tempie to refort, 
And round their earthly god in glory wait, 
Who, with their pride to fwell his royal ftate, 
Did pour large fums of gold on every one, 
Brovgat him by herpies fell, him to aggrate, 
And torn from peaiants viie, beneath the throne, 
Who Jay deep funk in earth, and inwardly did 
groan. 











Behold, fays Archimage, the envy’d height 
Of hunian grandeur to the gods ally’d! 





* Divide. 
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” Behold you fun of power, whofe glorious light, 
O’er this rejoicing land ont-beaming wide, 
Calls up thofe princely flowers on every fide ; 
Which like the painted daughters of thé plain 
Ne toil, ne fpin, ne {tain their filken pride 
With care, or forrow, fith withouten pain, 

Theni in eternal joy thofe heavenly beams main- 

tain. 


‘Them moth and evening joy eternal greets, 
And for them thoufands and ten thoufands * moil, 
Gathering from land and ocean honied fweets 
For them who is foft indolence the while 
And flumbering peace enjoy the Jufcious {poil ; 
And as they view around the careful bees 
+ Forefpent with labour and inceffant toil, 
‘With the {weet contrait learn themfelves to 
pleafe, 
And heighten by compare the luxury of eafe. 


Ungenerous man, quoth then the fairy knight, 
‘That can rejoice to fee another's woe! 
And thou, unworthy of that glory bright, 
‘Wherewith the gods have deck’d thy princely 
‘That doth on floth and gluttony beftow [brow, 
‘The hard-earn’d fruits of induftry and pain, 
And to the dogs the Iabourer’s morfel throw, 
Unmindful of the hand that fow'd the grain, 
‘The poor carth-trodden root of all thy yreatnefs 
vain. 


O foul abufe of facred majefty, 
‘That boafteth her fair felf from heaven y-fprong ! 
‘Where are the marks of thy divinity ? 
‘Truth, mercy, juftice fteady, bold and ftrong, 
‘To aid the meek, and curb oppreflive wrong? 
‘Where is the care and love of public good, 
‘That to the people's father doth belong? 
. Where the vice-gerent of that bountcous God, 
Who bids difpenfe to all, what he for all beftow’d ? 


Pwell’ft thou not rather, like the prince of hell, 

Ip Pandimonium full of ugly fiends? 

Difimulation, difcord, malice fell, 

Recklefs ambition, that right onward $ wends, 

Though his wild march o’erthrow both fame 
and friends, 

And virtue and his country; crooked guile, 

Obliquely creeping to his treacherous ends, 

And flattery, curs’d affaffin, who the while 

He holds the murderous knife, can fawn, and kifs, 

and finile. be 


‘Then *gan he ftrait nsivail the mirror bright, 
"The which fair § Una gave him heretofore, 
Ere he as yet, with {| Paynim foe to fight, 
For foreign land had left his native fhore. 
This in his careful breaft he always bore, 
And on it oft would caft his wary eye; 
For it by magic framed was of yorc, 
So that no falfchood mote it well wbye, 

But it was plainly fecn, or fearfully did fy. 


"This on'that gay affembly did he turn, 
And faw confounded quite the gaudy fcene ; 


t Quite fpent. 
Sco BAA. Fairy 





“* Work bard. 
$ Goes. 
§ Una in Spenfer reprefents Truth. 
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Saw the clofe fire that inward} dia burs, 
And wafte the throbbing cart with, {7 -ret 
* teen; iE - 
Saw bafe dependence in the j aughty mien 
Of lords and princes; faw te magic chain 
‘That each did wear, but deem’d he wore unfeen, 
That whiles with count’zaunce glad he hid his 
pain, [fwain. 
And homage did require from each poor lowly 


And though to that old mage they louted down, 
Yet did they dearly with for his decay : 
Als trembled he, and aye upon the throne 
Of his great lord his totterring fteps did flay, 
And oft behind him fkulk’d for great difmay ; 
Als fhook the throne, when fo the villain crew, 
‘That underneath opprefs'd and groveling lay, 
Impatient of the grievous burthen grew, 

And loudly for redrefs and liberty did fue. 


‘There mote he likewife fee a ribbald train 

OF dancers, broiderers, flaves of luxnry, 

Who caft o'er ail thofe lords and ladies vain 

‘A veil of femblaunce fair, and rickeft dye, 
‘That none their inward bafenefs mote defcry. 
But nought was hidden frem that mirrour 






right, : 
Which when falf? Archimago *gan efpy, 
He feared for himfelf, and warn'd the knight, 
From fo deteited place to makén fpcedy flight. 


So on he pated, till be comen hath 
Toa fmall river, that full flow did glide, 
As it uneath mote find its watry path 
For ftones and rubbith, that did choak its tide, 
So lay the mouldcring piles on every fide, 
Seem'd there a goodly city once had been, 
Albeit now fallen were her royal pride, 
Yet mote her ancient greatuefs ftill be feen, 
Stil] from her ruins proy’d the world's imperial 
queen. 


For the rich {poil of all the continents, 


The boaft of art and nature there was brought, ‘ 


Corinthian brafs, Egyptian monuments, 

With hieroglyphic fculptures all inwrought, 
And Parian marbles, by Greek artifts taught 
‘Lo counterfeit the forms of heroes old, 

And fer before the eye of fober thought os _ 
s, Homer, and Alcidey bold. [told. 
and many more that may not here be 





‘There in the middeft of a ruin’d pile, 

That feem'd a theatre of circuit vaft, 

Where thoufands might be feated, he erewhile 
Difcover’d hath an uncouth trophy plac'd; 
Seem’d a huge heap ‘of ftone together caft 






Urns, broken freeze 
And pedettals with 
Embois'd, and pillars he 


agery 
ily porphyry. 


Alof: oa this Rtrange bafis was + ypight 
With girlonds gay adorn'd a golden chair, 
In which ave fmiling with felf-bred delight, 
In carelefs pride reclin’d a lady fair, 








* Paing anguif. 


$ Plesed, 


ON THE ABUSE OF TRAVELLING. 


sevt~{olt mat + Yet her idle ear 


"The which with ileafure fo did her enthral, 

‘That for aught ¢ fe fhe had but little care, 

For wealth, or fmae, or honour feminal, 
Gr gentle love, fole king of pleafures natural. 


Als by her fide, in richeft robes array’d, 

An eunuch fate, of vifage pale and dead, 

Unfeemly paramour for royal maid! 

Yet him the courted oft and honoured, 

And oft would by her place in princely * fed, 

‘Though from the dregs of earth he fpringen 
were, 

And oft with regal crowns fhe deck’d his head, 

And oft, to footh her vain and foolifh ear, 

She bade him the great names of mighty + Kefars 

bear. 7 


‘Thereto hetfelf a pompots title bore, 
For the was vain of her great anceftry, 
But vainer ftill of that prodigious ftore 
Of arte and learning, which the vaunts to lie 
In the rich archives of her treafary. 
'Thefe the to ftrangers oftentimes would fhow, 
With grave demean and folemn vanity, 
‘Vhen proudly claim as to her, merit due, 
‘The venerable praife and title of Verti. 


Vertii the was t yclept, and held her court 

With outward shows of pomp and majefty, 

‘To which nathelefs few others did relort, 

But men of bafe and vulgar indutftry. 

Or fuch perdy as of them cozen’d he, 

Mimes, fidlers, pi ers, eunuchs fqucaking fine, 

Paiuters and ers, fons of mafonry, 

‘Who well could meafure with the rule and line, 
And all the orders five right craftily define. 








But other fill of eunning architeat, 
How to contrive the houle for dwelling beft, 
With felf-fufficient fcorn they wont neglect, 
As correfponding with their purpofe leatt ; 

* And herein be they copied of the reft, 
Who aye pretending love of feience fair, 
And generous purpole to adorn the breait 
‘With liberal arts, to Vertu’s court repair, 

Yet nought but tunes and names, und coins away 

do bear. 


For long, to vifit her once-honour’d feat 
The ftudious fons of learning have forbore : 
‘Who whilom thither ran with pilgrim feet 
Her venerable reliques to adore, 
And load their bofom with the facred ftore, 
Whereof the world large treafare yet enjoys. 
But § fithence the declin’d trom wifdom’s lore, 
They left her to difplay her pompous toy's 

To virtuofi vain, and wonder-gaping boys. 


Forthy to her a numerous train doth |{ "long 
Of ufhers in her court well prattifed, 

Who aye about the monied ttranger throng, 

* Offering, with fhows of courteous § bountihed, 


ee 


* Seat or place. 
} Emperors. 
+ Called or named, 
§ Since. 
| Belong. 
Gcod-nature or civility, 


48s. 


Him through the rich apartments all to kead, 
And fhow him all the wonders of her-ftate, - 
Whofe names and price they wifely can “ areed, 
And tell of coins e old and modern date, 

And pictures falfe and true right well diferiminate. 


Als are they named after him, whofe tongue 
Shook the di¢tator in his curute chair, | 
Andthundering through the Roman fenate,rung 
His bold Phillippicks in Antonius’ ear 5 
‘Which when the fairy heard, he figh’d full dear, 
And, cafting round his quick difcerning eye, 
‘At every + deal he dropt a nauly tear, 
As he the ftately buildings mote defcry, 

Baths, theatres, and fanes, in mouldering frag~ 

ments lic. 


And, oh! imperial city! then he faid, 
How art thou tumbled from thine Alpine 
throne! 
Whercon, like Jove on high Olympus’ head, 
Thou fittedit erft unequa\'d and alone, [knowa: 
And madeft through the world thy greatnofe 
While from the weiiern ifles, to Indus’ fhore, 
From feven-mouth’d Nilus, to the frozen Don, 
‘Thy ieee bolts the ftrong pounc’d cagle 
ore, : 
And taught the nations round thy fafces to adore, 


And doth among thy reliques nought remain, 

No little portion of that haughty fpright, 

Which made thee whilom fcorn {oft pleafure’s 
chain, 

And in free virtue place thy chief delight, 

Whereby through ages fhone thy glory bright? 

And is there nought remaining to confoun 

“rhofe who, regardlefs of thy woeful plight, 

With idle wonder view thy ruins round, 

And without thought furvey thy memorable 

wound ? 


Arife, thou genuine Cicero, and declare 

That all thele mighty ruins {catter’d wide 

‘The fepulchres of Roman virtue were, 

And trophics vaft of luxury and pride, 

Thole fell difeafes whereof Rome erft dy’d. 

And do you then with vile mechanic thought 

Your courfe, ye fons of fairy, hither guide, 

‘That ye thofe gay refinements may be taught, 
Which liberty’s fair lond to fhame and chraldom 

brought? $ 


Let Rome thofe vaffal arts now meanly boaft, 

Which to her vanquifh’d thrails the erft refign’d; 

Ye who enjoy that freedom fhe'aias loft, 

‘That great prerogative of human-kind, 

Clofe to your hearts the precious jewel bind, 

And learn the rich poffeffion to maintain, 

Learn virtue, juttice, conftancy of mind, 

Not to be mov’d by fear or pleafure’s trains 
Be thefe your arts, ye brave; thefe oniy are bu- 

mane. 


‘As he thus fpake, th’ enchaunter half afham’d 
Wilt not what fitting anfwer to devife, 








* Relate or declare. Thsfe under fort of antiquariesy 
who go about with rangers to foow them the antigui ; 
tits, We. of Rome, are called Ciceroni. J 

+ At every burn, every now and then, 
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~ Als was his caitive heart well nigh inflam’d, But he was harden’d and ren orfelefs ran, 
By that fame knight fo virtuous, brave, and Through pratice old of vill’ ny ap*Vice ; 
wife, So to his former wiles he tuy 1s him foon, 
‘That long he doubts him farther to entife. As in another place hereafter fuall be fhown. - 











EDUCATION. A POEM. 


WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF THE STYLE AND MANNER OF SPENSER’S FAERY 
; QUEEN, 


INSCRIBED TO LADY LANGHAM, WIDOW OF SIR JOHN LANGHAM, BARONET. 
 Urum fludium veré liberale eft, quod liberum facit. Hoc fapientiz ftudium eft, fublime, forte, 


“ megnanimuni : cxtera pufilla et pueritia funt—Plus feirc velle quirh fit fatis intemperantia: genes 
“ eft, Quid, quod ifta libcralium artiam confedtatio molcttos, verbofos, intempettivos, fibi placentes 















“ facit, ct ideo non dicentes neceffaria, quia fitpervacua didicerunt.”* Sen. Ev. 88. 
9 coopry difciplinc ! from heaven yforong ! CANTO TL. 

Parent of fcience, queen of arts refin'd ! : ARGUMENT. 

‘To whom the graces, and the nine belong : ‘The knight, as to * Padia’s houe 

O! hid thofe graces, in fair chorus join’ He his young fon camer 

With cach bright virtue that adorns the mind ! Is aid by Cuftom ; with him fights, 


O bid the mufes, thine harmonious train, And his vain pride difdays. 

rine by thy aid erft humaniz'd mankind, A Gente knight there was, whofe noble deeds 

Infpeét, disect, and moratize the ftriin, , O¥er fairy land by fame were blazen’d round ; * 
That doth eifay to teach thy treafures how to gain! For warlike enterprife, aad fage + arceds 






And thou, whofe sand maternal care, Among the chief alike was he renown’d ; 

‘The fubhivute of enly Providence, Whence with the marks of higheft honours 
With tendereit love my orphan life did rear, crown’d a 

And train me up to manly flrength and fenfe ; By Gloriana, in domeftic peace, 


J a 
Wich mildef awe, and virtuous iaflucuce, ‘That port, to which the wife are ever bound, 
Dire&ting my unprastis'd wayward feet He anchor’d was, and chang’d the toffing feas 
‘fo the {mooth walks of truth and innocence; | Of buftiing bufy life, for calm fequefter'd eafe. 
Where happinefs heart-felt, contentment fweet, 








oe ta Ur . There in domeftic virtuc rich and great, 
Philofophy divine, aye hold their bleft retreat. As erit in public, ‘mid his wide donuin, a 
Thou, moft belov'd,moft honour'd,moftrever'd! Long in primeval patriarchal ftate, 
Accept this verfe, to thy large merit due! ‘The lord, the judge, the father of the plain, 
And blame me not, if, by eath tye endcar’d, He dwelt ; and with him, in the golden chain 
EH nature, gratitude, and friendthip true, Of wedded faith ylink’d, a matron fage 
he whiles this moral thefis I purtue, Aye dwelt ; fweet partner of his joy and pain, 
And trace the plan of goodly * nurture o'er, Sweet charmer of his youth, friend of his age, 
1 bring thy fodest virtues into view 5 Skili’d to improve his blifs, his forrows to affuage. 


And proudly boufl that from thy precious fore, ee ets 
- Which crit enrich’d my heast, 1 drew this facred | fro" this fit anion, not of fordid gain, 
; 
a ‘True fource of lineal virtue, fprung a train 


And thus, I ween, thus thall I bett repay O7 youthsand virgins ; like the beatteous grove, 





‘The valued gifts, thy careful love bettow'd ; Which round the temple of Olympic Jove, . 
If, imitating thee, well as I may, Begirt with youthful bloom the ¢ parent tree, 
i labour to diffufe th’ important good, The facred olive ; whence old Elis wove ct 
‘Till this great truth by all be underftood, ‘ —_— 
« That ail the pious duties which we owe, * Pedic iz a Greck word, fignifying education. 
“ Our parents, friends, cur conntry, and our F Avecds, counfels. 

so } Parent tree, the facred olive.] This tree grew 
« The f 


of every virtuc here below, in the Altis, or facred grove of Olympic Jupiter at 
ine alone, and carly culture, grow.” ; Olympia, baving, as the Eleans pretended, been origi~ 

_— | nally planted there by Hergules, It was efleemed facred, 
* Nurture, Education * ond from that were taken the Olympic crowns. 


% From difcipli 
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den yegrant crgwns of peacefal viGory, 
The? Ss ignsot ‘old ftrength and fwift activity. 
So round their n ble parents goodly rofe 
» !Thofe generous {cyons: they with watchful care 
Still, as the fwelling paffions ’gan difclofe 
‘The buds of future virtues, did prepare 
With prudent culture the young fhoots to rear: 
And aye in this endearing pious toil 
‘They by a ¢ palmer fage inftructed were, 
‘Wo from deep thought and ftudious fearch 
erewhile {foil. 
Had learnt to mend the heart, and till the human 


For by celeftiat wifdom whilom led {mind, 
Through all th’ apartments of th” immortal 
He view d the fecret flores, and mark’d the } 
‘To judgment, wit, and memory affign’d; [fted 
And how fenfation and reflection join’d 
‘To fill with images her darkfome grotte, 
Where, variouflly disjointed ar combin'd, 
As reafon, fancy, or opinion wrought, 

‘Their various mafks they play’d, and fed her pen- 

five thought. 


|| Alfe through the fields of fcience had he ftray'd 
With eager fearch, and fent his piercing eye 
‘Through cach learn'd fchoal, each philofophic 
fhade, 

Where truth and virtue erft were deem’d to lie; 
It haply the fair vagrants he § mote fpy, 
Or hear the mufic of their charming lore : 
But all unable there fo fatisty 
His curious foul, he turn'd him to explore 

‘Fhe facred writ of faith; to learn, believe, adore. 


‘Thence foc profefe’d of falfehood and deceit, 
‘Thofe fly artificers of tyranny, 
Lh re holding op store uncertain feet 
is faithful light t6 knowledge, liberty, 
Mankind he led, to civil policy, 
And mild religion’s charitable law ; 
‘That, fram’e by mercy and benignity 
The perfecuting {word forbids to draw, 
And free-created fouls with penul terrors awe. 


** Ne with the glorious gifts clate and vain 
Lock'd he his wifdom up in churlith pride 
ut, ftooping from his height, would even deign 
he feeble fteps of infancy to guide. 
Eternal glory him therefore betide, 
Let every generous youth his praife nroclaim; 
‘Who, wandering through the worla’s rude f- 
. reft wide, 
By, him hath been y- t his courfe to frame 
To virtue’s fweet abodes, and heavin-upiri: g 
fame $ 
For this the fairy knight with 
And fond paternal care, his cou 
‘And him of gentle courtefy befoug 
His guidance to vouchfafe and fri 
The while his tender offsprin,: he 
Through devious paths to that ive re retreat ; 
Where fage Padia, with each tunetui w.a:d, 
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On a wide mount had fix’d her rural feat, _ 
”M.d flowery gardens plac’d, untrad by vulgar feet. 


And now forth-pacing with his blooming heir, 
And that fame virtuous palmer them to guide; 
Arm’d all to point, and on a courfer fair * 
Y-mounted high} in military pride, 

His little train before be flow did ride. 

Him eke behind a gentle fquire * enfues, a 
With his young lord aye matching fide by fides 
His counfellour and guard, in goodly + thews, 

Who wellbad been brought up, and nurs’d by every 

mufe. 


‘Thus as their pleafing journey they purfued, 
‘With cheerful argument beguiling pain: 
Ere long defcending from an hill they view’d 
Beneath their eyes out-ftretch’d a fpacious plain, 
That fruitful fow'd, and apt for every grain, 
For paftures, vines, and fowers; whilg naturg 
fair 

Sweet-fmiling allaround with countenance fain 
Seem’d to demand the tiller’ art and: care, 

Her wildnefs to correét, her lavith wafte repair. 


Right good, | ween, and bounteous was the foil 
Aye wont in happy feafon to repay 
With tenfold ufury the peafant’s toil. 
But now ’twas ruin all, and wild decay ; 
Untill’d the garden and the fallow lay, 
‘The theep fhorne down with barren | brakes 
o’er-grown . 

‘The whiles the merry peafunts fport and play, 
All as the public evil were unknown, 

Or every public care from every breaft was flowns. 


Aftonifh’d at a {cene at once fo fair 

And fo deform’d ; with wonder and delight 

At man’s negleé, and nature’s bounty rare, 

In fudious thought a while the fairy knight 

Bent on that goodly § lond his eager fight : 

‘Then forwaee rufh’d, impatient to deicry 

What townsand caftlesthere-in were ¥ empights 

For towns him fecm’d, and caitles he did {py, 
As toth’ horizon round he ftretch’d his roaming 

eye. 


Nor Jong way had they travell’d, ere they came 
To a wide ftream, that with tumultous roar. 
Amongft rude rocksits winding courfe did frames 
Black was the wave and fordid, cover’d o’er 
With angry foam, and ftain’d with infants’ gore. 
‘Trereto along th’ unlovely margin food | ~ 
A Dirchen grove, that waving from the fhore, © 
‘Aye caft upon the tide its falling bud, : 
And with its bitter juice empoifon’d all the fload. 


Right in the centre of the vale empight, 
Not diftant far a forked mountain rofe ; 
In outward form prefenting to the fight 
‘Vhat fum'd Parnafian hill, on whofe fair browg 
‘The Nine Aonian Sifters wont repofe ; : 
Litening to fweet Caftalia’s founding ftream, < 
Which ih-ovgh the plains of Cirrha murmuring 
flow: 
Bet this to thet c ’d more juftly feem 
Ne fitting haunt for gods, ne worthy man’s efteerg.’ * 
+ Thew:, manners, 
| Brakes, briars, ~ 
4 Enpight, places 
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‘or this ner founded deep, nor fpredden wide, 

‘Mor high up-rais'd above the level plain, 

By toiling art through tedious years a plied, 
‘rom various parts compil'd with fludious pain, 

> "Was * ert up-thrown ; if {it mote attain, 
Like that poctic mountain, to be t hight 
‘The noble feat of learning's goodly train. 
Thereto, the more to captivate the fight, 

{t like a garden fair moft curioufly was + dight, 


In figur'd plots with leafy walls inclos’d, 
By meafure and by rule it was out-lay’d ; 
With fymmetry fo regular difpos’d, 
‘That plot to plot Gill anfwer'd, fhade to thade ; 
Each correfpondent twain alike array’d 
‘With like embellithments of plants and flowers, 
Of flatues, vafes, fpouting founts, that play'd 
Through fhelis of Tritons. their afcending 
thowers, fers. 
And labyrinths involv’d, and trelice-woven-bow- 
‘There likewife mote he feen on every fide 
‘The yew obedient to the planter’s will, 
And thapely box of all their branching pride 
Ungently thorne, and with prepolteroas {kill 
‘To various beats and birds of fandry quill [fize ; 
‘Transform’d, and human fhapes of monttrous 
pege as that giant-race, who, hill on hill [prize, 
High-heaping, foughy with impious vain [Ler 
Delpiteof thundering jove tofcale the fteepy tkies, 
Alle other wonders of the fportive thears 
Fair nature mif-adorning there were found: 
Globes, fpiral columns, pyramids and piers 
With {prouting urnsand budding ftatuescrown'ds 
And horizontal dials on the ground 
In living box by cunning aztilts trac’d 5 
* And ‘allies trim, on ne ong voyage bound, 
But by their rots there ever anchor 'd faft {blaft. 
§ All were their bellyiag fails out-fprcad to every 
O'er all appear’d the mountain’s forked brows 
With terraffes on terraffes up-thrown ; 
And all along arrang’d in order’d rows, 
And vifto’s broad, the velvet flopes adown 
‘The ever-verdant trees of Daphne fhone. 
But, aliens to the clime, and brought of old 
From Latian plains, and Grecian Helicon, 
They fhrunk and languith’d in a foreign mold, 
By changeful fummers ftarv’d, and pinch’d by 
¥ winter's cold, 
. Amid this verdant grove with folemn fate, 
On golden thrones of antique form reclin'd, 
In mimic majeit} nine virgins fate, 
An features various, as unlike in mind; 
Alfe boatted they themfelves of heavenly kind, 
And to the fu ‘arnaflian nymphs allied ; 
‘Thence round their brows the Delphic bay they 
twin'd, 
And matching wit 
Oer every learned {ch 
fide. 
In antique garhs ; 
* By Greek and Ron 
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Of various woofs, and var: 

With tints of every hae, w: y 

And here and there ambitio fly difflay’d 

A purpie shred of fome ric] Tobe, prepar’d 

Exit by the mufes o'er the Aonian maid, . - 

To deck great Tullius or the Mantuan bard; 
Which o’er each motley veit with gacouth fplen- 

dor glar’d, 

And well their outward vefture did exprelg 

‘The bent and habit of their inward mind, 

Affecting wifdom's antiquated drefs, 

And ufages by time caft far behind. 

Thence, t® the charms of younger fcience blind, 

The cuftoms, laws, the learning, arts and phrafe 

Of their own countries they with fcorn declin’d; 

Ne facred truth herfelf would they embrace, 
Unwarranted, unknewn in their fore-fathers’ days. 


‘Thus ever backward cafting their furvey ; 

"to Rome’s old ruins and the groves forlorn; 
Of elder Athens, which in profpect lay [turn 
Stretch’d out beneath the mountain would they 
Their bufy fearch, and o’er the rubbith mourn. 


















‘Then, gathering up with fuperttitious care 

Each Jitile crap, however foul or torn, 

In grave harang ey boldly would declare, 
This Ennies, Varr is the Stag:rite did wear. 








F naraes ot venerable found, 
While o'er the world they ftretch'd their awful 


rod; 

Through all the provinées of learning own’d 

For teachers of whate'er is wife and . 

Alfe from cach region to their * dra bode 

Came youth unnumber’d, crowding al} to tafte 

The ftreams-of science ; which united flow’d 

Adown the mount, from nine rich fources caft; 
And to the vale below in ong tude torrent pais’d. 





O’er every fource, protedtreis of the ftream, 
Ore of thoi virgin fitters a prefide ; 
Who, dignifying wich her noble name 
Her proper flood, aye pour’d into the tide 
‘The Real vapours oi icholaftic pride 
Defpotical and abjeét, bold and blind, 
Yierce in debate, and forward to decide 3 
Vain love of praife, with adulation join’d, 
And difingenuous feorn, and impotence of mind. 


Extending from the hill on every fide, 

In circuit vaft a verdant valley fpread ; 

Acrofs whofe uniform flat bofom glide 

Ten thoufand ftreams, in winding mazes led, 

By various fluices from one common head; 

A turbid mals of waters, vaft, profound, 

Hight of philology the lake; and fed 

By that rude torrent, which with roaring found 

Came tumbling from the hill, and flow’d the level 
round. - . 

And every where this fpacious valley o’er, 

Fatt by cach ftre: s feen a numerous throng 

Cf beardlefs ftr. birch-czown’d fhore, 

By nurfes, gua: hers, drage’d along: 

Wha, helplefs, meek, nd innocent of wrong, 

Were torn relugtant from the tender fide 

Of their fond mothers, and by + faitours ftrong, 

















adfil. — + FPaitours drcr, from faire, 
deed, scramenly fed by Spenfer in a bad finj. 
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. Who, for their various merit erft renown'd, 
In this bright fane of glory fhrines of honour found. 


On thefe that royal dame her ravith'd cyes 
‘Would often feaft, and everas the fpy'd 
Forth from the ground the lengthening ftruc- 
. ture rife 
With new-plac’d ftatues deck'd on every fide, 
‘Her parent-breaft would {well with generous 
ride. 

And now with her in that fequefter’d plain, 
‘The knight awhile conftraining to abide, 
She to the fairy youth with pleafure fain 

"Thofe fculptur’d chiefs did thew, and their great 

lives explain. 


* FATHER FRANCIS’S PRAYER. 
Written in Lord Weftmoreland’s hermitage. 


Nr gay attire, ne marhle-hall, 

Ne arched roof, ne pidtur’d wall; bs 
Ne cook of Fraunce, ne dainty board, 
Beltow’d with pyes of perigord ; 

Ne power, ne fuch like idle fancies, 
Sweet Agnes grant to Father Francis; 
Let me ne more myfelf deccive ; 

Ne more regret the toys I leave 5 i 
‘The world I quit, the proud, the vain, 
Corruption’s and ambition’s train; 

But not the good, perdie, nor fair, 
*Gainft them I make ne vow, ne prayers 
But fuch aye weleome to my cell, 

And oft, not always twith me dwells 
‘Then caft, fweet faint, a circle round, 
And blefs from fools this holy ground; 
From all the foes to worth and truth, 
From wanton old, and homely youth; 


OF G WEST. . 


The gravely dull, and pertly pay; ‘ 
Oh banith thefe, and, by my fay, 
Right well I ween that in this age, 


-} Mine houfe fhall prove an hermitage. 
: 4 


AN INSCRIPTION ON THE CELL. 


Beneath thefe mofs-grown roots, this ruitic cell, , 
‘Truth, liberty, content, fequefter’d dwell 
Say, you who dare our hermitage difdain, 
What drawing-room can boaft fo fair a train? 


. AN INSCRIPTION IN THE CELL. “ 


Sweet bird, that fing’ft on yonder {pray, 
Purfue unharm’d thy fylvan lay; 5 
While I beneath this breezy shade, 

In peace repofe my carelefs head; .. - 
And joining thy enraptur’d fong, 

Inftrué the world-enamour’d, throng 
‘That the contented harnilefs breait 

In folitude itfelf is bleft. 


INSCRIPTION ON A SUMMER-HOUSE 


BELONGING TO MR. WEST, AT WICKHAM, 1 
KENT. 


(An imitation of Aufenius, © Ad Villam.”) 
Nor wrapt in fmoky London's fulphurous clouds 
And not far diftant, ftands my rural cot: 


Neither obnoxious to intruding crowds, 
Nor for the good and friendly too remote; 


And when too much repofe brings on the {pleen, 
Or the gay city’s idle pleafures cloy ; 
Swift ds my changing with, I change the feene; 
And now the country, now the town enjoy: ;_ 
4 
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THE je : 
INSTITUTION 
OF THE 


ORDER OF THE GARTER; 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 


ane 
-Lebtos ex omnibus Oris 

Evebis ; © meritum, non qua cunabula quarit, 

Et qualisy non unde futus : Jub tefle benigno 

Vivitur ; egregios invitant pramia mores, Crave, 


HONI[ SOIT QUI MAL Y PENSE. 
See eens eee 





“DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Enwarp the Third, King of England, &c, 
» Parurpea, Queen of England, &c, 
. Epwarp, Prince of Wales. 
Joun, * King of France, &c. 
Genius of England, 
Srinits, 2 Bards, 
Druids. 
Heralds, Attendants, &c. 


SCENE, 
Windfor Park, with a Profpedt of the Cattle, 


. 
Flourifh of arial mufc af a diftance, after which the fol- 
* lowing verfes are fing inthe air by Spirits, while the 
Genius of Engaaid defiends, 
! Firft Spirit. 
Hitmen, all ye heav’nly pow’rs, 
From your empyreal bow’rs ; 
From the fields for ever gay, 
“From the ftar-pav'd milky way, 





* The Order of the Garter rvas inffituled of St. 
George's day, the 23d of April 1 3580. King Fobn came 
éato England in 1359,  bave taken the advantage of 
the licence ufually aHowed to poets, of departing a little 

from chronoligy ; and baving efor for a few years 
the inftitution of this order, for the fake of rendering that 
Flemnity more auguft, by introducing King "Fobn of 
France, who, though 4 prifoner, was treated both by Ed- 
ward and bis fon the Prince of Wales with all the regard 
aue to the quality and virtue of fa great a prince. Toale 
Jpriate bis captivity, Edward entertained him and the 
fother French prifoners with Aivesfins of various kinds : 
among which @ tournament be held at Windfor on the 
23d of April, to folemnize the Soft of St. George, the 
riven of the Order of the Garter, beld the chief place ; 
. sd was, as Rapin tells us, the moft fumptuous and mag- 
riflcent that bad ever been feen in ‘Englond. The dhe of 
Brabant, with feveral otber frucreign princes, and an 
_lafinjte numbch of knights of all nations were brdfint, ond 
Sple didly entertained, 
3 2 


From the moon’s relucent horn, 
From the ftar that wakes the morn; 
From the bow, whofe mingling dyes 
Sweetly cheer the frowning fkies ; 
From the filver cloud that fails 
Shadowy o’er the darken’d vales; 
From th’ Elyfium’s of the tky, 
Spirits icnmortal, hither Ay ! 
Chorus of Spirits. 
Fly, and through the linpid air 
Guard in pomp the fliding car, 
Which to his terreftrial throne 
Wafts Britannia’s genius down. 
Second Spirit. 

Hither, all ye heav’nly pow’rs! 
From your empyreal bow’rs! 
Chiefly ye, whofe brows divine 
Crown’d with ftarry circicis thine; 
Who in various labours try’d, 
Once Britannia’s ftrength and pride, 
Now in everlafting reft 
Share the glories of the bleft t 
Peers and nobles of the iky, 
Spirits immortal, hither fly! 

- _ Chorus of Spirits, 
Fly, and through the limpid air 
Guard in pomp the fliding car, 
Which to his terreftrial throne | 
‘Wafts Britannia’s genius down, ~ 
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. Third Spirit. 
Hither too, ye tuaeful throng, 
Matters of inchanting fong, 

~. Sacred bards! whofe rapt'rous flraing 
Sooth the toiling heroe’s pains, 

\. Sooth the patriot’s gen‘rous cares; 
Sweetly through their ravith'd ears” ” 
Whifp’ring to th’ immortal mind 
Heav'nly vifions, hopes refin’d; 
Hopes of endlefs peace and fame, 
Safe from envy’s blafting flame, 
Pure, fincere, in thofe Sodes, 
‘Where to throngs of lift’ning gods, 
Hymning bards, to virtues’ praife, 
Tune thei never-dying lays. 
Sweet encomiafts of the fky, 

. Spirits immortal, hither fly! 

d Chorus of Spirits. 
Fly, and charm the limpid air, 
While the foftly-fliding car, 

- To his fea-encircled throne 
‘Watts Britannia’s genius down. 


Chorus of Bards defeends, drefi'd in long flowing fhy-com 
tour'd robes fpangled with flars, with garlands of 
aaken boughs upon their beads, and golden harps in 
their bands, made like the Welch, or ald Britith barp. 
Before they appear, they firg the chorus, and after- 
wards, as they defiend, the fallowing fongs + at the laf? 
Sansa of which, the chariot of the Genius appears, 
and defcends gradually all the while that and the grand 


. tborus is finging. 
Chorus of Bards, 
Gentle fpirit, we obey; 
‘Thus along th’ ethereal way, 
‘We attend our monarch’s car; 
‘Thue we charm the filent air. 


SONG. 
Firft Bard. 


Ye fouthern gales, that ever fly 
In frolic April’s vernal train, 

‘Who, as ye fkim along the fky, 
Dip your light pinions in the main, 

Then fhake them fraught with genial fhow’rs, 
O’er blooming Flora’s primrofe bow’rs: 


Now ceafe a while your wanton fport, 
Now drive each threat’ning cloud away 5 
Then to the flow’ry vale refort, 
And hither all its fweets convey 
And ever as ye dance along, 
With fofte murmurs aid our fong. 


SONG. 
Second Bard. 


But lo! fair Windfor’s tow’rs appear, 
And hills with fpreading oaks imbrown’é! 
Hark! hark! the voice of joy I hear, 
* Sung by a thoufand echoes round 5 
And now I view a glitt’ring train, 
In triumph march o'er yonder plain. 
Grand Chorus of Spirits and Bardes 
Hail mighty nation! ever fam’d in war! 
Lo! heav'n defcends thy feftivals to thares 


\ 


To view thofe heroes, whofe it nal pis 
Celeftial bards hall fing in living lays, 


Ab the conclufion of this chorus, the Genius alight: fron 
bis chariot, the front of which refembling the bead of a 
man of war, iz adorned with a carved lion, bolding 
before bis breaft the arms of England, as they were 
borne by Edward, Behind, on a raifed fest, fits the 
Genius, leani-g upon an anchor of fiver, and bearing 
in bis right bard the vindita, or wand of enfvane 
cbifement, and in bis left a rah of parchment, upon 
which is written, in large letters of gold, MAGNA 
cHARTA. On bis bead is @ corona roftrata, or 
aval crown ; and bis robe, of a feangreen colour, is 


embroidered with cornucopia’s and golden tridents. 


Genius. 

Difdain not, ye bleft denizens of air, 
To breathe this groffer atmofphere a while, 
Your fervice I fhall need; mean time refort 
To yon imperial palace, and in air 
Draw up your fquadsons in a radiant orb, 
Sufpended o’er thofe lofty battlements, 
Like the bright halo that invefts the moon, 
Or Saturn’s lucid ring: thence fhed benign 
Your choiceft influerice on the noble train, 
‘There on this folemn day affembled round 
‘The throne of Britifh Edward: I awhile 
Mutt here await th’ approach of other fpirits, 
Sage Druids, Britain’s old philofophers ; 
Fetch’d by my fummons from the weftern ifles, 
That, fcatter’d o’er the rough Hibernian flood, 
Seem like huge fragments by the wild wave torn 
From ftormy Scotland, and the Cambrian fhore. 
There, from the world retir’d, in facred fhades, 
Chiefly where Breint and Meinai wath’d the oaks 
Of ancient Mona, their academies 
And fchools of fage and moral difcipline 
They held; and to the ncighb’ring Britons rourd, - 
From their rever’d tribunal}, holy mounts, ~ 
Difpens’d at once their orac! d laws. . 
*Till fierce Paulinus, and his Ron> ds, 
Them and their gods defying, drove themyshenc@” 
To feek for fhelter in Hibernian fhades. ~" 
Yet ftill enamour'd of their ancient haunts, 
Unfcen of mortal eyes, they hover round 
‘Their ruin’d altars, confecrated hills, x 
Once girt with fpreading oaks, myfterious rows 
Of rude enormous obeliiks, that rife 
Orb within orb, ftupendous monuments 
Of artlefs archite@ure, fuch as now 
Oft times amaze the wand’ring traveller, 
By the pale moon difcern’d on Sarum’s plain. 
But hence, aerial fpirits: lo, they come! 








Here theBpirits and Bards, together with the chariot ¢, 
the Genius, reafiend, and at the fame time the Druidé 
enter cloth'd in dark-colour'd coarfe fluff goruns which 
Before bang no lower than the knee, but bebind almgX, 
touch the ground. The fleeves of thefe gowns reach 
down below the elbow, and from bebind comes up a 
fort of hood ov coul, whic bangs loofe about the ead: 
‘and fore-bead, From the lef. fooulder bangs in @ 

Firing a kind of pou, or ferip. and refts on the right 
big. In their right bands they bold a faff, and in 
their left an oaken branch, Their beards ave very 
large and long, reaching below their waifts. a 
dogs are naked, and their fect food with fandals, wh if 
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are 7 Acted by thongs awound about the foot ani the 
Gaal of the leg*. 


ENTER DRUIDS. i 


Chief Druid. 

Inform us, happy fpirit, protecting pow’r 
‘Of this our ancient country, wherefore new 
From our fequeftcr’d vallies, penfive groves + 

nd-dark recefles, thou haft {ammon'd us 
Ho wait thy orders on this flow’ry hill? 

Genius. 

A great event, fage Druids, that no lefs 
Imports than this your ancient country’s fame, 
From contemplation, and your filent fhades, 
Calls you to meet me on this flow’ry hill. 

Know, in yon caftle, whofe proud battlements 
Sit hike a regal crown upon the brow 
OF this high-climbing lawn, doth Edward hold 
This day his folemn {eflion, to reccive 
‘The pleas of all th’ afpiring candidates, 

‘Who, fummon’'d by the therata’s public voice, 
‘To Windfor, as to Fame’s bright temple, halle 
From every fhore; the noble, wife, and brave, 
Knights, fenators, and flatcfmen, lords and kings; 
“Ambitious each to gain the fplenidid prize, 

By Edward promis’d to tranfcendent worth. 
For who of mortals is fo great and high 

In the career of virtue to contend ? 

Of thete, felecting the moft glorions names, 
Doth England’s monarch purpofe to compofe 
A princely brotherhood, himfelf the chief, 
And worthy fovereign of th’ illuitrious band 5 
A band of heroes lifted in the caufe 

Of honour, virtue, and celeftial truth, 

“Wader the name and holy patronage 

Of Cappadacian George, Britannia’s faint. 

Such is the plan by gen’rous Edward form’d ; 
A plan ef glory, that keyond the reach 
“OF his own conqu’ring arms, fhall propagate 
‘The foverei 





¢ tain, and ereét 
gic m into judges of mankind. 
But from this day’s decifions, from the choice 
n rft colleagues, fhall fucceeding times 
.OF ard judge, and on his fame pronounce. 
For dignicies and titles, when mifplac’d 
Upon the vicious, the corrupt and vile, 
Like princely virgins to low peafants match’d, 
Detcend from their nobility, and foil’d 
By bafe alliance, not their pride alone 
vadod native fplendor lafe, but fhame retort 
Ev'n om.the facred throne, from whence they 
So may the luftre of this order bright {{prung. 
‘This eldeit child of chivalry be ftam’d, F 
* “fat her firft efpoufals her great fire, < 
Catight by the pecious outfides that decetve 
And captivate the world, admit the {uit 
rf vain pretenders void of real worth; 












* See a cut-of the chief Druid in Rowlands Mona 
iAntiqua reofladrata, Mekcn from a flatue, p. 65. 
SP Edward having communicated bis intention of inffi= 
aiuting the Order of tbe Garter to the great council of bis 
realm, and baving received their. approbation, difpatched 
"his Leralds 0 foveral parts of Europe, to invite all that 
< twere eminent for military virtuc, Sc. ta be prefent at its 
infi'tution, -“And bis queen Philippa, on ber part, affem= 
“bled a train of 3€0 of the fuiref ladies to grace the fo 
Jerinity, and add ta its magnificenezs 
/ VouIx. 











Light empty bubbles, by the waiiton gale - 

Of fortune iwell'd, and only form’d to ddnce - 

And glitter in the fun-fhine of a court. e 
Begin we then with Edward; firft let him 

At bis own high tribunal undergo 

‘The rigid inqnifition. I for this 

Have left my Jucid ftar-encircled throne : 

For this, immortal fages, have. requir’d 

Your wife and prudent miniftry, well feil!"'d 

In various fcience and the human heart, 

Search Edward’s to the bottom: found the depthe 

And fhallows of his foul; if he poffefs : 

‘That firft of regal talents, to difcern 

With quick-cy'd penctration, through the'veil ; 

Of art, each character’s intrinfic worth, 

And all the labyrinths of the human mind. 

No- bluth for this good end yourfelves to weat 

Fallacious forms to plead the caufe of falfe . 

But fpecious merit: at his throne appear “ 

In borrow’d fbapes, and there with artful guile, 

When the fhrill trumpet cites the candidates, 

Urge your pretenfions : ail the pow’r employ 

Of wit and eloquence: Edward, J truft, 

‘The trial fhall abide ; which fhall but tend 

‘To munifett, that not from arrogance; ry 

But confcious virtue, hath he thus aflum’d. 3 

Above all other kings, to be the judge 

And great rewarder of heroic deeds. 

Nor wholly unallited will I leave . 

My royal charge, but with bleft influence clear - 

His intellectual eye from the dim mifts 

Jt happly bath contraéted from a long 

Unebbing current of felicity, 

Unbop'd, unequail'd triumphs from the view 

Of captive monarchs, and the glitt’ring throng,” 

Who at his fummons from all climates come, 

To take, as from their fovereign, honours new. 

When heav'n tries mortals in unufual ways, 





‘| Tis fit it thould afford unufual aid. 


Now, fages, to yon {preading oaks retire, 
There wait my fummons; and meantime advife 
How beit to execute the taik enjoin’d. 

aoe Ex. Gen. und Druids. 


The Scunx changes to 2 forge roam in the cafile (St. 
George’s Helly at the upper end of which is a royak 
canupy with the figure of St. George, and the motta 
of the Garter, HON SOIT QUI MAL ¥ PENSE, 
Leneath it, embroider'd in gold. Under this conopy ajo 
fears feated on an elevation of two or three fieps, King 
Edward, in the babit of the Order of the Garter, 
with a feeptre in bis right band, and a globe in birlleft. 
On bis kft band is frated Queen Philippa, with a 
srown upon ber bead, and drefi'd in a royal mantle yf 
crimfon velvet, powder'd with embroider'd garters, 
and an pnamel’d* garter bound like a bracelet upon Ler 
doftarm. By ber and a great number of ladies very 
richly dref'd. Qn Edward's right band is feated 
King John, in the imperial robes of France; and on 
thefame fide, Sut a Pep lower, fits Edward the Black 
“Prince, in the robes belonging to the Prince of Wales. 
Next to gen Philippa are feated the ref? of Ed= 

_ ward’s children ; and next to the Black rince, on 





* Lbat ladies of the Knights of the Garter wore thi 
enfign of the order upon their left arms, may be fem in 
Afeowile's Hijory of ths Gorter. -- > 

Li 
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‘Tren’ ing from the mountain’s dreary womb 
‘To Zlitt’ring temples her moft holy altars. 

.. Thence on the bordering Moor their valiant fons 
‘Waging inceffant war, ere long regain’d 
‘Their ancient realms of Leon; Arragon, 

And rich Caftalia: in which great exploits 

My brave progenitors, by valour, zeal, 

And loyalty diftinguifh’d; from their kings 

Gain’d thofe high honours, princely figniories; 

‘And proud prerogatives, which have extoll’d 

‘The name of Guzman to {uch envy’d grandeur; 

‘That {carcé above it tow’rs the regal throne, 
‘Thefe honours undiminifh’d, undefil’d, 

‘To me deliver’d down, might well content 

A vulgar mind; but fpirits highly Born 

Are full of gen’rous and afpiring thonglits; 

gad ufe the yantage ground of rank and pow’r 
ut to afcend fill higher. Thus I come 

. Thy Garter to folicit ; pleas’d, great prince, ‘ 
‘With thee to be enroll’d thy brother knight, 
And fearing no repulfe. Nobility, 

As neareft in her orbit, firft receives 
The beams of majefty; ‘dlone can bear 
‘The fullnefs of that glory, which o’erpow’rs 
nferior natures, Virtue’s felf would blufh, 
Did the at once approach too near the throne, 
But the young eagle borne amid ‘the blaze 
Of glancing lightnings, with undazzled eye 
Soars to the courts of heav’n, and perches bold 
On the bright feepere of imperial ove, 
‘The greateft king is he, who is the king 
Of greateft fubjedts. Seck’ft thou to advaricé 
he glory of thy order? To thyfelf 
Alfociate thofe, whofe high-exalted names 
For ages paft from envy’s felves have forc'd 
Habitual veneration, never paid 
To new and upflart merit. “Such ath T, 
‘Whofe pure and gen’rous blood defcending down 
‘rom nobleft fountains, in its courfe enrich’d. 
By glorious mixture with each royal ftream 
That fair Iberia boafts, might ev'n pretend 
Wo thy cfliance, Edward, View this {eroll, 
‘The faithful blazon of my ancient line, 
A line of potentates whofe every fon 
Deferv'd to wear the Garter I demand, 
In me their reprefentative, the heir 
Of alb their honours, fon of their renown; 
Do thou reward their virtues: in their namies 
I claim, and on hereditary right, 
The right of monarchs, Edward, reft my ples. 
4 Edward: F 
The high defert of thy renown’d forefathers 
Well haft thou fhown; but haft thou therefore 
‘Thylelf deferving to be call’d their fon? [prov'd 
‘To thee their profp’rous virtues have indeed 

“Tranfmitted lineal rank, and titles proud, 

By them more hardly gain’d; for which thou 
r ftand’h 

' ‘To cuftom and th’ indulgence of thy couritry 
Indebted, Guzman, in a large account ; 

Which thou muft firft difcharge by noble deeds, 
Ere thou cantt ftyle thofe dignities thine own. 
“This if thou haft not paid, why doft thou feek, 
Like thriftlefs prodigals, to fwell the debt, 

+ And overwhelm thyfelf with obligations? 

Virtue is honour, and the nobleft titles 
Are but the public ftamps fet on the ore 
‘To afcegtain ite value to mankind, 
awa 4 
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Te were a kind of trzafon to my crown, 

To mark bat metafwith the royal imprefé 

And put off lay pride in virtue’s name. . 

_ Wouldft thou attain my Garter? Seck it there 
Where thy heroic anceftors acquir’d ; 
Their glorious honours, in th’ erbattl’d field - 
Among the fquadrons of the warlike Moors: 

Or in the council of thy king, by eruth 

And wifdom equal to th’ important tru@. 

Be what thy fathers were, and then return 

To alk the pledge of merit from my hand, 

And be the fit companion of a king. Lent Spaniard, 


Flourifh of trumpets, (le, which, as before, is anfwered 
by another trumpet from without ; then enter an ufirer 
and fenator of Geftoa (at that time the bank of Eu 
rope) dreffed in bis fenatorial gown of black veluct, 
profefely, but awkwardly adorned with jewel;, pearls, 
and diamond necklices, pendents, bracelets, rings, fuck 
as be may be fuppofed to have reteived as parurs, and 
to wear rather as marks of bis great riches, than as 
ornaments of his drefi. He is aitonded by a large train 
o people of every profeffion, appearing 10 be bis debtors, 
by their abjec? and timid countenances, at the head of 
whom, and next to the ufurer, marches a forivenerg 


bearing a large bundle of bonds, mortgages, ©. 


Genoefe. . 

From Genoa thé opulent, the bank 
And treafury of the world, moft puiifant king; 
Invited by thy heralds, am I come 
‘To claim the honour by thy promift due, 
Due by thy justice to fuperior worth; 
Due then to me, great Cdward, who poffefs 
That. objec of the toils, the cares, the vows 
Of all mankind, that comprehenfive good,  - 
Source of all pow’r and grandeur, boundlefs wealthy 

Behold yon glitt’ring train, whofe fumptuou# 

pride, . : 

Bright with the treafures of each pretious mine, 
{nvefts with glory thy imperial throne: 
Whence is their dignity? ‘The ray augutt, 
‘That awes and dazzles the refpeétful crowd, 
Proceeds it from nobility, froin virtie, : 
Their wifdom, or their valour, or their fame? 
Comes it not rather from the beaming ore? 
The diamond’s ftar-like radiance ? Wealth, O kingy 
Wealth is the fun.that decks the gorgeous fcene ; 
That cherifhes, adorns, and calls to view _ 
Thefe princely flowers of honour, virtue, fame,. 
Which in the fhades of poverty were loft. 

‘Whatever men defire or yenerate, 
On wealth attends ; ev'n empire’s felf is bought. 
Nor could the mighty Julius have sttain’d 
By wifdom or by valour foy’reign pow’r, 
Had not the gold of vanquifh’d Gaal fubdw’d 
‘The liberties of Rothe. On wretched want, 
Contempt and narrow-foul’d dependence waits 
Ev’n kings, of neceflary wealth depriv’d, | 2 
In powerlefs indigence lofe dll refpect, 
All homage from their fubjets: while the rich, 
Like gods ador’d, o’er every neck extend 
Their potent {eeptres, and in golden chains 
Fierce fa¢tion and rebellious freedom bind: ° 

The glory, ftrehgth, impe: tance of a realrit, 
Is meafur’d by its riches: Venice thus, 
Thus Genoa's petty ftate ont-balances, k 
In Europe’s feale, the boundlefs wilds that clothe . 
Wish tributary furs the Rullip Crm, 

iy 


sod THE WORKS 
With like pre-emistence exalted thines 
In every land above the proudelt names, 
"Fhe ble pofleffor of all-worfhipp’d gold. 
My birth or rank I boaft noz here, though born 
A fenator of Genoa. ‘The defert, 
On which F found my claim, is all my own; 
‘Yo have adorn’d and dignify’d the ftate 
Of my declining houfe with greater wealth 
‘Chan e’er my thriftlefs ancettors poffefs’d ; 
Whofe richett acquifitions were but fprigs 
Of barren laurel, or the flaunting rags 
Of fome torn enfign, to their needy fon 
A worthlefs heritage. Yet not'to fwell 
‘My narrow fortunes wonld my foul detcend 
To the bafe methods of ignoble trade, 
And vulgar iercantile purtuit of gain, 
‘Mine were the noble arts of raifing gold 
From gold, of nurfing and improving wealth 
By gainful ufe; arts practis’d heretofore 
By fenators and fages of old Rome, 
Hluftrious Craffus, and wife Seneca. . 
‘Thus have I grac’d the fplendour of my mane 
With fyitable poffeffions; thus T held 
In firm {ubjedtion to my will the poor 
Of every rank and order, foldicr, prieft, 
The vent’rous merchant, and the fumpruous lord, 
‘Who in a lower vaffalage to me, . 
‘Than to thy fcepire, Edward, bow their heads, 
Pledging their lands and Hberties for gold, 
Hence am I bold to fland before thy throne 
A candidate for glory’s higheft prize : 
And let me add, that policy alone 
Should teach thy prudence to approve my claim; 
Should teach thee in thy fubjedts to excite, 
By honours on fuperior wealth beftow’d, 
An ufeful emulation to be rich: 
Which once infpir’d, thy Albion fhall become’ 
‘The firft of nations, thou the firtt of kings. 
A : Edward. , 
Hadft thou by op’ning to thy native land 
‘The golden veins of commerce, by employing 
‘The ufeiul hands of indufiry in works 
Of national advantage, by uniting 
Remotett regions in the fricndly bands 
And honeft intercourfe of rmatual trade ; : 
Had{t thou by thefe humane and gencrous arts, 
Which thy miftaken pride fo much difdains, 
Enrich’d at once thy country and thyfelf, 
‘Then not unworthy hadft thou been to wear 
‘The brighteft marks of honour; but thy wealth, 
‘The bafe-born child of fordid ufury, 
‘That foe to commerce, nurfe of idlenets, 
Stains and degrades thee from thy noble birth 5 
Nor in the ufurer can I difcern 
‘The fenator of Genoa——To enlarge 
"Che mind with gen’rous fentiments, to raife 
Its aims by virtuous emulation, here 
1 fit; but not to gild with henour’s beams 
“That felfith paflion which cougeals the heart, 
And ftops the ftreams of fweet benevolence, 
Mean avarice, the: vice of narroweft fouls, 
Incapable of glory. ‘Wealth, than fay’, 
Can buy ev’n empire, and to Julius gave 
Dominion o’er his country. Fatal gift, 
And ruinous to both! But what to Rome, 
What to that Czefar’s fucceffors avail’d 
‘The boundlefs treafures of the ravag’d world, 
Whea they had loft their virtue? Did not foon 
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The valiant fons of poverty, the Goths; ~~ 

The Huns and Vandals, from their barren hill 

And rugged woods defending, to their iteel 

Subjedt the Roman gold? Yet I deny not 

‘The pow’r and afe of riches; to the wife © + 
d good, in public or in private life, 

‘hey are the mcans of virtue, and bef ferve 

‘Fhe noblef purpoiess but in the ufe, 

Not in the bare poffeffion, lies the merit, » 

Show me thy merit then, thy bounteous acts, 

Public munificence, or private alms, “ 

‘The hungry, and the naked, and the fick, 

Suftain'd and cherith'd by thy faving hand; 

Plead this, and I allow thy worthy claim; * - 

For this is virtue, and deferves reward, {Ex. Gen. 

Flourifb of trumpets, ce. which is anfwered by a fym= 
Phony of fluter, violins, Sc. playing a fight amorous 
air ; then appears a Neapolitan courtier, a favourite 
of queen Joan, who then reign’d at Naples, and whofe 
Court was the moft debauched and diffolute of that age. 
He comes in with a gay and affeited geflure, and is 
dh of'd in loofe filken robes, rich, but finical and efemia 
nate ; on bis hair, which is curled and fpread all over 
bis fooulders down to the middle of his back, he wears a 
cbaplet of rofis, and is attended by a train of beautiful 
boys, habited like Cupids, and muficians, eho, as be 
marches towards the throne, continue playing their foft 
exd wanton airs. 








Neapolitan. , : 
Not or ty wealth, nor on my noble blood, 
Shall I prefume to claim thy royal gilt, : 
Aufpicious prince, but on the ikill to give 

‘That {plendor to nobility and wealth, 

That elegance of tafte, trom which alone 

Their value they derive; of this to judge, 

‘This to dire@, I boat, fic arbiter 

Of all refin’d delights——But chief to kings 

My happy talents I devotes on them 

My genius waits with duteous care, and wafte 
‘The golden cup of pleafure to their lips, 

Like Gunymede before the throne of Jove. 

And who indeed would with to be a god 

Only to thunder, and to hear the pray’rs 

Of clam’rons fuitors? "Tis the nedtar’d feat, 
The dance of graces, and the wanton charms 

OF Venus, fporting with the fmiles and loves, 
That make the court of heav’n a bleft‘abode. 
| Far happier were the meaneft peafant’s lot, 

Who fieps or fings in carelefs eafe beneath 

The fun-burnt hay-cock, or the flow’ry thorn, 
Than to be plac’d on high in anxious pride, 

‘The purple drudge and fave of tirefome.ftate, - 
If to fuperior pow’r fuperior means : 

Of joy were not annex’d, and larger fcope 

For every with the lavith heart can form: 

if the foft hand of pleafure did not wreathe 
Around the royal diadem, whofe weight 
Oppreffive loads the monarch’s aching brow, 

Her faireft growth of ever-bloominy fow’rs. , 

On thee, victorious prince, propitious fortane ae 

Hath pour’d her richeft gifts, renown and wealth, 
And greatnefs equal to thy mighty mind ; : 
One only blifs is wanting to thy court, - 
Voluptuous elegance, the lovely child 

Of eafe and opulence; that never comes, 

But like a bird of furamer to attend 

The brightch fun-thine of a glorious Rate, 


‘To tier, and her alone belongs the tafk, 
By learned delicacy to remove : 
‘What yet remains in this thy ancient realm 
Of Gothic barbarifm, the ruft of war, 
And valiant ignorance.. Her artful hand 
Thy rugged Britons fhall refine, and teach 
‘More courtly manners to their fovercign’s will 
Politely pliant ; do but thou comman 
‘Thyewilling fervant, with thy favours grac’d, 
From fair Joanna’s ever-fmiling court, 
‘Under whofe happy influence I was train’d, 
From polith’d Naples, her delightful feat, 
‘The blooming goddefs to tranfport, with all 
Her train of joys, and fix them here bencath 
‘Thy great protection But perhaps thou fear’ft 
"The voice of cenfure, and the grave reproof 
Of moralizing dullnefs: idle fear! 
The vulgar herd, indced, religious craft 
And policy of ftate have well confin'd 
‘With wife feverity to rigid laws: 
Elfe would that headftrong beaft, the multitude, 
Forget obedience, and its rider’s voice 
Difdain, But fhall the rider put a curb 
In his own mouth? The laws that kings have made, 
Shall they reftrain the makers? Edward, no! 
For thee indulgent juftice fhall relax 
Her harth decrees, and piety shall wait 
.» To give her rev’rend fanétion to thy will. 
“Tis thine to rove at large through nature’s field, 
Crop every fow’r, and tafte of every fruit; 
B fveet variety provoking {till 
The languid appetite to new defires. 
Nor ufelefs to thy pleafures, happy prince, 
Shall be my faithful fervice; nicer joys, 
‘oys of a quicker, more exalted tafte, 
han ever ripen’d in this northern clime, 
‘The growth of fofter regions, fhall my hand 
By fkilful culture in thy Britain raife, 
To them, whofe grofs and dull capacities 
Are fit to bear the burthens of the ftate, 
‘The lab’ring mules, that through the mire of forms 
Draw the flow car of government along,. 
gity the tafk of bus'nefs I refign, 
fe mine the brighter province, to dire 
Thy pleafurcs, Edward, minifter fupreme 
Of ali thy fofter hours: to ferve the king 
Be theirs the glory, let me ferve the man. 
But, fhould thy fterner genius, only pleas’d 
‘With arms and royalty’s important cares, 
‘The duties of a king, my gentle arts 
‘Too lightly prize, aud thence reject my fuit: 
Permit at leafk, that to Philippa’s ear, 
Divine Philippa, thine and beauty’s queen, 
‘And her attendant graces, [ may plead 
‘The caufe of blifs, a caufe fo much their own: 
‘They will approve my claim, to whom the cares, 
"The labours of my Jife, my head, my heart 
Are all devoted ——Let me from their hands 
Receive the Garter, and be call'd their knight. 
b .* Philippa. 
Permit me, gracious Edward, to reply 
‘To this irrevercnt flatt’rer, who prefumes 
. Before a matron and a quecn to plead 
‘The caufe ‘of vice, and impudently hopes. 
‘To find in her a fautrefs of his {uit. . 
But know, pernicious fophiflcr, my heart {rank 
Vagh learn’ from Edward’s love, and this high 
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Which I partake with him, a noble pridey 

‘That ill can brook the too familiar eye 

And faucy tongue of riot and debauch ; 

In whofe unmanner’d light fociety, 

Nor majefly, sor virtue can maintain 

That dignity which is their proper guard. 
Thy vile refinements, and luxurious arts, 

Miteall’d ps fs, I detcit; apd feel, 

In the foft duties of a virtuous love, é 

Such pure, ferene delight, as far tranfeends 

What thou Ry!" plealure, the delirious joy 

Of an intoxicated feverifh brain. 

Behold my royal lord, the firft and bet 

Of kings, the love and wonder of mankind! 

Behold my children, werthy their great fire, 

The gen’ral theme of praife and benediction ; 

Thefe are my pleafures; can thy fill beRow 

Superior blifs? Ah no, the vain attempt _ 

Would only bring difguit, remorfz, and fhame. 


Edward. . 

That I bave lov'd, Philippa, and efteem’d thee 
More for thy virtues than thofe females charms, 
Which this vile flattcrer deems fingly worth 
His pancgysic, be thy happinefs 
And glory, as it is thy Edward’s pride. 

With the like fpirit have I alfo woo’d 
And wedded fov’reign power : nor weakly caught 
With outward pomp, or feeking to myfelf : 
A privilege to riot uncontroul'd 
In fenfual pleafures, and behind the throne 
To laugh fecurel at reftraint and law. 

No: Tembrac’d her as the child of heav'’n, 
Dowr'd with the ample means of doing good ; 
From whofe efpoufals I might hope to raife 
An offspring, worth th’ ambition of a king, 
Immortal glory! to a gen’rous mind = * 

As far farpafing all the wanton toys, 

Which he calls pleafure, as thy faithful love 
(The fweet o’erflowing of heart-felt delight) 
Exccls, Philippa, the lafcivious fmile 

Of commen proftitutes, carefs’d and loath’d. 

Hence from my fight with thy detefted arts, ° 
Bafe minifler of luxury, the bane : 
Of every flourifhing and happy ftate: 

Prefume no more within my court to fing 
Thy Syren-fong, nor foften into flaves 7 
And cowards my brave fubjects.- I difdain 
‘That elegance, which fuch as thou can teach. * 
Virtue alone is clegant, alone 

Polite; vice muft be fordid and deform’d, 
‘Though to adorn her every art contend. 

And rather would [ fee my Britons roam | 
Untutor’d favages among the woods, 

As once they did, in naked innocence, 

‘Than polifh’d like the vile degenerate race * 
Of modern Italy’s corrupted fons. 














Exit Neap. 


Trumpet founds, and is anfivered from without by ana 
other trumpet, swbich founds a march, accompanied 
~ by kettle-drums, and other warlike inflruments s then 
enters, preceded by foldiers playing upon fifes, and others 
bearing tatter d enfigns flandards and trophics,a leader 
of mercenary bands, completely arm’d from head te 
foot, and carrying in bis right band a baten or irum 
cheon. On cach fic of bim march bis fguir es, one beur'= 
ing is ce, the other bis foiclt. Behind bim, ag bt. 
Ligy : 
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attendants, comes a train of officers and foldiers maim 
ed, and their faces all form'd with feare. 


: Soldier. 
Nor riches, nor nobility of birth, 

Nor the foft arts. of bafe effem'nate eafe, 

Which juftly thou rejecteft, valiant prince, 

Pat thy own darMmg attribute I boat, 

indaunted courage, try’d in many a field, 

7 Inevery clime, and under every banner, — 
‘That tor thefe forty fummers have been wav'd 
O'er Europe's plains, by liter, Rhine and Po, 
Hungarian and Bohemian, Flemith, French, © 
‘Venetian, Spanith, Guelph and Gibbeline : 
"Whence in juft confidence fecure 1 come 
‘This military honour to demand, 
Due to my toils and fervice, te my wounds, 
My laurets, and that generous love of glory, 
‘Which without any call, or public caule, 
Or private animofity, alone [fword. 
Ruis’d my {trong arm, and drew my dreadful 
"Wherever Mais his crimfon flag difplay'd, 
‘That was my country; thither fwift 1 bore 
My ready valour, and the dauntlefs band 
Of various nations, under my command, 
Prepar’d yo fell their blood, their limbs, their lives, 
per where the right, nor where the jniteft caufe, 

eign’d we to afk———thofe intricate debates 
‘We left to lazy penmen in the fhade o 
Pf coward eafe; while our impetuous fire 
Still bore us forward, ardent to purfue 
‘Through denger’s roughest paths the fteps to fame. 
On fuch a fpirit fhould thy favour {mile, 

But let me wonder, Edward, that fo long 
‘Thy ear the vain pretenfions could endure 
Of meu ainknown to war, attendants meet 
‘Of fome luxurious Afatic court, 

Or female diftaff-reign; but fuiting ill 

‘The presence of a monarch great in arms. 
Had thou to thofe inglorious fons of peace 
"Thy martial order giv'n, the warrior-faint 
Hid bluth’d to fee his image fo profan’d, 
‘Which on my manly breait, indented o'er 
‘With many a noble fear, will fitly thine. 

But wherefore fland I thus harranguing here, 
Unfkilful as I am in fmooth difcourfe, . 
‘The coward’s atgument ? On force alone 

I reft my title: let the glorious prize 

Be hung on high amid the lited field, 

And Ict me there difpute it; there my lance 
Shall plead my caufe far better than my tongug, 
UM any dare deny my fight{ul claim. °° * 









Not for the breve z!one ! 
'This infitution, but f dzfert, : 
All public virtue, wifdem, all that ferves, 
Improves, defends, or nents a ftate: 
Thongh firft indeed to valour, as the guard 
Of all the reft, when in the public caule, 
With justice and benevolence employ’d. 

But thou, befe mercenary, cantt thou dare 
‘The glorious uame of valour to ufurp, 
‘Who know’ft no public’ caufe,’ no fenfe of right, 
Nor pity, nor afleétion, nor remorfe? ~~ =" * 
Who uiider aby chief, in any quarrel, 
anf flain with gore thy proftituted arms? 
fall it not love of glorys that is built 

* (Ny adty for the delty’rance of mankind ; 
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On gen’rous iples,-and noble fearg 

OF fordid int’reft : call it cruel pride, 

And favagenefs of nature, that delights 

To conquer, and opprefs, affli@, infult 
Or call it love of plunder, that can draw, 
Unauthoris’d, uninjur'd, unprovok’d, * * 
The fword of war; that bravo-like can lift 
For hire the venal hand to perpetrate 
Affaffinations, murders, maffacres. 

But thou haft ferv’d with courage; be it fo- 
‘Thou haft thy pay, and with it thy reward : 
Pretend no farther, nor compare thy deeda, 
Dithonour’d by the mean defire of gain, “ 
With his, who for his country and his king + 
Refigns his eafe, his fortune, or his life. 

‘Thofe battles thou haft fought, thofe forty years 
Of blood and horror, which thy vaunting tongue 
So high hath founded, are indeed thy crimes, 
Flagitious crimes; for which th’ impartial bar 
Of reafon would condemn thee, as the foe 
Of human nature, did not coftom fereen 
By her unjuft efteem thy guilty head. ' 
But hope not honour or employment here. 
Unfafe and wretched is that monarch’s ftate -. 
Who weakly truits to mercenary bands, 
The guard or of his perfon, or his realm; 
Unfaithful, infolent, rapacious, bafe 
He foon fhall prove them, and become himfel£ 
Their flave, to hold his kingdom at their will, 
For this within my Britain have I fought 
To raife a martial fpirit, and ordain’d 
‘Thefe new incitements, honours, and rewards, 
To virtuous chivalry, that never king 
Who wears hercalter my imperial crown, 
May need to ftoop to the precarious aid 
OF venai forcign {words ; but in the hearts 
Of his brave fubjedts find a ftronger guard, 
Prepar’d with zeal unbought, aud Englith valour, 
His rights to vindicate, and fave their own. 

: Exit Soldier, 


Trumpet founds, to which another from without replies » 
Then enters an talian politician, babited bike a VEX 
netian nobleman, who advancing with a folemn and 
important air towards the throne, makes a low reve=, 
rence to king Edward, and proceeds. . 





Politician. * 

‘Well has thy fovercign wifdom, royal judge, 
‘The fuit refus'd of thefe pretenders vain, 
And, by rejecting them, embolden’d me, 
For valour, and nobility, and wealth, 
Though by their proud poffeffors, vaunted high, 
Are but fubordinate, the flaves and tools, . 
Not the companions, and the counfellors 
Of godlike monarchy ; whofe awful throne 
By darkfome clouds envelop'd, far heyond 
‘The ken of vulgar eyes, fupportcd Rands 
On that deep-rooted prop, the craft of ftate, - - 
Myfterious policy ——-Who beft hath learn’ 
Her wily Jeffons, beft deferves to fhare “3 
‘The honours, counfels, and the hearts of kings, 
By him inftructed, ev'n the meaneft prince 
Shall rife to envy’d greatnefs, thall advance 
His dreaded pow’r above reftraint and fear, 
And ail the rules that in fantaftic chains r 
Inferior minds confine. Thus Milan’s dukes, 


- + Thus Fadua’s lords above their country's wee 
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Have rais’d their heads, and trampled to the duft 
‘The pride of freedom that effays in vain 
‘Their high fuperior genius to controul. 
'Thefe were my mafters, mighty prince; beneath 
‘Their rule, and in their councils was I form’d 
‘To know the falfe corrupted heart of man, 
‘His every weaknels, every vice, and thence 
‘To tempt or break his paflions to te yoke ; 
‘To icorn the public as an empty name, 
And on the helplefé multitude impofe 
‘The adamantine bonds of fraud and force. 
‘Thus was I train’d, thus fitted to condu@& 
‘The fate of proudeft empires; thus I come 
‘To claim thy Garter, Edward, the juft meed 
Of worth pre-eminent, and in return 
My fervices to offer, which no doubt 
Thy wifdom gladly will accept: for who 
So fit to ferve the majeity of kings, 
Ashe, who flighting every meaner tie, 
Friends, parents, country, to advance their pow'r 
Devotes his toil, experience, fortune, fame, 
Nor other favour courts, nor refuge hopes 
But in their high protection? Led by me, 
‘Thou, royal Edward, fhalt attain that height, 
‘That glorious fummit of imperial power, 
Which not thy mighty anceftors have reach’d; 
‘Where in a freer air, a more enlarg’d 
Horizon, bounded only by thy will, 
Thou fhalt exalted fit, ‘and view beneath, 
An humbler diftances and fafer bounds, 
Thofe fubjed&ts, who prefumptuous now approach 
‘Too near, and with rude hands profane thy throne, 
Nor let weak feruples check thy manly foul 
In the bright tafk of glory; know, great prince, 
A king’s divinity is fov'rcign pow’r, 
‘The only god, before whole thrine the wife 
‘Their incenfe offer; whence infpir’d they draw 
Divine ambition, and heroic feorn 
Of vulgar prejudices, vulgar fears. 
Virtue’s the people's idol, and by then: 
Rewarded well with popular applaule, 
That idle breath, the gift and prize of fools, 
Tis thine to govern, not to court mankind, 
Nor on their {miles precarious to depend, 
But nobly force them to depend on thine. 
O facred fir, can virtue give thee this, 
‘This bright fupremacy? Truft not her boatks, 
Her“idle pageantr ‘of barren praife: 
Reject her faucy claims, importunate, 
And felf-fupported ; nor admit her train, 
Proud independency, and pubile zeal, 
Thofe factious demagogues, the foes of kings, 
Edward, 
Are virtue then, and love of public good, 
‘The foes of monarchy ? and are deceit, 
Injuftice and oppreffion, qualities 
Becoming and expedient in a king ? 
‘Then know I not to govern; but have nurs’d 
For twice thefe fifteen years ev’n in my heart, 
A pois’nous viper; nay unking’d myfelf, 
By yielding to reftrain my fov’reign pow’r 
‘With laws and charters of enfranchifement, 
Not due, it feems, from monarchs to their flaves, 
But know, vile counfeller of infamy, 
‘That { difdain thy politics, thofe falfe 
And thallow politics, by which my fire, 
‘Weak judging Edward, was betray’d to thame 
And foul deftru@ion, while to fuch as thee 


$03 
His ear and heart incautious he refign’d, 
And was indeed their flave, not England’s king, 

By maxims diffcrent far have I fuftain’d 
The ftrength and fplendor of my regal ftate, 

On the broad bafis of true wifdom fix’d - 

With folid firmnefs. By encouraging 

‘The gen'rous love of virtue and of fame, ; 

That fource of valour, pledge of vidtory. . 

By granting to my abject, what indeed 
Is their inherent righ*, fecurity, 

The cheerful father of content and peace, 

Of induftry and op: lence, which fills 

With fmiling multitudes the land, and pays 
In willing fubfidies that prince’s care, 

Who lays up treafure in his people’s hearts, 

By holding with a firm impartial hand 
The fleady icale of juftice ; not alone 
Betwixt my fubjeds in their private rights, 

But in the gen’ral, more important caufe 

Betwixt the crown and them, the diffrent claims. 
Of freedom and of juft prerogative ; 
‘Tranfgreffing not myfelf my boundlefs pow’r, - 
Nor fuff'ring others to tran{grefs thofe laws, 
‘That in their golden chain together bind, 

For common good, the whole united fate. 

But more than all, by guarding from contempt, 
Or impious violation, that fupreme 
Protedtrefs of al! government and law, 
Religion; in whofe train for ever wait 
Obedience, order, juftice, mercy, love, 

A guard of angels plac’d around the throne. - i 
Her facred counfels have I {till rever’d, ‘ 
Her high commands enforc’d, her pow’r implor’d,, 
O’er all my fubjeét nations to call down 

From heav’nly wifdom, her eternal fire, 

A fix’d Secure felicity, beyond 

‘The force of human prudence to attain. 

Thefe are my arts of government, thofe arts 
By which my Britifh crown I have advanc'd 
Above th’ imperial diadem, above 
‘The pride of Afric’s, or of Afia’s thrones: 

I would not tell thee this, but that thou feem’fy 
A ftranger to my fame, as to my realm, 
And to the real greatnefs of a king, 
Whofe facred dignity, by thee traduc’d, 
Much it behoves a king to vindicate; 
Not by rejecting only with difdain 
Thy arrogant pretenfions, but in thee 
Difhonouring and branding with reproach 
‘Thy tenets alfo, the pernicious lore 
Of tyrants and ufurpers, which thy tongue, - - 
Blafpheming juftice, government, and law, 
Hath ina land of freedom dar'd to vent. 
Hence! from my kingdom with thy quickett fpeed, 
Left the revenge of an infulted king 
With {adden ruin intercept thy flight, 
Exit Politician. 
Fobn. ; 


Kis 

Permit me, Edward, to thy royal voice 
To add my fuffrage alfo, and with thee 
Proteft againft this coward policy, ; 
‘That meanly fkulks behind opprobrious fraud, 
And low unprincely artifice ; I feel 
A virtue in my heart, a gen’rous pride, 
That tells me kings were cloth’d with majefty, 
Encircied with authority, rever'd, 
And almoft deify’d, to teach them thence 
That gooduefs and the faving attributes, 
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Ofheav'n become their office, juftice chief, 
And truth, the virtue of heroic minds, 
‘Which were it hanifh’d from all other breaits, 
Should dwell for ever in the hearts of kings.. 


A€rial mafic, upon which reeenter the fove Druids whe 
perfenated the Grandec, Fc. in their original cha~ 
raéters and habits of Druids, the chief of whom ad- 
wancing towards the throne, addreffes bimfeif to king 


Edward. 

Chief Drvia. 

Behold in us, great king, the ancient pricits 
‘And judges of this Jand, the Druids old : 

Who late in borrow'd chara@ters have ftood 
Before thy fage tribunal, to prefer 

‘The claims of valour, wealth, nobility, 

And thofe foft fpecious flatt'rers, who beneath 
The rofy wreath of pleafure and of love 
Conceal the fickly aud difgufttul brow 

Of riot and debauch, and often win 

From weak unmanly princes the rich prize 
To virtue due and wifdom, not to thefe 

‘The cankers of a ftate ; but leaft of all 

Due to that traitor of his king and country, 
Who lab'ring to build up the regal throne 
Beyond its due Proportion, and the flrength 
OF thofe foundations which the laws have laid, 
O'erwhelms the people, and at once o’erturns 
His royal mafter, places him at beft 

On an uneafy tott’ring pinnacle, 

‘The mark. of exceration and reproach. 

‘Thefe claims hat thou rejected ; like a king 
Difcerning in mankind, and knowing well ; 
‘The value of his favours: like a king 
Deferving the high offce,of the judge 
And arbiter of Europe : like a king 
Equal to his great fame, and worth the care 
Of thofe immortal fpirits, who this day 
Have quitted their celeftial refidence, 

fo view and to apnraye thy glorious deeds. 

But, Edward, be not thou amaz'd to find 
‘That thofe who lately for thy favour fu'd, 
‘Were not the perfonages they affum’d. 

O' king! thou art befet with counterfeits 

“the very oppofite to us, who feem 

Far better than they are. For flattery, 
Cameleon-like, accommodates with care 

To the court-huc his changeful countenance. 
And when a prince is brave, magnanimous, 
And high in fpirit, then ambition wears 

A face of dignity, and nothing breathes 

But lofty enterprifes, canquef, pow'r, 

And Schemes of glory to the fov'’rcign ear, 
Pretending Jove and care for his renown 

With more than dutcous zcal.—OF thefe beware! 
For as the Theban queen, in fables old, 

Was, by the fpecious guile of frandful Jove, 

In her. Amphitryon’s form to gailt betray’dy 

So by thefe counterfeits arc kings feduc'd, 

Ev’n in the moft helov'd fiufpedlefs thapesy 

‘To teke a traitor to their reyal arms. 

But thou thalt know them, Edward, by their works, 
And cf this truth be moft affurtd, that he, 

Who in his private commerce with mankind 

Is mean, dithoneft, interefted, falfe, : 
Can ne’er be true to thee; nor can he love 

His rrince, who feels not for his country’s good. 

‘Thus warn'd we leave thee, mighty prince: be 
Be ccaflantin the paths of fair renown. [firm, 
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Think it thy duty to revere thyfelf 

The facred laws of chivalry, the wife 

Injunctions by thy order laid on al] 

‘The garter’d knights; fo fhall thy fame remaia. 
‘The great example of all future kings. x 
Farewell! for jo! the genius of thy realm . 
With all his pomp attended, comes to thare, 

And grace the glories of this fignal day. eo % 
‘Lhefe clouds of fragrance, that far-beaming blace 


>{ Of heav'nly brightnefs, his approach declare. 


Druids vanié. 

Elaftes of light, and fymphony of atrial mufic. Genius 

of England defends in bir chariat attenaed.by fpirits. 

and bards; then alighting, be advances towards the 
= throne, and addrefis bimfelf to Edward. +m. 

6 Gonius. 

From the gay realms of cloudlefs day I come, 
Where in the giitter of unnumber’d worlds, 
‘That like to ifles of various magnitudes ‘ 
Float in the oceza of unbounded fpace; 
Oa my invifible aérial throne 
I fit, attended with a radiant bag 
‘Of fpirits immortal, whafe pure cffences, 
While clad in human fhapes on earth they dwelt, 








H 


Through the dull clay of grofs mortality ‘ 
Difclos'd their heav’nly vigour, and burft forth, 
In godlike virtnes and heroic deeds, 
‘Their Albion gracing with as fair a growth 
Of fame, as e’er enrich'd imperial Rome. 
‘Thence ripe for heav’n and immortality, 
‘To me, the genius of this happy iffe, 
They fly, and claim the meed of their defert, 
Celeftial crowns, and ever-living praife 
Recorded in the fongs of heav’nly bards, : [fing, 
‘That round my throne their hymns of triumph - 
Attuning to the fweet harmonious {pheres, F 
Their undifcording lyres and voice divine. 

Nor thus remov'd to heay’n, and thus employ’d 
In carelefs raptures, wont they to forget 
‘Theic native country, and the public weal, 
‘Yo which on earth their labours and thcir lives 
‘They once devoted ; but purfuing ftill 
‘The bent and habit of their fouls, with me 
‘They watch the Britifh empire, intent 
To check alternately th’ encroaching waves 
OF regal pow’r and ‘popular liberty : . 
L chief attentive ee the royal throne, 
‘Yake up my watchful ftation, to infufe 
My fage and mod’rate counfels in thofe ¢ 
Which wifdom hath prepar’d and purify’d 
‘To relifs honcft, thouzh unpleafing truth, 

Thus am I always, though invifible, 
Attendant, Edward, on thy glorious deeds, 
But on this folemn day have I vouchiaf’d 
To manifeft my prefence ; to declare, 
Not in thofe whifpers which have often fpeke 
Peace to thy conicious heart, but audibly 
And evident to all, th’ affent of heav’n 
To the great bufinefs which hath gather’d here 
This troop of princes from all nations round, 
Hence all may know that virtue bath a train 
More bright than earthly empire can command: 
Know, that thofe actions which are great and good, - 
Reccive a nobler fanétion from the free 
And univerfal voice of all mankind, 
Which is the voice of heav’n, than from the higheft, 
‘The moft illuftrious a@ of regal pow’r. 


This nobler fangtion, Edward, in the nama * 










Specen, tne lft’ning echoes round. 


© Ag raging. th je-longstorgs 








INSTITUTION OF THE ORDER OF THE GARTER. 


® in our hearts thy energy infufe ! 
eae Be thou our mufe, 
Celeftial maid, 

"And, as of old, impart thy heav'nly aid 
To thofe, who warm’d by thy benignant fire, 
To public merit and their country’s good 
Devoted ever their recording lyre, 

‘Wont along Deva’s facred flood, eed 
Or, beneath Mona’s oak retir’d, 
+ To warble forth their patriot lays, 
And nourifh with immortal praife 
‘The bright heroic flames by thee infpir'd. 
? ANTISTROPHE 1. 
T feel, I feet 
Thy foul-invigorating heat ; 
My bounding veins diftend with fervant zeal, 
And to Britannia’s fame refponfive beat. 
Hail Albion, native country! but how chang’d 
Thy once grim afpe@, how adorn’d and gay 
Thy howling forefts! where together rang’d 
‘The naked hunter and his favage prey: 
Where amid blacks inhofpitable woods 
‘The fedge-grown floods 
All cheerlefs ftray’d, 
Nor in their lonely wand’ring courfe furvey’d, 
Or tow'r, or caftle, heav’n-afcending fane, 
Or lowly village, refidence of peace 
And joyous in uftry, or furrow'd plain, 
. Or lowing herd, or filver fleece 
‘That whitens now each verdant vale; 
‘While laden with their precious ftore 
For trading barks to every fhore, 
Swift heralds of Britunnia’s glory, fail 
‘ EPODE I. 





Thefe are thy fhining works: this fmiling face 
Of beauteous nature thus in regal ftate, 
Deck’d by cach kandmaid art, each polith’d grace, 
‘That on fair liberty and order wait. 
‘This pomp, thefe riches, this repofe, 
‘To thee imperial Britain owes, 
To thee, great fubjtitute of heav'n, 
‘o whom the charge of earthly realms was giv'n; 
‘Their focial fyftems by wife nature’s plan, 
‘To form and rale by her eternal laws; 
‘To teach the felfith foul of wayward man 


‘To feek the publicgood, and aid the common caufe. | 


So didit thou move the mighty heart 
Of Alfred, founder of the Britith fate: 

So to Matilda's fcepter'd fon, 

To him whofe virtue and renown 

Firft made the name of Edward great, 
‘Thy ample fpirit fo didft thou impart: 

Protecting thus in every age, 

From greedy power and factions rage, 
The law of freedom, which to Britain’s fhore: 
From Saxon Elva’s many-headed flood, 

‘The valiant fons of Odin with them bore, 
‘Their national, ador'd, infeparable good. 

¢ STROPHE IL, 

ve. “ Omyonder plain, 

Along whofe willow-fringed fide 
The filver-footed Naiads, fportive train, 
Down the fmooth Thames amid the cygnets glide, 
T faw, when at thy reconciling word, 
Injuttice, anarchy, inteftine jar, 





© Runnymead near Stains, where the Grand Chars ° 


fep thas figned by king Joba. 


ay 

Defpotic infolence, the wafting fword, < 

And all the brazen throats of civil war, 

Were huth’d in peace; from his imperious throng 
Hurl'd furious down, 
Abash’d, difmay’d, «> - 

Like a chas'd lion to the favage fhade’ . 

Of his own forefts, fell opprei fied, 

With vengeance brooding inhis fulien breaft. 

Then juftice fearlefs rear’d her decent head, 
Heal’d every grief, cach wrong redrefs'd Fy 
‘While round her valiant fquadrons ftood, 
And bade her awful tongue demand, 
From vanquith’d John’s reluctant hand, 

The deed of freedom purchas’d with their blood. 

ANTISTROPHE If, 
~ O vain furmife! 
To deem the grandeur of a crown 

Confifts in lawlefs pow’r! to deem them wife 

Who change fecurity and fair renown, 

For deteftation, fhame, diftruft, and fear! 

Who, thut for ever from the blifsful bow’rs 

With horror and remorfe at diftance hear 

The mufic that inchants th’ immortal pow'rs, 

‘The heavenly mufic of well-purchas'd praife, 
Seraphic lays 
‘The fweet reward ‘ 

On heroes, patriots, righteous kings conferr’d, 

For fuch alone the heav’n-taught poets fing. 

Tune ye for Edward, then, the mortal ftrain, 

His name fhall well become your golden ftring, * 
Begirt with this ethereal train, 

Seems he not rank’d among the gods? 
Then let him reap the glorious meed 
- Due to each great heroic deed, 
And tafte the pleafures of the bleft abodes. 
EPODE If. 

Hail, happy prince! on whom kind fate beftows 
Sublimer joys, and glory brighter far [stows 
‘Than Creffy'’s palm, and every wreath that 
In all the blood-ftain'd field of Profp’rous war; 

yore that might charm an heavenly breaft, 
‘0 make dependent millions bleit, 
A dying nation to reftore, 
And fave fall’n liberty with kingly pow'r; 
‘To quench the torch of difcord and debate, 
Relume the languid {park of public zeal, 
Repair the breaches of a thatter'd fate, 
And glorioufly complete the plan of England's 
Complete the noble Gothic pile, (weal: 
That on the rock of juftice rear’d thall ftand, 
In fymmetry, and ftrength, and fame, 
A rival of that boafted frame 
‘Which virtue rais’d on Tiber’s ftrand. 
This, Edward, guardian, father of our ifle, * 
This godlike tafk, to few affign’d, 
Exalts thee above human-kind, 
And from the realms of everlaiting day : 
Calls down celeftial bards thy praife to fing; 
Calls this bright troop of {pirits to furvey 
Thee, the great miracle of ya Patriot-King. 
Genius. 
Now reafcend your fkies, immortal Spirits! 

‘Th’ important aét, that drew you down to earth 

Is finith’d. Spare we now their mortal fenfe, 

‘That cannot long endure th’ unthrouded beam 

Of higher natures. Well hath Edward hid, + 

Under your happy aufpices, the bafe > 

Of bis great order: Jet him undifturb’d, 

- Saeaey 7 
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But not unaided by the heav’nly powers, 

Complcte th’ illuftrious work, which future Kings, 
Struck with the beauty of the noble plan, 

Shall emuloufly labour to maintain. 

And may thy {pirit, Edward, be their guide! 


In every breaft infufe thy virtuous flame, 
And teach them to refpect their country’s 
fame. 2 
Genius and Spirits reafcend to 2 loud 
‘ Srepbony of mufic. : 


THE 
POETICAL WORKS 


oF 


WILLIAM COLLINS, 


Containing 
@RIENTAL ECLOGURS, EPISTLE TO SIR THOMAS HANMER, 
DES, DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL, DIRGE IN C¥MBELINE, 


On, We. Oe. 


To which is profixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 








Sweet Bard! belov’d by every Mufe in vain, 
With powers whofe finenefs wrought their own decay: 
Ah! wherefore, thoughtlefs, didft thou yield the rein 
‘To fancy’s will, and chafe her meteor ray: ; 
Ah! why forgot thy own Hyblzan ftrain! 
“« Peace rules the breaft, where reafon rules the day.” 
: LANGHORNE’S VISIONS OF FANCY. 
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THE LIFE OF COLLINS. 
CEA RSE 


Wrirtram Coxsins wes born at Chichefter in Suffex, on the 25th of December, 1721. His fae 
ther was a hatter, of good reputation, and an Alderman of that city. 

He received his early education in his native place. {n 1733, he was admitted a fcholar of Win= 
chefter College, where he continued feven years, under the care of Dr. Burton, and had for his 
{choolfellow, Dr. Warton, the Prefent refpeGable mafter of that Teminary. He was diftinguifhed for 
his proficiency in claffical learning, and his turn for elegant compofition ; but it was obferved, that hie 
Englith exercifes were better than his Latin. His firft poetical produétion, was the following cpi- 
gram To Mifs Aurelia C——r, on ber weeping at ber Sifter’: Wedding, publithed in the “Gentleman's 
Magazine,” a repofitory in which feveral eminent men have begun their literary career. 





Ceafe, fair Aurelia, ceafe to mourn, 
Lament not Hannah’s happy ftate; 

You may be happy in your turn, 
And feize the treafure you regret. 


‘With love united, Hymen ftands, 
And foftly whifpers to your charms, 
“ Mcet but your lover in my bands, 
“ You'll find your fifter in his arms.”* , 

In 1740, he ftood firft in the lift of the {cholars to be received in fucceffion at New College, Ox 
ford; but unhappily there was no vacancy. ‘This appears to have been the original misfortune of 
his life. In the hope that a vacancy might foon happen, he became a Commoner of Queen’s Cole 
lege, probably with a fcanty maintenance. During his refidence at Queen’s, he was at once die 
ftinguithed for genius and indolence ; his excrcifes, when he could be prevailed upon to write, 
bearing the vifible charaéteriftics of both. No vacancy happening in New College, he was recome 

' mended by his tutor to the fociety of Magdalen, where he was chofen a Demy, in July 174%. The 
vycommon abilities and learning which he difplayed upon this occafion principally contributed te 
his cledtion. 

He continued at Magdalen College till he had taken his Bachelor's degree ; and poetry being hie 
principal purfuit, he wrote, about this time, his Epifile te Sir Thomas Hanmer, on bit Edition of Shake 
Speare’s Works, and his Oriental Eclogues, which were publifhed in ¥742, under the title of Perfan 
Eeclogues. Notwithftanding their merit, they were not attended with any great fuccefs. 

During his refidence at Magdalen College, it happened one afternoon, at a tea vifit, when feveral 
intelligent friends were affembled at his rooms, Hampton, the tranflator of « Polybius,” asremarkable 
at that time for his haughtinefs as for his learning, came in, and being determined to quarre}, kicked 
the tea-table and all its contents to the other fide of the room. Collins, though of a warm temper, 
‘was fo confounded at the unexpected downfal, and fo aftonifhed at the unmerited infult, that he 
took no notice of the aggreffor ; but, getting up from his chair calmly, he began picking up the ices 
of bread and butter, and the fragments of his china, repeating very mildly, . 

Invenias etiam disje€'a membra poetz. 7 


Ashe brought with him to the univerfity a high opinion of his fchool acquifitions, and a foves 
réign contempt for all academic ftudies and difcipline, he never looked with any complacency on. 
his fituation, but was always complaining of the dulnefs of a college life. 

Weary of the confinement and uniformity of an academical life, and fondly imagining that inis 
fuperior abilities would draw the attention of the great world, and make his fortune, in 1744, he 
fuddenly left the univerfity, and came to London, a literary adventurer, with many projects in hie 
bead, and very little money in his Pocket. Te acquaint himfelf with life, he commenced a man of 
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the town, became an affiduous frequenter of the theatres, and fpent his time in all the diffipation of 
Ranelagh, Vauxhall, and other places of public refort., In this pleafurable way of life, he was feon 
“evertzkeh by poverty, from which he endsavoured to efcape, by planning ichemes for elaborate 
publications. He defigned a variety of works; but his great fault was irrefolution ; or the frequent 
falls of necelfity broke his fchemes, and fuffered him to purfue no fettled purpofe. 





“ Aman doubtful of his dinner,” {ays Dr. Johnfon, “ or trembling at a creditor, is not such 
Aifpofed to abftraéted meditation, or remote inquirics. He publithed propofals for a Hifory of the 
Revival of Learning. Vhave heard him fpeak with great kindnefs of Leo X., and with keen re- 
fentment of his taftclefs fucceffor. But probably not a page of the hiftory was cver written? He 
planned feveral tragedies; but he only planned them.” : ‘ 

+ ‘He was not, however, wholly idle; for, in 1746, he publithed his Ouei, Deferiptive and Allegorizal, 
adic fuccefs of which was even inferior to that of the Oriental Eclogucs. 

Millar the bookfeller purchafed the copy at a very handfome price (for thofe times) ;-but the fale 
avas not fufficient to pay the expence of printing. Juftly offended at the bad tafte of the*public, as 
{oon as it was in his power to do juttice to his owa delicacy, he returned Millar the copy-money, 

‘indemnified. him for the lofs he had fuftained, ang configned the remainder of the impreffion td the 
flames, : : 











‘ 
It is not furprifing that his Odes were not popular at their, firft appearance. Allegorical and ab~ 
fira& poetry was above the tafte of the times, and will ever be above the tafte of the bulk of readers. 
It is in the lower walks, “ the plain and pra@tical paths of the mufes only,” fays his biographer 
and commentator, Langhorne, “ that the generality of men can be entertained. The higher efforts 
of imagination are above their capacity.” 
. About this time Dr. Johnfon fell into his company. “ His appearance,” fays he, « was decent 
* and manly, his knowledge confiderable, his views extenfive, his converfation elegant. By degrees 
I gained his confidence, and one day was admitted to him when he was immured by a bailiff that 
was prowling in the ftrest, On this ocesfion, recourfe was had to the “bookfellers, who, on the 
eredit of  tranflation of “ Ariftotle’s Poctics,” which he engaged to write, with a large commentary, 
‘udvanced as rauch moncy as enabled him to efcape into the country. He fhowed me the guincas 
Yafe in his hand.” 
* Yo 1748, he wrote an Ode on the Death of Thomfon, and, about the famez time, the beautiful 
Dirge in Shakfpeare’s  Cymbeline.’’ 
= In 1749, he wrote An Ode on the Popular Superftition of the Highland:, confidered as the fubje of Poetry, 
Sddzeffed to Mr, John Home, the author of « Douglas,” which, Dr. Johnfon fays, he fhowed, in*his 
Iaft ilinefs, to Dr. Warton and his brother, wko thought it fuperior to his other works; but no 
Search has yet found the manufcript. i 
It happened, however, that Dr. Carlyle, minifter of Inveretk, had the fir rude draught of the 
Oue, in the hand-writing of Collins, but ina mu form, whick he communicated to the Royal 
Society of Edinburgh, who inferted it in the firft volume of their « ‘Tranfactions,” 1788. 
« ‘The manufcript,” fays Dr. Carlyle, in his letter to Alexander Frafer Tytler, Efg, which accom 
panies the communication, “ feJl into my hands, among the papers of a friend of mine and Mr. 
“John Home's, who died as long ago as the year 1754. Soon after, I found the poem; I fhowed it to 
‘Mr. Home, who told me that it had been addreffed to him, by Mr. Collins, on his leaving London 
iin the year 17493 that it was haftily compofed, and incorrect ; but that he would one day find 
Jeifure to look it over with care. Mr. Coilins and Mr. Home had been made acquainted by Mr. 
John Barrow (the cordial youth mentioned in the firft lanza}, who had been for fome time at the 
Univerfity of Edinburgh ; had been 2 volunteer along with Mr. Home in the year 1746; hac 
taken prifoner with him at the battle of Falkirk ; and had efcaped together with him and five ot 
fix other gentlemen from the caftle of Down. Mr. Barrow refided, in 1749, at Winchefter, where 
Mr. Collins and Mr. Home were, for a week or two, together on a vilit. Mr. Barrow was pay- 
:mafter in America, in the war that commenced in 17 36 and died in that country.”* 
“ I thought no more of the poem till a few ycars ago; when, oa reading Dr, Johnfon’s life of 
Collins, 1 conje@ured that it might be the very copy of verfes which he mentions, which he fays 
‘was mush praifed by fome of his friends, and for ths lofs ef which be exprefice regret. 1 foughe, 
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for it atsong my, papers; and perceiving that a ftanza and a half were wanting, 1 made the moft 
diligent fearch I could for them, bat in vain. Whether or not this great chafm was in the poem 
when it came into my hands, is more than I can remember at this diftance of time.” 

‘To give a continued context, Mr. Frafer Tytler prevailed on Mr. Henry Mackenzie, author of 
the « Man of Feeling,” to fapply the fifth ftanza and half of the fixth. In a few places, fome . 

_ words, either omitted or grown iMegible, were added by Dr. Carlyle, and marked with inverted 

cdtamas. . é . 

It is to be regretted, that the copy fhown to Dr. Warton and his brother, which had probably Tie 
ceived the lait touches of a maftcr’s hand, is not fomewhere extant; yet, that fo much has been 
faved, the publi: is much obliged to Dr. Carlyle. : age. 

Soon after the appearance of this cnrious and valuable fragment in the “ Edinburgh Tranfa@ions,” 
a perfec) copy, Said to have been found in « the drawers of a burean,” was printed at London, 
in gto. by Bell the bookfeller, with a dedication to the Wartons; but the evidence of its anthenti- 
city was withheld fromthe public, The lines that fupply the chafm in the fifth and half of the 
fixth ftanza, introjuce the execution of Charles I. the rebellion in 1745, the battles of Prefton- 
pans, Falkirk, and Culloden; but the fty!e does not feem to be in the manner of .Collins. 
fopy has been received into the edition of the “ Englith Poets;’ 1790; and repritited, with the 
fuppiementary verfes from the Edinburgh edition, in the prefent collection. ~ : 

Elis misfortunes had already made a deep impreffion on his mind, but he found fome confolation. 

he feene, and vifiting his uncle, Lieutenant Colonel Martin, who was then with the 
Britifh aomy in Vlanders, His uncle-died, foon after his arrival, and left him about 20001; a 
fam which he.could fearcely think exhanitible, and which he did not live to exhauft. The money’ 
he obtained from the bookfvilers, on the credit of tranflating “ Ariftotle’s Poetics,” was then 
repaid, and the tranflation neglected. But this acceffion of fortune came too late to be of any 
effential fervice to him. He had been fo long haraffed by anxiety, diffipation, and diftrefs, that’ 
he fell into a nervous diforder, accompanied with an wnconqucrable depreflion of Spirits, which ar 
lensth reduced the fineft underftanding to the moft deplorable dulnefs, His diforder was not alie~ 
nation of mind, but genéral laxity and feeblenefs, a deficiency rather of vital than: intéHe@ual 
powers, What he fpoke wanted neither judgment nor fpirit; but a few mirintes exhautted him, fo 
that he was forced to reft upon his couch, tili a Short ceffation reftored his powers, and he-was again 
able to talk with his former vigour. . 

The aprvoaches of this dreadful malady he began to feel foon after his uncle’s death, and with 
the ufuel weaknefs of men fo difeafed, cage ly fnatched that temporary relief with which the table 
anid the bottle flatter and feduce. But his health continually declined, and he grew more and more 
burthenfome to himfelf. He wes for Some tin confined in a houfe of lunatics, and afterwards ré-; 
tired to the care of his fifler in Checheer ; where death came to his' relief, in 1756, in the 35th" 
year of his age. ~ . a Ae 

Such was the end of Cellins, » man of an elevated geaius and extenfive learning, who-was loft to” 
the werld in the prime of life, without availing hismfelf of fine abilities, which, Properly improved, 
might have raifed him to eminence in any profeflion, and have rendered him a bleffing to his friends,” 
and an ornzment to his country. is £ 















An account of bis periun, und fome of his more remarkable particularities, was communicated ta: 
the public, by an intelligent writer, in the’ Gentleman’s Magazine” for 178. ° ; a 

« Collins 1 was intimately acquainted with, from the time that he came to refide at Oxford. In 
London J met him often, and remember he lodged in a little houfe with a Mit Bundy, at the corner” 
of King's Square Court, Soho, now a warehoufe, for a long. time together. How he got down to’ 
Oxford I do uot know; but I myfelf faw him under Merton wall in a very affecting fituation, 
“fruggling, and conveyed by force, in the arms of two or three men, towards the parifh of St. Cle= 
ment, in which was a houfe that took in fuch unhappy objets. : 

“ He was of a moderate flature, of a light and clear complexion, with grey eyes, fo very weak 
at times as hardly. to bear a candle in the room, and often raifing within him apprehenfions of blind- 
nefs. He was paffionately fond of mufic, good-natured, and affable, warm in his friendthipa, and: 
Yifionary in his purfhits, and, as Jong as I knew him, temperate in his eating and drinking.” . 

Vor. 1X, Kk 
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His chara@ter was written by Dr. Jehnfon, « while it was yet diftin@ly impreifed upon his me+ 
mory ;”’ arid printed in the twelfth volume of “The Poetical Calendar,” 1764. 

“ Collins was a man of extenfive literature, and of vigorous faculties. He ‘Was acquainted, not 
only with the learned tongues, but with the Italian, French, and Spanith languages. He had em. 
ployed his mind chiefly upon works of fiction and fubje@s of fancy; and, by indulging fome pe- 
culiar habits of thought, was eminently delighted with thofe flights of imagination which pafs the 
bounds of nature, and to which the mind is reconciled only ,by a paffive acquiefcence in populir 
traditions. He loved fairies, genii, giants, and montters; he delighted to rove through the mean- 
ders of enchantment, to gaze on the magnificence of golden palaces, to repofe by tlie water-falls of 
Elyfian gardens. 

“ This was, however, the charaéter rather of his inclination-than his genius; the grandeur of 
wildnefs, and the novelty of extravagance were always defired by him, bur were not always attain- 
ed. Yet, as diligence js never wholly loft, if his efforts fometimes caufed harfhnefs and obfcurity, 
they fometimes produced, in his happier moments, fublimity and fplendour. ‘This idea which he 
had formed of excellence, led him to oriental fictions and allegorical imagery; and perhaps, while 
he was intent ypon defcription, he did not fufficiently cultivate fentiment. His poems are the pro- 
dudtions of a ngind not deficient in fire, nor unfurnithed with knowledge, either of books or life, 
but fomewhat obftructed in its progtefs, by deviation in queft of miftaken beauties. 

“ His morals were pure, and his opinions pious. In a long continuance of poverty, and long 
habits of diffipation, it cannot be expected that any charagter fhould be exatly uniform. ‘There 
is a degree of want by which the freedom of agency is almoft deftroyed, and long affociation with 

‘nitous companions, will at laft relax the ftridtnefs of truth, and abate the fervour of fincerity. 
‘That this man, wife and virtuous as he was, palled always unentangled through the fhares of life, 

it would be prejudice and temerity to affirm; but it may be faid, that at leaft he preferved the fouree 

of action unpolluted ; that his principles were never fhaken; that his diftin@ions of right and wrong 
were never confounded; and that his faults had nothing of malignity or defign, but proceeded from 
fome unexpected pieffure, or cafual temptation. 

“ The latter part of his life cannot be remerabered but with pity and fadnefs, He languifhed 
fome years under that depreflion of mind which enchains the faculties without deftroying them, and 
leaves reafon the knowledge of right without the power of purfuing it. Thefe clouds which he 
perceived gatheting on his intelle@s, he endeavoured to difperfe, by travel, and paffed into France; 
but found himfelf conftrained to yield to his malady, and returned. 

“ Alter his return from France, the writer of this charaéer paid him a vifit at IMington, where 
‘he was waiting for his filter, whom he had directed to meet him. “There was then nothing of diforder 
difcernible in his mind by any but himfelf; but he had withdrawn from ftudy, and travelled with 
no other book than an Englith Teftamnent, fuch as children carry ‘to the fchool. When his friend 

“took it into his hand to fee what companion a man of letters had chofen, “ I have but one book,” 
_ faid Collins, hut that is the Bett.” : 

OF this portrait, the features are certainly very ftrong, but the chara@ter docs not appear fufficiently 
plicit. Of the genius of Collins, in particular, thé picture is very imperfect ; but the veil which 
is drawn over the unhappy circumtances of his liie, is drawn by the hand of humanity. 

His Oriental Rutogues, written for the Entertainment of the Ladies ‘of Tauris, were reprinted, in gto. 
“957. His Poetical Works, with Memeirs of the Author, and Obfervations on bis Genius and Wr ritings, were 
“spublithed by Langhorne, in 8vo. 1764. An Effay on his Oriental Eclgues, appeared in a pofthu- 

mous volume of “ Critical Eifays,” by Scott, in 1985. The “ Obfervations’® of Langhorne have been. 

received into the edition of the “ English Poets,” 1790, and retained in the prefent'colle@ion. 

, Collins has written but little ; and by thofe with whom the bulk of an author’s performances is 
the criterion for eRimating his merit, he will he deemed a minor poet. There are, however, volumes 
of verfes of no mean charater, which contain lefs genuine poetry than the few peges which he pro- 
duced. i Eee 

OF his Oriental Ecloguec, according to Dr. Johnfon, he fpoke with difapprobation to Dr. Warton 
and his brother, in his laf illnefs, as not fufficiently expreffive of Afiatic manners, and called 

them his Jrip Eclogues. a is very probabic, when his judgment was improved by experience, be- 
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might difcover, and be hurt by their faults, among which may poflibly be found fome few ine 
tances of inconfiftence or abfurdity. But the idea of manners feems miftakenly fubftituted for 
the idea of language. He has feldom violated the great outline of eaftern cuftoms; and his fubjects 
did not often lead him to a defcription of minute particulars. His didtion, as Langhorne has juftly 
remarked, is not the diction of the eaft; it is moftly fimple, and often elegant, but not flowery or 
metaphorical. But he feems rather miftaken, when he obferves, that Collins waé one of the few 
Poets who have failed to Delphi without touching at Cythera. Collins poffeffed a mind that could 
not be infenfible to the amorous impreffions, Of this, the warmth of expreffion with which he 
treats the paflion of love, in the Eclogues, may be thought a fufficient indication. His compofitions 
difcover much of the tender, though nothing of the licentious. The Eclogues, with’ forme marks 
of puerility, have nothing to fear from a comparifon with any of their predeceffors, They have 
all the requifites of good poetry; defcription, incident, fentiment, and moral. They have fimpli- 
city of thought, and melody of language. : 

His Odes, deferiptive and allegorical, rank amang the firft lyric performances in the Englifh language. 
‘They difplay a luxuriance of imagination, a wild fublimity of fancy, and a felicity of expreffion fo 
extraordinary, that it might be fuppofed to be fuggefted by fome fuperior power, rather than to be 
the effect of human jndgment or capacity. They entitle Collins to an indifputable pre-eminence 
above all his competitors in that province of poetry, except Dryden and Gray. : if get 

OF his firft ode, the meafure is happily chofen to exprefs that tendernefs and pathos which muf - 
be infeparable from an Ode to Pity. 

: Long, Pity, lot the nations view 
‘Thy tky-warn robes of tendereft blue, 
And eyes of dewy light. 

The derwy light is a troke which the happicft imagination alone could execute. : 

On a fubject of tendernefs, Collins could not poflibly omit to mention his countryman, Otway, 
who was indeed “ the Prieft of Pity ;” like him ingenious, and like him unhappy. 

‘Wild Arun too has heard thy ftrains, 
And Echo, ’midft my native plains, 
Been footh'd by Piy’s lute ! 
There firft the wren thy myrtles thed, 
On gentleft Otway’s infant head; 
To him thy cell was fhawn, 
And while he fupg the female heart, 2 
‘With youth’s foft notes, unfpoil’d by art, 
‘Thy turtles mix’ their own! 
The Ode t» Fear is fo nervous, fo expreffive, and fo piGurefque throughout, that it may challenge © 
the whole compafs of allegorical poctry. 
< Ah Fear! ah frantic Fear ! 
J fec, I fee thee near! 
I know thy hurried ftep, thy haggard eye; 
Like thee J ftart, like thee diforder’d fy! 
For lo! what monfters in thy train appear. 

‘The abbreviation of the meafure in the two firft lines is moft happily adapted to the faddennefs 
of the motion excited. Danger, who is introduced in the train of Fear, is fo charaQeriftically de- 
fcribed, that there is no looking upon the picture without horror. 

; Danger, whofe limbs of giant mold 
‘What mortal eye can fix’d behold ? 
Who ftalks his round, an hideous form, 
Howling amidft the midnight ftorm, 
Or throws him on the ridgy fteep 
OF fome loofe hanging rock to fleep. 

Tt is not in the power of human invention to produce an image of greater force and propriety than 
that which is exhibited in the two laft lines, when Danger is reprefented as fleeping on the loofely 
hanging rock of a precipice. The dreadful beings that attend him are deferibed with equal ftrength 
of imagination. ‘The effeéts of Fear on the Grecian theatre, and the fuperitition of St. Mark’s Eve 

Kj 
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are introduced with great poetical Propriety. Of the Ode to Simplicity, it wovld be fuperfluous te 
point out the beauties; they are fo obvious that no eye can overlook them. The allufion to fcenes 
of ancient enthufiafm and poetry are happily defigned, and beautifully expreffed. 


By all the honey'd ftore 
On Bybla’s thymy fhore, 
By all her lec, and mingled murmurs dear, 
“" By her, whofe love-lorn woe, 4 
In evening mufings flow, 
- Sooth’d fweetly fad Ele@tra’s poer’s ear. 


Simplicity is effentially neceffary to the perfe@ion of every poetical work; and Collins has exem- 
plified by ali his performances, but particularly by his Oriental Eclegues, the truth of the following 


‘Though tafte, though genius blefs 
To fome divine excefs, 
Faint's the cold work till thou infpire the whole ; 
What each, what all fupply, 
May court, may charm our eye, 
‘Thou, only thou, canft raise the meeting foul! 


‘His Ode on the Poetical Charadter is fo extremely wild and extravagant; that it feems to have been 
written wholly during the tyranny of imagination. It is entitely abftracted, and, in fome parts it 
may bg thought blameably obfcure ; but there are fome, however, whofe congenial fpirits may keep 
pace with him in his moft eccentric flights; and, from fome of his cafual ftrokes, may catch thofe 
“fublime ideas which, like him, they have experienced, but have never been able to exprefs, Some 
to whom Fancy . 


‘The ceft of ampleft power bas given, 
 'Towhom the god-like gift affigns, 
To gaze her vifions wild, and feel unmix’d her flame. 


“The Ode written in the Year 1746, will be more generally pleafing, as it is equally beautiful and 
fimple. ‘The ftrophe in the Ode to Mercy, affords the fineft fubjeét for 2 picture that imagination 
¢an form, 


O thou, who fit’?t a fmiling bride 
By Valour’s arm'd and aweful fide, 
Gentlcft of iky-born forms, and beft ador’d: 
Who oft with fongs, divine to hear, 
‘Win’ft fom his fatal grap the fpear, 
And hid’ft in wreaths of fowezs his bloadlefs fword | 


‘There is fomething perfectly claffical in Collins's manner, both with refpe@ to his imagery and 
his compofition ; and Horace’s rule of ut Pictura Poefis was never better obferved than in this in 
, ftance. The fame ftyle of painting, though fomewhat bolder, charaéterifes the Cae to Liberty, 


Who fhall awake the Spartan fife! &c. 


“The ruin of the libertics and of the ftate of Rome is deferibed in a moft picturefque and pathetic 
manner. 


No, Freedom, no, I will not tell, 

How Rome, before thy weeping face, 

With heavieft found, a giant-ftatue, fell, 

Puih'd by a wild and artlefs race, 

From off its wide ambitious bafe, 

When ‘Time his northern fons of {poil awoke, 
And all the blended work of ftrength and grace, 
With many a rude repeated ftroke, 

And many a barbarous yell, to thoufand fragments broke. 


‘The ancient tradition, that there was formerly a temple of liberty in Britain, awakes at once the 
sothufiaim and the patriotifm of Collins; and ke dwells with Tapture on the thought. Pte 
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The Ode to Peace, the Dirge in Cymbctine, Manners, an Ode, the Oder on the Death of Yhoits 
fon and Sir Charles Rofs, are highly poetical, and have all their brighter paflages, which ara 
particularly marked out by Langhorne, The Eyiffle to Sir Thomas Hanmer, has fome vigorous, 
and. fome happy lines; though it is the leaft interefting of his performances. The portraits from 
Shakfpeare, are happily feledted, and forcibly delineated ; and the lines with which they are intro- 
duced, shay reafonably be fuppofed to have attratted the notice of Mr, Boydcll, and excited the 
emulation of the Britith artifts of the prefent day. e 


. ©, might fome verfe with happieft fkill perfuade 
Expreffive pi@ure to adopt thine aid! 
What wondrous draughts might rife from every pagef 
‘What other Raphaels charm a diftant age! : 


To the eftimate of the genius and writings of Collins, given by Dr. Johnfon in the Poetical 
Calendar,” he made the following fevere and injurious addition, in his “ Lives of the Poets.” 
. “ The di@ion of Collins was often harfh, unfkilfully laboured, and injudicioufly feleted. He 
affected the obfolete, when it was not worth revival, and he puts his words out of the common 
order, feeming to think, with fome later candidates for fame, that not to write profe is certainly to 
write poetry, His lines commonly are of flow motion, clogged and impeded with clufters of cone 
fonants. As men are often efteemed who cannot be loved, fo the poetry of Collins may fometimes 
extort praife when it gives little pleafure.” ‘ : E 

A very differcnt opinion of his poctica} excellence is maintained by critics of undoubted reputa- 
tion, : 

* Mr. Warton, the learned hiftorian of Englith poetry, fpeaking of Collins, calls him his lamented 
friend, “ whofe odes will be remembered while any tafte for true poetry remainis.” 

“ The genius of Collins,” fays Dr. Knox in. his elegant “ Effays,” * feems, in fonie meafure, 
to have refembled that of Tickell. Dignity, folemaity, and pathos, dre the ftriking features of his 
compofitions. None but a true poct could have written his fong over Fidele in Shakfpeare's Cymbeline.” 

Mr, Potter, thie ingenious tranflator of « 4Efchylus” and “ Euripides,” treating of the ode, afferts, 
that Collins was the firft of. our poets who reached its excellence. “ His mind was impreffed with a 
tender melancholy, but without any mixture of that fullen gloom which deadens its powers; it led 
him to the fofteft fympathy, that moft refined feeling of the human heart. His faculties were vis 
gorous, and his genius truly fublime; his ftyle is clofe atid ftrong, and his numbers in general har- 
monious. He was well acquainted with 48{chylus and Euripides, and drew deep from their foun- 
tains, His thoughts hada romantic caft, and his imagination a certain wild grandeur which fome« 
times perhaps approaches to the borders of extravagance; but this led him to defcriptions and ale 
Isgories wonderfully poetical. Such, for inftance, is the antiftrophe in his Ode to Liberty, and the © 
firft part of his Qde,to Fear. 4Efchylus himfelf has not a bolder conception, and the grandeur of 
thought is as greatly expreffed. Dr. Johnfon {peaks of this great poet with a tendernefs that reflects 
honour on himfelf: He allows him fometimes to have fublimity and {plendour ; but, in the coldnefs * 
of criticifm, expreffes fome difapprobation of his allegorical imagery, and is unjuft to his harmony.” 

With thele ingenious critics, the prefent writer is happY to agree, in giving Collins a much higher. 
tank as a poet than Dr. Jehnfon has allowed him ; but, while he condemns, with Mr. Potter, the 
excels to which Dr. Johnfon’s ftriGures are carried, he acknowledges that they are not, in every 
refpe@, deftitute of foundation. Collins is occafionally, though not frequently, harth in his numbers; 
his perfonifications appear, in a few inftances, to be multiplied beyond juft caufe; and he is fome« 
times blameably obfeure, But when every poflible deduétion is made from his merit, he will Rill 
ftand entitled to d very large proportion of praife; and his Ode on the Paffions mutt evet be joined ' 
with the “St, Cecilia” of Dryden, .and the “ Bard” of Gray, as among the boldeft and brighteft 
efforts of the lyric mufe. i. SAR 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 


ECLOUGE I. 
SELIM; OR THE SHEPHERD'S MORAL. 
Scene, a Valley neir Bagdat. Time, the Morning. 


Ye Perfian maids attend your port’s lays, 

And hear how fhepherds pafs their golden days, ‘* 
Not all are bleft whom fortune’s hand fultains 
With wealth in courts,nor all that haunt the plains: 
‘Well may your hearts believe the truths! tell! 
"Sis virtue make the blifs, where’er we dwell. 

Thus Selim fang, by facred truth infpir’d; 
Nor praife, butfuch as truth beftow’d, defir'd: 
Wife in himfelf, his mcaning fongs convey’d 
Informing morals to the fhepherd maid ; 

Or taught the fwains that fureft blifs to find, 
‘What groves nor ftreams beftow, a virtuous mind, 
When fweet and bluthing, like a virgin bride 

‘The radiant morn refum’d her orient pride, 
‘When wanton gales along the vallies play, 
Breathe on each flower,and bear their {weets away : 
By Tigris’ wandering waves he fat, and fung 
This ufeful leffon for the fair and young, 

Ye Perfian dames, he faid, to you belong, 

‘ell may they pleafe, the morals of my fong: 
No fairer maids, I truft, than you are found, 
Grac'd with foft arts, the peopled world around ! 
The motn that lights you, to your loves fupplies 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes: 

For you thofe flowers her fragrant hands beftow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not thefe, all‘beauteous as they are, 
The beft kind bleffings heaven can grant the fair! 
Who truft alone in b.auty’s fechle ray, 

Boaft but the worth Baffora’s pearls difplay ; 
Drawn from the deep we own their furface bright, 
‘But, dark within, they drink no luftrous light: 
Such are the maids, and duch the charms they 
By fenfe unaided, or to virtue loft. {boait, 
Self-flattering fex! your hearts believe in vain 
‘That love fhall blind, when once he fires the 
Or hope @ lover by your faults to win, — [fwain; 
As fpots on ermin beautify the fkin . 

Who fecks fecure to rule, be firit her care 

Each fofter virtue that adorns the fair; 

Each tender paflion man delights to find, 

‘The lov'd perfeétions of a female mind | (reign, 

Bleft were the days, when wifdom hcid her 
Ang thepherds fought her on the filent plain ; 
‘With truth the wedded in the fecret grove, 
Maunortal truth, and daughters blefs'd their Jove. ° 





© hatte, fair maids) ye virtues come away, 
Sweet peace and plenty lead you on your way! 
The balmy furub for you fhall love our thore, 
By Ind exceli'd, or Araby, no more, 
Loft to our fields, for fo the fates ordain, 
The dear deferters fhall retura again, {clear, 
Come thou, whofe thoughts as limpid fprings are 
‘To lead the train {weet modetty appear: 
Here make thy court amidft our rural fcene, 
And fhepherd-girls thall own thee for their queen, 
With thee be chastity, of all afraid, 
Diftrafting all, a wife fufpicious maid ; 
But man the moft—not more the mountain doe 
Holds the fwift faulcon for her deadly foe. . 
Cold is her breaft, like flowers that drink the dew, 
A filken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild defires amidft thy train be known, 
But faith, whofe heart is fix’d on one alone: 
Defponding meeknefs with her downcatt ayes, 
An friendly ity full of tender fighs; 
And love the laft: by theft your hearts approve, 
‘Thefe are the virtues that muft Jvad to love. 
‘Thus fong the fwain; and ancient legends fay, 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay: 
Dear to the plains the virtues came along, 
‘The thepherds lov'd, and Sclim blif'd his fong. ~ 


ECLOGUE Il. -, 
HASSAN; OR THE CAMEL DRIVER. 
Scene, the Defirt. Time, Mideday. 


Ty filent horror o’er the boundlefs wafte 

The driver Haflan with his camels paft ; 

One cruife of water on his back he bore, 

And his light {crip contain’d a feanty Rore : 

A fan of painted feathers in his hand, aes; 
‘To guard his fhaded face from Scorching fand.. - .° 
‘The fultry fun had gain’d the middie igy, 

And not a tree and aot an herb was nigh ; 

‘The beafts, with pain, their duty way purfue, 











; Shrill roar’d the winds, and dreary was the view! 


With defperate ferrow wild, th’ affrighted man 
Thrice figh’d, thrice {truck his breait, aud thns 
began: di : 

« Sad _ th’ hour, and lucklefs wae the day, 
“ When firft from Schiraz’ walls L be: y way!” 

Ah! Hetle thoughe 1 of the blafting wind, 
The thirft, or pinching hunger, that I find ! 
Bethink thee, Haflan, where fhall thirft affinge, 
When fails this cruife, his unrelenting rage ? 

2 EKkij . 
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Soon fhall this ferip its precious load refign , 
Then what but tears and hunger fhall be thine ? 
Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal fhare ! 
Here, where no fprings in murmurs break away, 
Or mofscrown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
Which plains more ble, or verdant vales beftow : 
Here rocks alone, and taftelefs fands are found, 
And faint and fickly winds for ever howl around. 
“ Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
“ When firit from Schiraz’ walls 1 bent my 
© way!" 
Curft be the gold and filver which perfuade 
‘Weak men to follow fur fatiguing trade ! 
The lily peace ontthines the filver ftore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore: 
Yet money tempts us o'er the defert brown, 
‘To every diftant mart and wealthy town, 
Folloft we tempt the land, and oft the fea: 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
Ah! why was ruin fo attractive made, 
Or why fond man fo ealily betray'd ? 
Why heed we not, while mad we hatte along, 
‘The gentle voice of peace, or pleafure’s tung ? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain’s fide, 
The fountain’s murmurs, and the valiey’s pride, 
Why think we thete lels pleafin, to behold, 
Than dreary deferts, if they lead to gold? - 
“ Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
* When firtt from Schiraz’ walls 1 bent my 
way 
” Oceafe, my fears!—al! frantic as T go, 
hen thought creates unnumber’d [cenes of woe, 
‘What if the lion in his rage I meet !— 
Oft in the duft I view his printed feet: 
And, fearful! oft, when flay’s dectining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rous’d, he fcours the Broaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and (ullen tigers in his train: 
Before them death with thrieks direéts their wry, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads,them to their prey, 
“* Sad wal the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
“ When firft from Schiraz’ walls ¥ bent my 
“way 
At that dead hour the filent afp fhall creep, 
I aught of reft I find, upon my fleep : 
Or foie fwoln ferpent twit his (cales around, 
And wake to anguith with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wile contented poor, 
From lutt of wealth, and dread of death fecure ! 
They tempt no deferts, and no griefs they find; 
Peace rules the day, where reafon rules the mind. 
“ Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
“When fir from Schiraz’ walls I bent my 















O, let me fafely to the fair return, e 
Say with a kits, the muft not, hall not moura { 
Q' let me teach mr heart to lofe its fears, 
Recall’d by Wisdum’s voice, and Z>ra's tears, 

He faid, and cali'd on heaven to blefs the day, 
When‘back to Schiraz’ walls he bent his way. 

ts 3 ECLOGUE HL. at 
ABRA; OR, THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 

Scene, @ Forefti Time, the Evening. 

In Georgia's land, where Tefflis’ towers are feen; 
In diftant view along the level green, 
While evening dews enrich the glittering glade, 
And the tall foretts caft a longer thade, 
What time ’tis fweet o'er fields of rice to ftray, 
Or Icent the breathing maize at fetting day ; 
Amidtt the maids of Zagen’s peaceful grove, 
Emyra (ung the pleaSng cares of love, 

Of Abra firit began the tender itrain, | 
Who led her'youth with flocks upon the plain? ? 
At morn fle came thofe willing flocks to lead, 
Where lities rear them in the \watery mead ; 
From early dawn the live-long hours the told, 
‘Till late at filent eve fhe penn'd the fold. 

Deep in the grove, beneath the fecret thade, 

A various wreath of odorous flowers fhe made + 

* Gay-motley’d pinks and fweet jonquils the chofe; 
‘The violet blue that on the mofs-bank grows ; 
All-fweet to fenie, the flaunting rofe was there: - 
‘The finith’d chaplet well-adorn’d her hair. 

Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ftray, + 
By love conducted from the chafe away 3 
Among the vocal vales he heard her fong, 

.} And fought the vales and echoing groves among : 

At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 

“ Be every youth like royal Abbas mov’d,s 
“ And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !” 

The royal lover bore her from the plain; 

Yor ftill her crook and bleating flock remain : 
Ort as the went, the backward tarn’d her views 
And bade that crook und bleating flock adieu. 
Fair happy maid! to other fcenes remove, 

To richer fcenes of golden power and love ! 

Go leave the fimple pipe, and thepherd’s firairts 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 
“ Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, > 
“ And every Georgian maid like Abra:lov’d !" 

Yet midét the blaze of courts the fix’d her Jove 

On the cvol fountain, or the thady grove: 

Still with the thepherd’s innocence ber mind 

To the {weet vale, and flowery mead inclin’d $23 
And oft as (pring renew’d the plains with flowers? 
Breath'd his fort gales, and led the fragrant hours, 





way!” With fure return fhe fought the fylvan fcene, 
,, 0 haplefs youth ! for the thy love hath won, The breezy mountains, and the forefts green. 
‘The tender Zara will be moft undone ! [maid, | Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band ! 


Big fwell’d my heart, and own'd the powerful 

When faft the drops her tears, as thus fhe faid: 

“ Farewell the youth whom fighs could not detain, 

“Whom Zara’s breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 

“ Yet as thou go'ft, may every ’blait arife 

* Weak and unfelt as thefe rejected fighs ! 

“ Safe o'er the wild, no perils may’ft thou fee, 

“No griefs endare, nor weep, falfe youth, like 
, . 


Each bore a crook all rural in her hand : 

Some fimpls lay, of fiocks and herds they fung ; 
With joy the mountain and the foreft rang. “~ 
“* Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

“ And every Georgian maid like Abra lov’d !” 





* That thefe flowers are Sound in very great 
abundance in fome of the provinces of Perf, ite 
ihe madern Liflory of Mr. Satmon: WS 


© me. ‘ 


POEME 


é sik, 
And oft the royal lover left the care Yon citron grove, whence firft in fear we came, 
And thorns of ftate, attendant on the fairs Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame: * 
Oft to the fhades and low-oof'd cots retir’d, '| Far fly the fwains, like us, in deep defpair, 
Or fought the vale where firft bis heart was fir’d: | And leave to raffian bands their tleecy care. © 
A ruffet mantle, like a fwain, he wore, Secander. 
And thought of crowns,and bufy courts no more. Unhappy land, whofe blelings tempt the fword, 
“Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, Ia vain, unheard, thou call’ft thy Perfian lord?” 
“ Aad every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !* In vain thou courtit him, helplefs, to thine aid, - 
Blest was the life, that royal Abbas led: To hield the thepherd, and proteét the maid! 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. Far off, in thoughtlefs indolence tefign'd, 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel Soft dreams of love and pleafure footh his mind, 
‘The fimple thepherd-girl can love as well, °"Midft fair fultanas loft in idle joy. . , 
Let thofe who rule on Perfia’s jewel’d throne, No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 
Be fam'd for love, and gentleft love alone; won Agibe 
Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, Yet thefe green hiils, in fammer’s fultry heat, 
The lover’s myrtle with the warrior’s crown. Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. < 
O happy days! the maids around her fay ; Sweet to the fight is Zabran’s flowery plain, - 
O hafle, profufe of blellings, hatte away ! And once by maids and fhepherds jov’d in vain! 
“ Be every youth like royal Abbas mov’d; No more the virgins fhall delight to rove 
"Aud every. Georgian maid like Abra lov’d 1”? By Sargis’ banks, or Irwan’s fhady grove, 
On Tarkie’s mountain catch the cooling gale, 
ECLOGUE IV. . Ur breathe the fweets of Aly’s flowery vale: 
Hale mR: _ | Fair fcenes! but, ah! no more with peace poffett,” 
AGI AND /SECANDER 5 OR), THE FUCK | wits ease allntingsand with plenty et, 
\ vee en meat .. | No more the thepherd’s whitening tents appear, .* 
Scene, @ Mountain in Circafia, Time, Mid-\ Noe the kind products of a bounteous year ; i 
night. ee No more the date, with {nowy bloffoms crown’d! 
In fuir Gircaffia, where, to love inclin’d, But ruin fpreads her baJeful fires around. ‘ 
Each fwain was bleft, for every maid was kind ; Secander. 
“At that fill hour, when awful midnight reigns, In vain Circaffia boafts her fpicy groves, 


And none, but wretches, haunt the twilight plains; | For ever fam’d for pure and happy loves ; 
What time the moon had bung her lamp on high, | In vain the boafts her fairett of the fair, 
And patt in radiance through the cloudlefs ky; | Their eyes’ blue languifh, and their golden’hair! * 





Sad o’er the dews, two brother fhepherds fled, Thofe eyes in tears their fruitlefs grief muft fend § 
Where wildering fear and defperate forrow led: | Thole hairs the Tartar’s cruel hand fhall rend, 
Fatt as they prett their flight, behind them lay ., Agib. 
Wild ravay'd plains, and vaities ttole away. Ye Georgian fwains, that piteous learn from far 
Along the mountain’s vending fides they ran; Circaffia’s ruin, and the wafte of war; 
Till, taint and weak, Secander thus began: Some weightier arms than crooks and ftaffs pre= 
* Secander. pate, 

;, 90 ftay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, To thield your harvelts, and defend your fair = 

" No longer friendly to my life, to fly. ‘The Turk and Tartar like defigns purfue, 
Friend of my heart, © turn thee and furvey, ~ | Fix'd to deftroy, and ftedfait to undo, 
‘Trace our fad flight through allits length of way! | Wild as his land, in native deferts bred, - 
And firft review that long-extended plain, By luft incited, or by malice led, at 
And yon wide groves, already paft with pain ! ‘The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, Z 
Yon tagged cliff, whole dangerous path we try’d! | Oft marks with blood and wafting flames the way; ° 
And latt this lofty mountain's weary fide t Yet none fo cruel as the Tartar fue, ; 

aAgib. To death inur’d, and ourft in fcenes of woe. 

x, Weak as thou art, yet haplefs muft thou know He faid ; when loud along the vale was heard | 
‘The toils of flight, or fome feverer woe | A fhriller thriek, and nearer fires appear’d + 
Still as I hafte, the Tartar fhouts behind, Th’ affrighted thepherds, through the dews of © 
And fhrieks and forrows load the faddening wind: night, . 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew’d their 
‘Re blafts our harvefts, and deforms our land. flight. g 





ODES, DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL. 





When firtt diftrefs, with dagger keen, 
ODE. TO PITY. -- | Broke forth to watte his deftin’d feene,. 


oe sy wit ast : i" 
© rac, the friend af man affign’d, a His wild unfoted foe 


With balmy hands his wounds to bind, . By Pella’s bard, 2 magic name, 
“And charm his frantic woe: gS By all the griefs his thought could frante, 


Sez THE WORKS OF COLLINS, 


Receive my humble rite : 

Long. Pity, let the nations view 

‘Thy tky-woin robes of tendereft blue, 
And eyes of dewy light 


But wherefore need 1 wander wide 

To old Niffus’ diftant fide, 2 
Deferted ftream, and mute? 

‘Wild * Arun too has heard thy ftrains, 

And echo. "mitt my native plains, © 
Been footh'd by Pity’s lute. 


There firft the wren thy myrtles thed, 
On gentleft Otway’s infant head, 
To him thy cell was thown; 
And while he fung the female heart, 
‘With youth's foft notes unfpoil’d by art, 
Thy turtles mix’d their own, 


Come, Pity, come, by fancy’s aid, 

Ev'n now my thoughts, relenting maid, - 
Thy temple’s pride defign : 

Its fouthern fite, its truth complete 

Shall raife a wild enthufiatt heat, 
In ali who view the fhrine. 


‘There picture's toil thall well relate, 

How chance, or hard involving fate, 
O'er mortal blifs prevail : 

‘The butkin'd mufe thal! near her ftand, 

And fighing prompt her tender hand, 
With each difattrous tale. ? 


There let me oft, retir'd by day, 
* In dreams of paffion melt away, 
Allow’d with thee to dwell 
There wafte the mournful lamp of night, 
Till, virgin, thou again delight | 
To hear a Britith thell! Fe 


ODE ‘TO FEAR. 


- Taou, to whom the world unknown 
With all its thadowy thapes is fhown ; 
‘Who feeit appail’d, th’ unreal fcene, 
While fancy lifts the veil between: 

Ah, Fear! ah, frantic Fear! 
T fee, 1 fee thee near, 

~ Tknow thy hurried ftep, thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee T ftart, like thee diforder'd fly, 
For, lo, what monfters inthy train appear! 
Danger, whofe limbs of giant mold 
‘What mortal eye can fix’d behold? 

‘Who ftalks his round, an hideous form, 
Howling amidit the midnight ftorm, 

Or throws him on the ridgy fteep 

Of fome loofe hanging rock to fleep: 
And with him thoufand phantoms join’d, 
Who prompt to deeds accurs’d the mind: 
And thofe, the fiends, who near allied, 
Over nature's wounds and wrecks prefide ; 
While vengeance in the lurid air, . 
Lifts her red arm, expos’d and bare : 

On whom that ravening brood of fate, 
Who lap the blood of forrow, wait ; 
‘Who, Fear, this ghaftly train can fee, 
And Jook not madly wild, like thee? 


A river in Suffex. 


~~ EPODE. . 
In earlie& Greece, to thee, with Partial choice, | 
The grief-full mufe addreft her infant tongue 3 
The maids and matrons, on her awful voice, i 
Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 


Yet he, the bard * who firft invok’d thy name, 
Difdain’d in Marathon its power to feel: @ 
For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, . 
But raced from virtue’s hand the patriot’s 
eel. 2 


But who is he whom later garlands grace, 

Who left a while o’er Hybla’s dews to rove, 
With trembling eyes thy dreary fteps to trace, 
_ Where thou and furies fhar'd the baleful grove? 


Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th’ inceftuous queen f 
Sigh’d the fad call her fon and hufband heard, 
When once alone it broke the filent fcene, 
And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear’d. 


© Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart,, 
Thy withering power infpir’d each mournfal 
line, 
Though gentle pity claim her mingled part, 
Yet all the thunders of the fcene are thine. 
ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou who fuch weary Jengths haft paft, 
Where wilt thou ret, mad nymph, at lait? _ 
Say, wilt thou throud in haunted cell, 

Where gloomy rape and murder dwell? 
Or in fome hollow feat, 
*Gainft which the big waves beat, 
Hear drowning feamen's cries in tempefts brought! 
Dark power, with fhuddering meek fabmitted 
Be mine, to read the vifions oid, {thought, 
Which thy awakening bards have told. 
And, lef thou meet my blafted view, 
Hold each ftrange tale devoutly true ; 
Ne’er be I found, by thee o'eraw’d, 
In that thrice-hallow'd eve abroad, 
When ghofts, as cottage maids believe, 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 
And goblius haunt from fire, ot fen, 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men! 

O thou, whofe {pirit moft poffett 
The facred feat of Shak(peare’s breaft 1 
By all that from thy prophet broke, 

In thy divine emotions ipoke ! 

Hither again thy fury deal, : 
‘Leach me but once like him to feel: 
{Tis cypre(s wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear, will dweil with thee! . 










ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 


O tHov, by nature taught, 

To breathe her genuine thought, 
In numbers warmly pure, and fweetly ftrongs = 

Who firft on mountains wild, = 

In fancy, lovelieft child, : 
Thy babe, and pleafure’s, nurs’d the powers of 

fong! ? 
Thou, who with hermit heart. 
Difdain’tt the wealth of art, 


* Bfebyluse 4S Focafla, 





POEM Ss. 
Aid gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing pall : 


But com’ft a decent maid, 
In Attic robe array’d, 
© chafte, unboaftful nymph, to thee I call! 


By alt the honey’d ftore 
On Hybla’'s thymy hore, 
By all her biooms, and mingled murmurs dear, 
By her, whofe love-lorn woe, 
Tn evening mufings flow, 
Sooth'd fweetly fad Electra’s poet's ear : 


By old Cephifus deep, 
Who fpread his wavy fweep 
in warbled wanderings round thy green retreat, 
On whole enamell’d fide, 
When holy freedom died, 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet. 


O fitter meek of truth, 
To my admiring youth, 
Thy fober aid and native charms infurfe 
‘The flowers that {weeteft breathe, 
Though beauty cuil’d the wreathe, 
Still afk thy hand to range their order'd hues. 


While Rome could none efteem, 
But virtue’s patriot theme, 
You lov'd her hills, and ted her laureate band ; 
But ftaid to fing alone 
To one diftinguifh’d throne, 
And turn’d thy face, and fied her alter’d land, 


No more, in hall or bower, 
‘The paffions own thy power, 
Love, only love, her forcele{s numbers mean : 
For thou haft left her {hrine, 
Nor olive more, nor vine, 
Shall gain thy feet to blels the fervile fcene: 


Though tafe, though genius blets 
j ‘To (ome divine excefs, 
Faint 's the cold work till thou infpire the whole ; 
What each, what all fupply, 
May court, may charm our eye, 
F Thou, only thou, canft raife the meeting foul! 


Of thef. let others afk, 

To aid fome mighty tafk, 

only feek to find thy temperate vale: 
Where oft my reed might found 

To maids and tlepherds round, 

And all thy fons, O Nutute, learn my tale, 





7 
; 
: 


ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARAETER. 
As once, if not with light regard, 
read cright that gifted bard, 
(Him whdie fchool above the ret 
‘His lovelieft Elfin queen has bleft) 
‘One, only one unrivali’d fair ¥, 
‘Might hope the magic g.rdle wear, 
At folemn tournay bung on high, 
‘The with of each love-darting eyes 
Lo! to each other nymph in turn applied, 
s if, in air unieen, fume hovering hand, 
Some chatte and angel-triend to virgin-fame, 








2 Florimel, See Spenfer, Leg. 4. 


= 





533 
With whifper’d fpeil had burft the ftarting band» 

Tt left unbleit her loath’d dithonour'd fide ; 
Happier hopelefs fair, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 

Hed tonch’d thai fatal zone to her denied ! 

Young Fancy thus, to me divineft name, 
To whom, prepar’d and bath’d in heaven, 
The ceft of »mpieft power is given, 
‘To few the godiike gift affigns, 

To gird their blef prophetic loins, 

And gaze her vigons wild, and feel unmix'd het 

flame. 

The band, as fairy legends fay, 

Was wove on that creating day, 

When he, who call’d with thought to birth 

Yon tented fky, this laughing earth, 

And dreft with fprings, and foreits tall, 

And pour’d the main engirting all, 

Long by the lov’d enthufiaft woo'd; 

Himnfelf in {ome diviner mood, 

Retiring, fate with her alone, 

And plac’d her on his fapphire throne, 

The whiles, the vaulted thrine eround, 

Seraphic wires were heard to found, 

Now tublimeft triumph {welling ; 

Now on love andpgercy dwelling ; 

And the, from out the veiling clond; 

Breath'd her magic notes aloud ¢ 

And thou, the rich-hair'd youth. of mora, 

And all thy fubjeét life was horn? 

The dangerous puffions kept aloof, 

Far from the fainted growing woof: 

But near it fate ecitatic wonder, 

Litening the deep applauding thunder: 

And Vruth, in funny vet array’d, 

By whofe the Tariol’s eyes were made ; 

Ail the thadowy tribes of mind, 

In braided dance their murmurs join’d, 

And all the bright uncounted powers, 

Who feed on heaven's ambrofial flowets, 

Where is the bard, whofe foul can now 

Its high prefuming hopes avow ? 

Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 

This hallow’d work for him defign’d? 





‘High on forme cliff, to heav'n up-pil’d, 


Of rude accefs, of profpect wild, 
Where, tangled round the jealous fteep, 
Strange thades o’erbrow the vailies deep, 
And holy Genii guard the rock, . 
Its glooms embrown, its {prings unlock, 
While on its rich ambitious head, 
An Eden, like his own, lies fpread: 
I view that oak, the fancied glades among, 
By which as Milton lay, his evening ear, 
From many a cloud that dropp’d ethereal dew, 
Nigh {pher’d inheaven itsnative ftrainscould hear: 
On which that ancient tramp he reach’d was 
Thither oft his glory greeting, [hung.s 
From Waller’s myrtle thades retreating, 
With many a vow from Hope’s afpiring tongue, 
My trembling feet his guiding fteps purfue ; 
Ie vain---Such blits to one alone, 
Of ail the fons of foul was known, 
And Heaven, and Fancy, kindred powers, 
Have now o’erturn’d th’ infpiring bowers, 
Or curtain’d clofe fuch feene from every future 
view, 
. 


ODE. ; 
Written in the year 1746. 


How fleep the brave, who fink to reft, 
By all their country’s withes ble? ! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow’d mold, 
She there thall dre(s a fweeter fud, 
‘Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 


By fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unfeen their dirge is fung; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim aray, 
To blefs the turf that wraps their clay, 
And Freedom fhall a while repair, 

To dwell a weeping hermit there! 


ODE TO MERCY. 


: STROPHE. 

© trov, who fit’tt a fmiling bride 

By Valour’s arm’d and awful fide, 

Gentlett of fky-born forms, and beft ador'd: 
Who oft -with fongs, divine to hear, 

- Win’it from his fatat grafp tymfpear, 

And hid’it in wreathsof howershisbloodlefsfword! 
Thou who, amidit the deathful field, 

By godlike chiefs alone beheld, 

Oft with thy bofom bare art found, 

Pleading for him the youth who finks to ground: 
See Mercy, fee, with pute and loaded hands, 
Before thy fhrine my country’s genius ftands, 

And decks thy altar (till, though pierc'd with nia- 

ny a wound! 
ANTISTROPHIE. 
When he whom ev'n our joys provoke, 
‘The fiend of nature join’d his yoke, 

And rufh’d in wrath to make our iffe his prey; 
‘Thy form, from out thy fweer abode, 
Orertook him on his blafted road 

" And.ftopp’d his wheels, and look’d his rage away. 
I fee recoil his fable fteeds, 
‘That bore him {wift to favage deeds, 
‘Thy tender melting eyes they own; 
© inaid, for all thy love to Britain thown, 
Where Juftice bars her iron tower, 
‘To thee we build a rofeate bower, 

Thou, thou fhait rale our queen, and fhare our 

monarch’s throne! 


ODE TO LIBERTY. 


STROPHE. 
‘Wao thal! awake the Spartan file, 
And call in folemn founds to life, 
The youths, whofe locks divinely ipreading, 
Like veinal hyacinths in fulien hue, 
At once the breath of fear and virtue fhedding, 
Applauding Freedom lav'd of old to view ? 
‘What new Alceus, fancy-blett, 
Shall fing the (word, in myrtles dreft, 
At wildom’s fhrine a while its flame concealing, 
(Wha place fu fit to feal a deed renown’d ?} 
Tiil the her brightett lightningsround revealing, 
tiesp'd in glory forth, and dealt her prompted 
wound! 





THE WORKS OF COLLINS. 


O Goddefs, in that feeling hour, aps 
When mott its founds would court thy ears, 
Let not my fheli’s mifguided power, 
Ever draw thy fad, thy mindful tears. 

No, Freedom, no, I will nat tell, 

How Rome, befure thy face, as 

With heavieft fyund, a giant ftatue, fell, 

Pufh’d by a wild and artlefs race, 

From off its wide ambitious bafe, 

When time his northern fons of {poil awoke, 
And all the blended work of ftrength and grace, 
With many a rade repeated ftroke, _ 

And many a barbarous yell, to thoufand fragments 

broke. 
EPODE. 

Yet, ev’n wheree’er the leaft appear’d, 

Th’ admiring world thy hand rever’d ; 

Still, "mid the featter’d ftates around, , 

Some remnants of her ftrength were found ; 

‘They faw, by what efcap’d the ftorm, 

How wondrous rofe her perfe@ form ; 

How in the great, the labour’d whole, 

Each mighty mafter pour’d his foul ; 

For funny Florence, feat of art, 

Heneath her vines preferv'd a part, 

Till they, whom Science tov'd to name, 

(0, who could fear it?) quench’d her flame. 

And, lo, an humbler relic laid 

In jealous Pifa’s olive fhade ! 

See {mall Marino joins the theme, 

Mhough leaft, not Jaft in thy efteem ; 

Strike, louder ftrike th’ ennobling ftrin; 

Yo thofe, whofe merchants fons were kings; 

To him, who, deck’d with pearly pride, 

In Adria weds his green hair’d bride : 

Hait port of glory, wealth and pleafure, 

Ne’er Jet me change this Lydian meafure + 

Nor eer her former pride relate, 

To fad Liguria’s bleeding ftate. 

Ah, no! more pleas’d thy haunts I feek, 

On wild Helvetia’s mountains bleak : * 

(Where, when the favour’d of thy choice, 

The daring archer heard thy voice ; 

Forth from his eyry rouz’d in dread, 

The ravening eagle northward fled.) 

Or dweil in willow’d meads more near, 

With thofe *to whom thy ftork is dear: 

Thofe whom the rod of Alva bruis’d, 

Whofe crows a Britifa queen refus’d ! 

The magic works, thou feel’it the itrains, 

One holier name alone remains 5 

‘The perfect fpell thall then avail, 

Hail, nymph, ador’d by Britain, hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Beyond the meafure vaft of thought, 

The works, the wizard time has wrought ! 








* The Dutch, amengft whom there are very fe- 
vere penalties for thofe that are convitled of Bill- 
ing this bird. They are kept tame in almoft alt 
their towns, and particularly at the Hague, of the 
arms of which they make a part. The common 
people of Holland are faid to entertain a fuper~ 
Sitious fentiment, that if the whole fpecies of 
them fhouid become extin®, they fuould lofe their 
liberties, 


© 


POEMS, 


The Gaul, ‘tis beld of antique ftory, 
Saw Britain link'd to his now adverie ftrand *, 
No fea between, nor cliff fublime and hoary, 
He pafs’d with unwet feet through ail our land. 
To the blown Baltic then, they fay, 
The wild waves found another way, 
Where Orcashowls, his wolfifh mountains rounding; 
Tall all the batided weit at once °gain rife, 
A wide wild ftorm ev’n Nature's felf confounding, 
Withering her giant fons with ftrange uncouth 
furprife. ' 
This pillar’d earth fo firm and wide, 
By winds and inward labours torn, 
In thunders dread was puth’d afide, 
And down the thouldering billows borne. 
And fee, like gems, her laughing train, 
\ The little iffes on every fide, 
Monat, once hid from thofe who feasch the 
Where thoufand elfin thapes abide, 
And Wight who checks the wettering tide, 
For thee confenting heav’n has each lettow’d, 
A fair attendant on her fovereign pride : 
To thee this bleft divorce the ow'd, 
For thou haft made her vales thy lov'd, thy laft 
abode ! : 
SECOND EPODE. 
Then too, ’tis faid, an higary pile, 
*Midft the green naval of our ifle, 
Thy fhrine in fome religions weod, 
O toul enforcing Goddets, ftocd | 
There oft the peinted native’s feet 
Were wont thy form celeftial meet : 
Though now with hopelefs toil we trace 
Time's backward rolls, to find its place; 
Whether the fiery-trefled Dane, 
Or Rorhan’s felf o’erturn’d the fane, 
Or in what heav’n left age it fell, 
*Twere hard for modern fong to tell. 
Yer fill, if truth thofe beams infule, 
Which guide at once, and charm the mule, 
Beyond yon braided clouds that lie, 
Paving the light embroider'd fky: 
Amidtt the bright pavilion'd plains, 
The beauteaus model ftill remains. 


min, 


* Tits tradition is mentioned by feveral of cur 
old hidortans. Some naturalifts too have endea- 
voured to Jupport the probability of the fad, by 
arguments drawn from the correfpondent difpo- 
Sition of the two oppofite coafts. Ido nat remem- 
ber that any poetical ufe has been hitherto made 
Of it. 

1 There is a tradition in the Ife of Man, that 
a mermaid becoming enamoured of a young man 
of extraordinary heauty, took an opportunity of 
meeting bim one day as be walked on the fhore, 
and opened ber pafion to bim, but was received 
avith a coldneft, occafioned by his horror and fur- 
prife at ker appearance. This, however, was fo 
nujconfirued by the Sea-lady, that, in revenge for 
his treatment to her, fue punifhed the whole 
land, by covering it with a mift, fo that all who 
attempted to carry on any commerce with it, 
either. never arrived at it, but wandered up and 
nate Sea, or were on a fudden wrecked upon 
tes cliffs. 
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There kappiet than in iflands bleft, 
Or bowers by fpting or Hebe drett, 
The chiefs who fill our Albion's ftory, 
In warlike weeds, retir’d in gl 
Hear their corfo-ted Druids fing 
‘Their triumphs to th’ immortal ftring. 
How may the poct now unfold, 
What never tongue or numbers told ? 
How learn delighted, and amaz'd, 
What hands unknown that fabric rais’d? 
Ev'n now, before his fuvour'd eyes, 
In Gothic pride it feems to rife t 
Yet Grecia’s gracetul orders join, 
‘ajeitic, through the mix'd defi D5 
The fecret builder knew to ch ie, 
Each {phere found gem of richeft hues: 
Whate’er heaven's purer mold contains, 
When nearer iuns emblaze its veins; | 
There on the walls the patriots fight 
May ever hang with freth delight, 
And, grav’d with fome prophetic tage, 
Read Aibion’s fame through every ages 
Ye forms divine, ye laureate band, 
That near her inmoft altar ftand ! 
Now touthe her, to her blifsful train 
Blithe Concord’s focial form to gain: 
Concord, whofe myrtle wand can fteep 
Ev'n Anger's blaod-fhot eyes in fleep: 
Before whofe breathing hofom’s balm, 
Rage drops his fteel, and ftorms grow calm; 
Her let our fires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's rayag’d fhore, 
Our youths, enamour’d of the fair, 
Piay with the tangles of her hair, 
‘Tul, in one loud applauding found, 
The nations fhout to her around, = - 
O, how fapremely art thdb bleft, 
Thou, lady, thou thalt rule the weft ! 





ODE TO A LaDy, 


ON THE DEATH OF COLONEL CHARLES ROSS IN 
TRE ACTION AT FONTENOY. 


Written May 1445. 


Wu, loft to all his former mirth, 
Britannia’s genius bends to earth, 

And mourns the fatal day : 
While ftain’d with blood he ftrives to tear 
Unieemly from his fea-green hair 

The wreaths of cheerful May: 


The thoughts which mufing Pity pays, 
And fond Remembrance loves to raife, 
Your faithful hours attends 
Still Fancy, to herfeif unkind, 
Awakes to grief the foften’d mind, 
And points the bleeding friend. 


By rapid Scheld’s defcending wave 

His country’s vows hall blefs the grave, 
Where’er the youth is laid: 

That facred fpot the village hind 

With every fweeteft turf thall bind, 
And peace protect the thade. 


Over him, whofe doom thy virtues grieve, 
Aérial forms fhall fit at eve, 
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And bend the penfive head ; 
And, fall’n to fave his injur'd laad, 
Imperial Honour’s a@vful hand 

Sball point his lonely bed ! 


The warlike dead of every age, 

‘Who fill the fair recording page, 
Shall leave their fainted ref: 

And, half-reclining on his {pear, 

Each wondering chief by turns appear, 
To hail the blooming guett. 


Old Edward’s fons, unknown to yield, 

Shall crowd from Creffy's laurel’d field, 
And gaze with fix’d delight : 

Again for Britain's wrongs they feel, 

Again they fnatch the gleamy tteel, 
And with th’ avenging fight. 


But, lo! where, funk in deep defpair, 

Her garments torn, her bofom bare, 
Impatient Freedom lies ! 

Heer matted treffes madly fpread, 

To every fod which wraps the dead, 
She turns her joylefs eyes. 


Ne‘er fhall we leave that lowly ground, 

Till notes of triumph burfting round 
Proclaim her reign reftor'd: 

Till William feek the fad retreat, 

And, bleeding at her facred feet, 
Prefent the fated fword. 


If, weak to foothe fo foft an heart, 

Thefe pictur’d glories nought impart, 
‘To dry thy conitant tear: 

If yet, in Sorrow’s diftant eye, 

Expos’d and pale thou fee's him lie, 
‘Wild war infulting near: 


Wheree’er from time thou court’ft relief, 
‘The mufe thal! fill with focial grief, 
Her gentleft promile keep; 
Ev'n humble Harting’s cottag’d vale 
Shall learn the fad repeated tale, 
And bid her thepherds weep, 


ODE TO EVENING. 


Iz aught of oaten frop, or pattoral fong, 
May hope, chafte Eve, to foothe thy modest ear, 
Like thy own folemn fprings, 
Thy {prings, and dying gales; 
O nymph referv'd, while now the bright-hair'd 
Sits in yon weftern tent, whofe cloudy fkirts, {Sun 
With brede ethereal wove, 
O’erhang his wavy bed: 


Now air is huth'd, fave whére the weak-ey'd bat, 
With fhort thrill furiek flits by on leathern wing, 
Or where the beetle winds 
His fmall but fullen horn, 


As oft he rifes ’midft the twilight path, 
Again the pilgrim borne in heediefs hum: 
_Now teach me, maid compos’d, 
To breathe fome foften’d ftrain, 


Whofe numbers ftealing throngh thy darkening 
May not unfeemly with its ilinels fuit, [vale, 
As, muling flow, 1 hail 
‘Thy genial iov’d retusn! 
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For when thy folding-ftar arifing thows 
His paly circlet, at bis warning lamp 
The fragrant hours, and elves 
Who flept in buds the day, 


And many a nymph who wreathes her brows with 


fedge, 
And theds the frethening dew, and loveliey itil, 
The penfive pleafures fweet 
Prepare thy thadowy car. 


Then let me rove fome wild and heathy fcene, 
Or find fome ruin "midft its dreary dells, 
Whofe walls more awful nod 
By thy religious gleams, 
Or if chill bluftering winds, or driving rain, 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the but, 
That from the mountain’s fide, 
Views wilds, and {welling floods, 


And hamlets brown, and dim-difcover’d fpires, 
And bears their fimple bell, and marks o'er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual dufky veil. 


While Spring thall pour his thowers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing treffes, meekeft Eve ! 
While Summer loves to fport 
Beneath thy lingering light : 
While fallow Autumn filis thy lap with leaves, 
Qr Winter yelling through the troubloss air, 
Affrights thy thrinking train, 
And rudely rends thy robes: 


So long, regardful of thy quiet rule, 

Shall Fancy, Friendthip, Science, fmiling Peace, 
Thy gentleft influence own, 
And love thy favourite name ? 


ODE TO PEACE. 
O tTHov, who bad’ft thy turtles bear 
Swift from his grafp thy golden hair, 
And fought’'ft thy native fkies: 
When war, by vultures drawn from far, 
To Britain bent hisiron car, 
And bade his ftorms arife ! 


Tir'd of his rude tyrannic (way, 
Our youth hall fix fome feftive day, 
His fullen fhrines to burn: 
But thou, who hear'ft the turning fpheres, 
What founds may charm thy partial ears, 
And gain thy bieft return ! 


O Peace thy injur’d rebes up-bind ! 

O rife, and leave not one behind 
‘Of all thy beamy train: 

The Britifh lion, goddefs fweet, 

Lies ftretch’d on earth to kifs thy feet, 
And own thy holier reign. 


Let others court thy tranfient {mile, 

But come to grace thy weftern ifle, 
By warlike honour led ! 

And, while around’her ports rejoice, 

While all her fons adore thy choice, 
With him for ever wed ! 


THE MANNERS. AN ODE. 


FAREWELL, for clearer ken defign'’d ; 
Fhe dim-difcover’d tracts of mind: * 
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*” And ever and anon he beat 
Whe doubling drum with furious heat ; 
And though fometimes, each dreary paufe be- 
Dejected Pity at bis lide [tween, 
Her foul-{abduing voice applied, : 
«Yet ftiil he kept his wild unaiter’d mien, 
‘While each ftrain’d ball of fight ieem’d burfting 
ij from his head. 
‘Thy numbers, jealoufy, to nought were fix’d 
Sad proof of thy diltrefstul itare, 
Of differing themes the veering fong was mix’d, 
And now it courted Lave, now raving call’d on 
‘With eyes up-rais'd, as one infpir’d, (Hate. 
Pale Melancholy fat retit'd, : 
And from her wild fequeier'd feat, 
In notes by diftance made more {weet, 
Pour'd through the mellow horn her penfive foul: 
And dathing foit from rocks around, 
Bubbling rurmels join'd the found ; [ftole, 
Through giades and glooms the mingled mcature 
Or o'er fome haunted ftreams with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm difafing, os 
Love of peace and lonely muting, 
In hollow murmurs died away. * 
But, O, how alter’d was its prightlicr tone ! 
When Cheertulnels, a nymph of bealthiest hue } 
Her bow acrofs her fhoulder flung, eh 
Her buflans gemm’d with morning dew, 
Blew an infpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
‘The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 

“The oak-crown’d fitters, and their chafte-ey'd 
Satyrs and lylvan boys were feen, (queen, 
Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Exercife rejoic’d to hear, 
And Sport leapt up, and feiz’d his beechen fpear. 
Lak came Joy's ecitatic trial, 
He, with viney crown advancing, 
Firft to the lively pipe his hand addrett, 
But foon he faw the brifk-awakening viol, 
Whote {weet entrancing voice he lov’d the beft. 
‘They would have thought, who heard the 
ftrainy 
‘They faw in Tempe’s vale her native maids, 
Amidft the feftal founding fhades, : 
‘To fome unwearied minftrel dancing, 
While, as his flying fingers kils’d the ftrings, 

: Love fram’d with Mirth a gay fantaftic round, 
Loofe were her treffes feen, her zone unbound, 
‘And he, amidft his frolic play, 

As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thoufand odours from his dewy wings. 
O Mufic, fphere-detcended maid, 

Friend of pleafure, wifdom’s aid, 

Why, goddefs, why to us denied ? 

Lay’ft thou thy ancient lyre afide 2 

As in that lov’d Athenian bower, 

You learn’d in all-commanding power, 

‘Thy mimic foul, O nymph endear’d, 

Can well recal what then it heard, 

Where is thy native fimple heart, _ . 
Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art? 

Arife, asin that elder time, 

Warm, energic, chatte, fublime ! 

‘Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 

Fill thy recording fifter’s page— 

*Tis faid, and I believe the tale, 

Thy humbleft reed could more prevail, 

3 6 - 
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Had more of ftrength, diviner raze, 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Ev’n all at once together found s 
Cecilia’s mingled world of fourid--~ 

O, bid our vain endeavours ceale, . 
Revive the juit defigns of Greece, 
Return in all thy fimple fate! 


Confirm the tales her fons relate ! 


AN EPISTLE : 


ADDRESSED TO SIR THOMAS HANMER, ON BIB 
EDITION OF SHAKSPEAKE’S WORKS. 


2 


Warr, born to bring the mufe’s happier days; 


|: A patriot’s hand protects a poet’s lays ; 


While, uurs’d by you, the fees her myrtles bloom, 

Green and unwither'd o’er his honour’d tomb: * 

Excufe her doubts, if yet the fears to tell 

What fecret tranfports in her bofom {well ; 

With confcious awe the hears the critic’s fame, 

And blufhing hides her wreath at Shaktpeare’ 
name, . . * 

Hard was the lot thofe injur’d ftrains endur’d, 

Unknown by fcience, and by years obfcur'd: 

Fair Fancy wept; and echoing fighs confefs'’d 

A fixt de{pair in every tuneful breaft. cae 

Not, with more grief th” afflicted {wains appear, 

When wintery winds deform the plenteous year ; 

When lingering frofs the ruin’d feats invade 

Where Peace retorted, and the Graces play’d. 

Each rifing art by juft gradation moves, 

Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves 
The mufe alone unequal deait her rage, 

And grac’d with nobleft pomp her earliett tage. 
Preferv'd through time, the (peaking fcenes impart 
Each changeful with of Phedra’s tortur'd heart: 
Or paint the curfe that mark’d the * ‘Theban’s 
A bed inceftuous, and a father lain. [reign, 
With kind concern our pitying eyes o’erflow, 
Trace the fad tale, and own unother’s woe. 

‘To Rome remoy'd, with wit fecure to pleat, 
The comic fiflers Keep their native eafe. 1 
With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 
Her own Menander’s art almoft excell'd! * 

But every mufe effay'd to raife in vain 

Some labour’d rival of her tragic ftrains 

Hyffus’ laurels, though transfer'd with toil, [foi 
Droop'd their fais leaves, nor knew th’ unfriendly 

As arts expir’d, refiltleis dulnefs sofe ; [iors 
Goths, priefts, of Vandals,..-all were learning’: 
Titl ¢ Julius firft recail’d each exil’d maid, 

And Cofmo own’d them in th’ Etrurian fhades 
Then, deeply fkill'd in love’s engaging theme, 
The foft Provencal pafs’d to Arno's ftream: 
‘With graceful eafe the wanton lyre he ftrung. 
Sweet flow'd the lays—-but love was all he fung 
The gay de(cription could not fail to move ; 

For, fed by nature, all are friends to love. 

But heaven, itil! various in its works, decreed 
The perfect boatt of time fhould laft futceed. 
The beauteous union muft appear at length, 

Of Tufcan fancy, and Athenian firength: 
One greater mule Eliza's reign adorn, 
And ew’n a Shakfpeare to her fame be born! 





* The Oedipus of Sophocles. 
t Julius If. the immediate predeceffor of Eeo.4 
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Yet, ah ! fo bright her morcing’s opening ray, 

In vain our Britain hop’d an equal day! 

“No“econd growth the weftern ifle could bear, 

At/once exhaufted with too rich a year. 

‘To. nicely Jonfon knew the critic’s part ; 

Nature in him was almoft loft in art. 

Offofter mold the gentle Fletcher came, 

‘The next in order, as the next in name. 

‘With pleas’d attention ’midtt his feenes we find 

Each glowing thought, that warm’ the female 
mind, er 

Each melting fich, and every tender tear, 

"The lover's wiiles, and the virgin’s fear. 

His ® every ftrain the {miles and graces own} 

Bat ftronger Shak{peare felt for man alone: 

Drawn by his pen, our ruder paffions ftand 

‘Th’ unsival'd picture of his early hand. 

+ With gradual fteps, and flow, exacter France 
Saw art's fair empire o’er her fhores advance : 
By length of toil a bright perfection knew, 
Correatly bold, and juft in all fhe drew. 

‘Till fate Corneille, with $ Lucan’s {pirit fir'd, 
Breath’d the free ftrain, as Rome, and he infpir'd : 
And claffic judgment gain’d to fweet Racine 
The temperate ftrength of Maro’s chafter line, 

But wilder far the Britifh laurel (pread, 

And wreaths lefs artful crown our poet’s head, 

Yet he alone to every fcene could give 

‘Th’ hiitorian’s truth, and bid the manners live, 

‘Wak’d at his call I view, with glad furprife, + 

Maijettic forms of mighty monarchs rile. 

‘There Henry’s trumpets fpread their loud alarms, 

And laurel’d conqueft waits her hero's arms. 

Here gentler Edward claims a pitying figh, 

Scarce born to honours, and fo {oon to die! 

Yet fhall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 

No beam of comfort to the guilty king; 

The time fhall come when Glo'ftcr’s heart fhall 

In life’s la@ hours, with horror of the deed: [bleed 

‘When dreary vifions fhall at laft pretent . 

Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent: 

Thy haod unfeen the fecret death fhall bear, 

Blunt the weak fword, and break th’ oppreffive 
{pear, : * 

Where’er we turn, by fancy charm’d, we find 
Some fweet illufion of the cheated mind. 
Oit, wiid of wing, the calls the foul to rove 
With humbler uature, in the rural grove ; 
Where fwains contented own the quiet fcene, 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green: 
Drefs'd by her hand, the woods and vallies fmile, 
And {pring diffufive decks th’ inchanted iffe. 

‘O, move than all in powerful genius bleft, 
Come, take thine empire o’er the willing breaft t 
‘Whate’er the wounds this youthful heart thall teel, 
Thy fongs fupport me, and thy morals heal ! 


* Their charaéiers are thus diftinguijfbed £, 
Mr, Drvden, ; igh 
+ About the time of Shakfpenre, the poet 
Hardy was in great repute in Frauce. He wrote, 
according to Fontenelle, fix bundred plays. The 
_ French poets after bim applied themfelves in ge- 
neral to the corre improvement of the flage, 
which was almoft totally. difregarded by thofe of 
our own country, Fonfin excepted. 
¥ The favourite author of the elder Gorneiile. 
Vou 1X 
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There evety thought the poets warmth may raile* 

Their native mufic dwells in all the lays. 

O, might fome verfe with happieft ikill perfuade 

Exprefiive picture to adopt thine aid! 

What wondrous draughts might rife from every 

What other Raphaels charm a diftant age! [page ! 
Methinks ev’n now I view fome free defign, 

Where breathing nature lives in every line: 

Chafte and fubdued the modeft lights decay 

Steal into thades, and mildly mele away. 

~-And fee, where * Anthony, in tears approv'd,, 

Guards the pale relics of the chicf he lov'’d : 

Q’er the cold guste the warrior feems ta bend, 

Deep funk in grief, and mourns his murder'd 

Still as they prefs, he calls on-all around, [friend ! 

Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound, 
But + who is he, whofe brows exalted bear 

A wtath impatient, and a fiercer air? 

Awake to all that injur’d worth can feel, 

On his own Rome he turns th’ avenging fteel. 

Yet fhalt not war’s infatiate fury fall, 

(So heaven ordains it) on the destin'dwall. 

See the fond mother, ’midit the plaintive train, 

Hung on his knees, and proftrate on the plain | 

‘Touch’d to the foul, in vain he ftrives to hide 

The fon’s affection, in the Roman’s pride + 

Over all the man conflicting pailions rife, 

Rage grafps the {word, while pity melts the-eyes 
Thus, generous critic, as thy bard infpires, 

The fitter arts fhall nurle their drooping fires: 

Each from his fcenes her ores alternate bring, 

Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal ftring 5 

Thofe Sibyl-leaves, the fport of every wind, 

(For poets ever were a carelefs kind) 


| By thee difpos'd, no farther toil demand, 


But, juft to nature, own thy forming hand: 

So f{pread o’er Greece, th’ harmonious whole 
unknown, 

Ew’n Homer’s numbers charm’d by parts alone: 

Their own Ulyffes fcarce had wander’d more, 

By winds and waters caft on every fhore: 

When rais'd by fate, fome former Hanmer join’ 

Each beauteous image of the boundle($mind; © 

And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim .- 

A fond alliance with the poet’s name. 


DIRGE IN: CYMBELINE, 


Sung by Guiderus and Arviragus over Fidete, 
fuppofed to be dead. 


To fair Fidele’s grafy tomb 
Soft maids and village binds thall bring 
Each opening tweet, of eatlieft bloom, 
‘And rifle all the breathing tpring. 
No wailing ghoft fhall dare appear 
To vex with fhrieks this quiet grove; 
But shepherd lads afiemble here; ; 
And melting virgins own their loves 


No wither’d witch thal! here be feen, — 
No goblins lead their nightly crew 3 

The female fays thal] haunt the green, 
And drefs thy grave with pearly dew ¢ 








* See the tragedy of Julius Cafar. 
+ Csriolanus. See Mr. Spence’s dinlogne ow 
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The red-breaft oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 
With hoary mofs, and gather'd flowers, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds, and beating rain, 
__ _ In tempefts thake thy fylvan cell; 
Or "midit the chafe on every plain, 
‘The tender thought on thee hall dwell. 


Each lonely fcene thal] thee reftore, 
ror thee the tear be duly thed; 

Belov'd, till life can charm no more ; 
"And mourn'd, till pity’s elf be dead. 


ODE 
ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 


"The Scene of the following Stanzas is fuppofed to 
lie on the Thames, near Richmond. 


Tw yonder grave a Drid lies 
Where flowly winds the ftealing wave! 
The year’s beft {weets fhall duteous rife, 
TS deck its poet’s tylvan grave | 


In yon deep bed of whifpering reeds 
His airy harp * fhall now be laid, 
That he, whofe heart in forrow bleeds, 
+ May love through life the foothing fhade. 


Then maids and youths fhalt finger here, 
And, while its founds at ditance fwell, 
Shatt fadly feem in pity’sear 
To hear the woodland pilgrim's knefl. 
Remembrance oft hall haunt the thore 
When Thames in fummer wreaths is dreft, 
And oft {ufpend the dafhing oar 
. To bid his gentle fpirit reft + 
‘And oft as eafe and health retire * 
"Fo breezy lawn, or forett deep, - 
‘The friend {hall view yon whitening + {pire, 
And ’mid the varied landicape weep. 


But thou, who own'tt that earthly bed, 

Ak! what will every dirge avail? 

Or tears, which love and pity fhed, 

‘That mourn beneath the gliding fail! 
‘Yet lives there one, whofe heedlefs eye 

Shall {corn thy pale thrine glimmering near? 
With him, fweet bard, may fancy diey 

And joy defert the blooming year. 

But thou, lorn ftream, whofe fullen tide 

No fedge-crown’d fifters now attend, 
Now waft me trom the green hitl’s fide 
” Whofe cold turf hides the buried friend ! 
And fee, the fairy vallies fade, 

Dun night has veil'd the folemn view ! 
Yet once again, dear parted fhade, 
"Meek nature’s child, again adieu ¢ 
The genial meads $ affign’d to blefs 

‘Thy life, fhall mourn thy early doom! 


* The harp of Zolus, of which fee a defcription 
an the Caftle of Indolence. 

$ Mfr. Thomfon was buried in Richmond church. 
of Ui. Thomfon refided in the neighbourhood of 
Rich nond fame time before his death. : 
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Their hinds and thepherd girls thall ref 
With fimple hands thy rural tomb. 


Long, long, thy ftone, and pointed clay 
Shall melt the mufing Briton’s eyes, | 

O! vales, and wild woods, fhall he fay, - 
In yonder grave your Druid lies! 


VERSES WRITTEN ON A PAPER, 
WHICH CONTAINED A PIECE OF BRIDE-CAKE. 


Yz curious hands, that hid from vulgar eyes, 

By featch profane thall tind this hollow’d cakeft 
With virtue’s awe forbear the facred prize, * 

Nor dare a theft, for love and pity’s fake ! 


This precious relic, form'd by magic power, 
Beneath the shepherd’s haunted pillow laid, 

Was meant by love tocharm the filent hour, | + 
The fecret prefent of a matchlefs maid. 


The Cyprian queen, at Hymen’s fond requeft, 
Each nice ingredient chofe with happiett art 5 

Fears, fighs, and withes of th’ enamour’d breat, 
And pains that pleafe, are mixt in every parte 


With rofy hand the fpicy fruit the brought, 
From Paphian hills, and fair Cytherea’s ifle ; 
And temper’d fweet with thefe the melting 
thought, 
The kifs ambrofial, and the yielding fmile. 


Ambiguous looks, that {corn and yet relent, 
Denials mild, and firm unalter’d truth, 
Reluctant pride, and amorous faint confent, 

And meeting ardours, and exulting youth, 


Sleep, viayward God! hath fworn, while thefe 
remain, > 
With flattering dreams to dry his nightly tear, 
And cheerful hope, fo oft invok'd in vain, 
With fairy fongs thal footh his penfive ear. 


Hf, bound by vows to friendthip’s gentle fide, 
And fond of foul, thou hop'tt an cqual gracé 
If youth or maid thy joys and griefs divide, 
O, much entreated leave this fatal place, 


Sweet peace, who long hath fhunn’d my plaintis 
day, 2 
Confents at length to bring me thort delight, 
Thy carelefs fteps may {care her doves away, 
And grief with raven note ufarp the night. . 


ODE 
ON THE POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS OF THE HIGH« 
LANDS OF SCOTLAND; poet 
Confidered as the fubje& of Poetry. 
5 Inforibed to Mr. Fobn Home. 
Home, thou return’ ft from Thames, whofe Naiads 


long 
Have feen thee lingering with a fond delay, 
Mid mele foft friends, whofe hearts fome future 
, day, . 4 
Shall melt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic fong *. 


© How truly did CoRins predi& Home’ s tragis 
bowers? re: 
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Go, nét unmindful of that cordial youth * - 
Whom, long endear’d, thou leav't hy Lavant’s 
Nogether let us with him lafting truth, [fide ; 
J And joy untainted with his detin'd bride. 
“Xo !- nor regardlefs, while thefe numbers boaft 
My thort-liv'd blifs, forget my focial name 5 
‘But think, far off, how, on the fouthern coatt, 
I met thy friendthip with an equal flame L 
Freth to that foil thou turn’ft, where every vale 
Shall prompt the poet, and his fong demand : 
To thee thy copious (ubje‘ts ne’er (hall fail ‘ 
.. Thou need’tt but take thy pencil to thy hand, 
And paint what all believe, who own thy genial 
" land. 


There, mui thou wake-perforce thy Doric quill ; 
°Tis fancy’s land to which thon fett it thy feet ; 
Where till, tis faid, the fairy people meet, 

Beneath each birken fhade, on mead or hill. 

There, each trim fats, that fkims the milky ftore 
To the {wart tribes their creamy bowls allots ; 

By night they fip it round the cottage dvor, 

~ While airy minftrels warble jocund notes. 

There, every herd, by fad experience, knows 
How, wing’d with fate, their elf-thot arrows fly, 

‘When the fick ewe her fummer food fore oes, 
Or, ftretch’d on earth, the heart-(mit heifers lie, 

ach airy beings awe th’ untutor'd fwain + {gleet; 
Nor thou, tho’ lear’d, his homelier thoughts ne- 
Let thy fweet mufe the rural faith fumtain 3 
__ Thefe are the themes of fimple, fure effect, 

That add new conquests to her boundlefs reign,. 

And fill, with double force, her heart-commiand- 
“sing ftrain, 


Ev'n yet preferv'd; how often may'ft thon heir, 
‘Where to the pole the Boreal mountains run, 
‘Taught by the father, to his iiftening fon; 

Strange lays, whofe power had charm’d a Spenfei"s 

ear. 


© Atevery pauls, before thy mind polfeft, 
-.», Old Runic bards hall feem to rife around, 
With uncouth lyres, in many-colour’d vett, 
‘Theirmatted hair with boughsfantaftic crown'd: 
. Whether thou bid'ft the well-taught hind Tepeat 
The choral dirge, that mourns fome chieftain 
brave, ; 
‘When every fhrieking maid her bofom beat, nm 
And ftrew'd with choiceft herbshisfcented grave; 
Or whether, fitting in the thepherd’s thiel + 
Thou hear'it fome founding tale ef wars alarms; 
‘When at the bugle’s call, with fire and feel, 
The fturdy clans pour‘d forth their brawny 
i fwarms, ‘ - _, farms, 
And hoftile brothers met, to prove each other's 


*Tis thine to fing, how, framing hideous fpells, 
In Sky's lone ile, the gifted wizzard-feer, 
, Lodg'd in the wintery cave with fute’s fell fpear, 
~Or in the depth of Uitt’s dark foreft dwells: 
‘| How they, whofe fight fuch dreary dreams en- 
” ‘With their own viGon oft attoniti'd droop, [grots, 








* A gentleman of the name 
datroduced Home to Collins. 
* + A fummer but, built in the high part of the 
‘mountains, to tend their Jocks in the warm fta- 
Yon, when the pafure is far. 





of Barrow, whe 
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When, o’er the wat’ry Arath, or quaggy thos, 
They fee uie gliding ghots unbodied troop. 
Or, if in fports, or dn the fetive green, 
Theit deftin'd glance fome fated vouth defery, ” 
Who now, perhaps, in lafty vigour {een, 
And rofy health, fhall foon lamented die. 
For thtm the viewlefs forms of air obey; 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair. 
They know what fpirit brews the formful day, 
And heartlefs, oft like moody madunfs, ftare 
To fee the phantom train their fecret workipre~ 
pare. 





To monarchs dear *, fome hundred ‘miles aftray, 

Oft have they feen fate give the fatal blow ? 5 
-. The feer, in Sky, thriek’d as the blood did flow, 
‘When beadlefs Charles warm on the feaffold lay! 
As Boreas threw his young Aurora + forth, 

In the Grit year of the firit George’s reign, 
And battles rag’d in welkin of the North, 

‘They mourn'd.in air; fell, fell rebellion flain ! 
And as, of late, they joy’d in Prefton’s fight, 

Saw at fad Falkirk, all their hopes near crown'd! 

——. z 
- * The Vth flanza, and the half of the. Virs, 

in Dr. Carlyle’s copy, printed in the Sift volunie 
of the “ Tranfaétions,” of the Royal Society of 
Edinburgh, being deficient, have been Supplied by 
Mr. Mackenzie; whofe lines aré here annency, 
Sor the purpofe of comparifon, aid to do Juftice ta 
the elegant author of the Man of Feeling. 


“* Or on fome bellying rock thnt Soades the decp, 
“ They view the lurid figns that crofs the Sey, 
“ Where in the we; 2 tbe brooding tempefts lic ¢ 
And hear the fir, ‘aint wufiling pennons Sweep. 
Or in the arched cave, where deep and dark 
The broad, unbroken billows heave and fueil, 
Ju horrid mufings rapt, they Sit to mark 
The labring moon; or lift the nightly yelt 
Of that dread {pirit, whafe gigantic form 
The feer's entranced eye can well furvey, 
“< Thro’ the dim air who guides the driving flerm, 
“ And points the wretched bark ttsdeflis dprey. 

“ Or hin, who hovers on his flagging wing, 
““ Oler the dire whirlpool, that, in acean's wajle, 

Draws inflant down whate'er devoted thing 

“ The falling breeze within its reach huth 

* placd— 4 a 

The diftant feamen heart, and Slies with trema 

. _ * bling afte. : 

& Or, if on land the fiend exetts his fivay, 
S Sitent be broods o'er quickfand, bog or fen, 
“ Far fromthe foeltering roufand hauritsofmen, 
When witched darknef: fouts the eye of day, 
“ And forouds each far that wont to cheer the 

night 3 
<-On, if the drifted fuow perplex the way, 

“ Withtreacherousgleambelurey the fated wight, 
“ dnd leads him floundering on and quite afrray: 


+ By young Aurora, Collins undoubtedly meant 
the firft appearance of the northern lights, which 
happened about the year 1715; at leaf, it is moft 
highly probable from this pecuizar circumftance, 
that no ancient writer whatever, bas ttken an Ly 
notice of them, nar even any one. modern, previe 
eucie the above periad. & 2 
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They rav’d! divining, thro’ their fecond fight #. 
Pale, red Culloden, where thefe hopes were 

drown’d? ' 

llluftrious William ¢! Britain’s guardian name! 
One William fav’d us from a tyrant’s ftroke; 

He, for a {ceptre, gain’d heroic fame, {broke, 
But thou, more glorious, flavery’s chain haft 

‘To reign a privateman, and bow to freedom's yoke! 


Thefe, too, thou’lt fing ! for well thy magic mufe 
Can to the topmoft heaven of grandeur foar ; 
Or ftoop to wail the fwain that is no more! 

Ah, homely {wains! yourhomeward ftepsne’er loofe; 
Let not dank Will t miflead you to the heath: 

Dancing in mirky night, o’er fen and lake, 

He glows, to draw you downward to your death, 
In his bewitch’d, low, marfhy, willow brake ! 
‘What though far off, from fome dark dell efpied, 

‘His glimmering mazes cheer th’ excurfive fight, 
Yet turn, ye wanderers, turn your fteps afide, 

' Nor truft the guidance of that faithlefs light ; 

For watchful, lurking, "mid th’ unruftling reed, 
At thofe mirk hours the wily montter lies,. 

And liftens oft to hear the pafling fteed, 

Aad frequent round him rolls his fullen eyes, 
If chance his favage wrath may fome weak wretch 
~ furprife. - é 


Ah, lucklefs {wain, o'er all unblett, indeed 
, Whom late bewilder’d in the dank, dark fen, 
Far from his flocks, and fmoking hamlet, ther! 
To that fad fpot where hums the fedgy weed: 
On him, enrag’d, the fiend, in angry mood, 
Shall never look with pity’s kind concern, A 
Bat inftant, furious, raife the whelming flood 
O'er its drown'd banka, forbidding all return! 
Or, if he meditate his with'd elcapey ed 
To fome dim hill that frems uprifing near, 
To his taint eye, the grim and grifly fhape, 
Tn all its terorrs clad, fall wild appear, f 
Meantime the watery furge thali round him rife, 
Pour'd fudden forth from every {welling foutce 
What now remains but tears and hopelefs fighs? 
His fear-fhook limbs have loft their youthly force, 
And wn the waves he floats, a pale and breath- 
Jefs corfe } 


For him in vain his anxious wife fhall wait, 

Or wander forth to meet him on his way ; 
For him in vain at to-fall of the day, —- 7 

His babes fhall linger at th’ unclofing gate! 
Ah, ne’er fall he return! Alone, if night, 

Her travel’d limbs in broken flumbers fteep ! 
With drooping willows dreft, his mournful fprite 

Shall vifit fad, perchance, her filent fleep: 
Then he, perhaps, with moift and watery hand, 

Shail fondly feem to prefs her thuddering cheek, 
And with his blue-{woln face before her ftand, 

. And, fhivering cold, thefe piteous accents fpeak: 

: Py —. 

® Second fight is the term that is ufed for the 
divination of the Hightanders.. 

+ The late Duke of Cumberland, who defeated 
the Pretender at the battle of Culloden. 

¢ A fery meteor, culled by various names, fuch 
as Wili with the Wifp, Jack with the Lantborn, 
te. d-bovers in the air over marjby and fenny 
placen 





THE.WORKS OF COLLINS. 


“ Purfue, dear wife, thy daily toils, purfue,. - 
“ At dawn or dukk, induftrious as before ¢ 
“ Nor e’er of me one helplefs thought renew, 
“ While I lie weltering on the ofier'd fhore, 4 
“ Drown’d by the Kelpie’s * wrath, nor e'et thy: 
** aid thet more : 








Unbounded is thy range; with varied kill. ™ 


Thy mufe may, like thofe feathery tribes which 
{pring 
From their rude rocks, extend her fkirting wing 
Round the moift marge of each cold Hebrid ifle, 
To that hoar pile ¢ which ftill its ruins fhows + 
In whofe {mall vaults a pigmy-folk is found, © 
Whofe bones the delver with his {pade upthrows, 
And culls them, wond'ring, from the hallow’d 
ground! - é . : 
Or thither ¢, where beneath the fhow’ry weft, 
The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid't 
Once foes, perhaps, together now they refit, _~ 
No flaves revere them, and no wars invade: - 
Yet frequent now, at midnight folemn hour, 
The rifted mounds their yawning cells unfold,’ 
And forth the monarchs ftalk with fovereign powers 
In pageant robes ; and,wreath’d with fheeny gold 
And on their twilight tombs aérial council hold. 


But, oh, o’er all, forget not Kilda’srace, [tides, 
On whofe bleak rocks, which brave the wafting 
Fair nature’s daughter, virtue, yet abides, 

Go! juft, as they, their blamelefs manners trace ? 
Then to my ear tranfmit fome gentle fong, + 

Of thofe whofe lives are yet fincere and plain, 
Their bounded walks the rugged cliffs along, | 

And all their profpe@ but the wintery main. 2 
With {paring temperance at the needful time, 

They drain the fcented {pring ; or, hunger-preft 
Along th’ Atlantic rock, undreading climb, 

And of its eggs defpoil the folan’s |] nett. 

Thus, bleit in primal innocence they live, 

Suffic’d, and happy with that frugalfare | 
Which tafteful toil and hourly danger give. 

Hard is their fhallow foil, and bleak and bare ;" 
Nor ever vernal bee washeard to murmur there} 


Nor need'tt thou blufh that fuch falfe themes en- 
Thy gentle mind, of fairer ftores poflet; [gage 
For not alone they touch the' village breag, 

But fill’d in elder time, th’ hiftoric page. 

There, Shakfpeare’s felf, with every garland 
crown’d, 

Flew to thofe fairy climes his fancy fheen, 

In mufing hour; his wayward fitters found, 

And with their terrors dreft the magic feene. 
From them he fung, when, ’mid his bold defign, 

Before the Scot, afflicted, and aghaft ! ‘3 


* The water fiend. 

$ One of the Hebrides is called the ifte of Pigs 
mies; where it is reported, that feveral minid= 
ture bones of the human {pecies have been dug up 
in the ruins of a chapel there. : 

$ Icolmbilh, one of the Hebrides, where near 
fatyf of the ancient Scotti/p, Irijb, and Norwegian 
ings ate interred. 

{| 42 aquatic bird like @ gaofe, on the eggs of 
which the inhabitants of St. Kilda, another of the 
Hebrides, chiefly fubfift. : . 





POEMS. 


T The fhadawy kings of Banquo’s fated line, 
‘Through the dark ‘cave in gleamy pageant patt. 
Proceed ! nor quit the tales which, fimply told, 
Uculd once fo well my anfwering bofom pierce ; 
{ Proceed, in forceful founds, and colour bold, 
‘ne native legends of thy land rehearfe ; 
To fuch adapt thy lyre, and {uit thy powerful verfe. 


In fcenes like thefe, which, daring to depart 
From fober truth, are ftill to nature true, ~ 
And call forth freth delight to fancy’s view, 
Th’ heroic mute employ’d her Taffo’s art! 
How have 1 trembled, when, at Tancred’s ftroke, 
Its guthing blood the gaping cyprefs pour'd ! 
When each live plant with mortal accentsfpoke, 
And the wild blaft upheav'd the vanith’d fword ! 
How have I fat, when pip’d the penfive wind, 
To hear his harp by Britith Fairfax ftrung ! 
Prevailing poet ! whofe nndoubting mind, 
Believ'd the magic wonders which he fung! 
Hence, at each found, imagination glows! 
Hence, at each picture, vivid life farts here! 
Heace his warm lay with foftet fweetnefs flows! 
Melting it flows, pure, murmuring, ftrong and 
i clear, montous ear ! 
And fills th’ impaffion’d heart, and wins th’ har- 


All hail, ye fcenes that o’er my foul prevail! 
Ye fplendid fritbs and Jakes, which, far away, 
Are by fmooth Annan * fill’d, or paft’ral Tay +, 
Or Don's ¢ romantic fprings, at diftance hail ! 
The time fhall come, when I, perhaps, may tread 
Your lowly giens |, o’erhung. with {preading 
brooin ; 
Or o’er your ftretching heaths, by fancy led ; 
Or o'er your mountains creep, in awful gloom ! 
Then will I drefs once more the faded bower, 
Where Jonion §fat in Drummond’s clatlic fhades 
Or crop, from Tiviotdale, each lyric flower, 
And mourn, on Yarrow’s banks, where Willy’s 
laid! 





® 44 Three rivers in Scotland. 
|| Vatlies. 
§ Ben Fonfon paid a vifit on foot, in 1619, to 
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Meantime, ye powersthat on the plains which bore 
The cordial youth, on Lothian’s plains *, at- 
tend !--= 
Where’er Home dwells; on hill, or lowly moor, 
To him I lofe, your kind protection lend, 
And, touch’d with love like mine, preferve my ab- 
fent friend + - ; 


SONG. 


TRE SENTIMENTS BORROWED FROM SHAKS~ 
era a PEARE. % 


Younc Damon of the vale is dead, 
Ye lowland hamlets moan : 

A dewy turf lies o'er his head, 
And at his feet a ftone. 


His throud, which death’s cold damps deftroy, 
Of fnow-white threads was made : 

All mourn’d to fee fo {weet a bay 
In earth forever laid. 


Pale panfies o’er his corpfe were plac'd, 
Which, pluck’d before their time, 

Beftrew’d the boy like him to waite, 
And wither in their prime, 


Bat will he ne’er return, whofe tongue 
Could tune the rural lay ?. 

Ah, no! his bell of peace is rung, 
His lips are cold as clay. é 


They bore him out at twilight hour, 
The youth who lov’d fo well: 

Ab me! how many 2 true-love thower 
Ofkind remembrance fell! .. 


Each maid was woe—-but Lucy chief, 
Her grief o'er all was tried, 

Within his grave the dropp’d in grief, 
And o’er her lov’d-one died. “a 


the Scotch poet Drummond, at his feat of Haw- 
thornden, within four miles of Edinburgh. 
* Barrow, it feems, was at the Edinburgh 


univerfity, which is in the county of Lothigu. 








, OBSERVATIONS ON THE ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. . 


Tur genius of the paftoral, as well as of every 
other refpectable fpecies of poetry, had its origin 
in the Eaft, and from thence was tranfplanted by 
the mutes of Greece; but whether from the con- 
tinent of the Leffer Afia, or from Egypt, which, 
about the era of the Grecian paftural, was the 
hofpitable nurfe of letters, it is not ealy to deter- 
mine. From the fubjects, and the manner of The- 
ocritus, one would incline to the latter opinion, 
while the hiftory of Bion is in favour of the former. 
However, though it fhould ill remain a-doubt 
through what channel the paitoral travelled wett- 
ward, there is not the leaft thadow of uncertainty 
oucerning its oriental origin, 


In thole ages, which, guided by facred chrono- 
logy, from a comparative view of time, we call 
the early ages, it appears from the moft authentic 
hiftorians, that the chiefs of the people employed 
themfelves in rural exercifes, and that aftronomers 
and legiffators were at the fame time fhepherds. 
‘hus Strabo informs us, that the hifttory of the 
creation was communicated to the Egyptians by 
a Chaldean fhepherd. 

From thefe circuinftances it is evident not only 
that fach fhepherds were capable of all the dig- 
nity and clegance peculiac to poetry, but that 
whatever poetry they attempted would be of the 


paftoral kind ; would take its fubjeéts from thole 


oes 1 ean 





OBSERVATIONS ON THE ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 


jag ate purely European ; and, for this reafon, the 
author’s preface, in which he intimates that he 

A the original, from a merchant who traded to 
to” Eaft, is omitted, as being now altogether fu- 
pe fluous. 

With regard to the merit of thefe eclogues, it 
aay juftly be afferted, that in fimplicity of de- 
feziptuon and expreftion, in delicacy and foftnefs 
of numbers, and in natural and unaffected tender- 
pels, they are not to be equalled by any thing of 
athe paftoral kind in the Englith language, 


ECLOGUE I. 


Turs eclogne, which is entitled Selim, or the 
Shepherd’s Moral, as there is nothing dramatic 
‘in the fubject, may be thought the Jeaft enter- 
taining of the four: but it is by no means the 
leaft valuable. "The moral precepts which the in- 
telligent thepherd delivers to his feilow-fwains 
and ‘the virgins, their companions, are fuch as 
“would infallibly promote the happinefs of the pat 
toral life. 

In imperfonating the private virtzes, the poet 
has obferved great propriety, and has formed their 
genealogy with the moft perfect judgment, when 

\ he reprefents them as the daughters of trath and 
. wifdom, : 
« The chara@teriftics of modefty and chaftity are 
extvemely happy and peinturefyue : 


_, “ Come thou, whofe thoughts as limpia [prings 


are clear, 
‘To lead the train, {weet modefty appear; 
‘With thee be chattity, of all atraid, 
Difrutting all, a wife, fulpicious maid ; 
Cold ther breatt, like fuwers that drink the 
OW . 
A filken veil conceals her from the view." 


w= The two fimiles borrowed from rural objeéts are 
‘not only much in chara@er, but perfectly natural 
‘and expreflive. ‘There is, notwithttanding, this 
dete in the former, that it wants a peculiar 
‘propriety ; for purity of thonght may as well be 
applied to chattity as to modefty; and from this 
“inftance, as well as from a thoufand more, we may 
fee the neceflity of dittinguithing, in cheracter- 
Attic poetry, every objedt by marks and attributes 
“Yeculiarly its own. i 4 
It cannot be objected to this eclogue, that it 
wants both thofe eflential criteria of the paftoral, 
Jove and the drama; for though it partakes not of 
the latter, the former ftill remains an intereft in 
it, and that tov very material, as it proieiiedly 
fonfults the virtue and happinefs of the lover, while 
At informs what are the qualities : 


—that matt lead to love. 


ECLOGUE II. 


ALL the advantages that any fpeciés of poetry 
can derive from the Towels of Thettjeet ue he 
ery, this eclogue poffeffes, The rout of a camel 
river is a fcene that {carce could esift in the ima- 
‘Sination of an European, and of its attendant, dif- 
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treffes he could have no idea—Thele ate very 
happily and minutely painted by our defcriptive 


poet. What fublime fimplicity of expreifion ! 
what nervous plainnefs in the opening of the _ 
poem! we é 


“ Jn filent horror o’er the bound!efs wafte 
The driver Haffan with his camels patt.” 


The magic pencil of the poet brings the whole 
icene before us at once, as it were by inchant- 
ment, aad in this fingle couplet we feel ail the ef. 
fect that arifes from the terrible wildnefs of a re~ 
gion unenlivened by the habitationsof mén. The 
verfes that defcribe fo minutely the camel-driver’s 
little provifions, have a touching influence on the 
imagination, and prepare the reader to enter 
more feelingly into his future apprehenfians of 
diftrefs ; 


“ Bethink thee, Haffan, where fhall thirft af 
, fuage, 
“* When fails this cruife, his unrelenting rage !"- 


It is difficult to fay whether his apoftrophe to the 
“ mute companiops of his toils,” is more to be ad- 
mired for the elegance and beauty of the pogticat 
imagery, or for the tendernefs and humanity of 
the ientiment, He who can read it without being 
affected, will do his heart no injuitice, if he cqn« 
cludes it to be deftitute of fenfibility : 


* Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 

Tn alt my griefs a more than equal fhare ! 

Here, where no {prings in murmurs break away, 

Or mols-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 

Inyain ye hope the green delights to know, 

Which plains more bleft, or verdant vales bes 

ftow : re ass 

Here rocks alone, and taftelefs fands are found, 

And faint and fickly winds for ever howl a-~ 
round.” 


Yet in thefe beautiful lines there is a fight errog,. 
which writers of the greateft genius very fre- 
quently fall into.—-It will be neediefs to obferve 
to the accurate reades, that in the fifth and fixth 
verfes there is a verbal pleonifin where the poet 
{peaks of the greea delights of verdant vales. 
There isan overfight of the fame kind in the 
Manners, an Ode ; where the poet fays 


“* —-—Seine’s blaze nymphs deplore 
In watchet weeds. ie a 





This fault is indeed a common one, but toa reads 
er of tafte it is neverthelefs difguiful; and it is 
mentioned here as the error of a man of genius 
and judgment, that men of genius and judgment 
may guard againit it. 

Mr. Collins {peaks like a true poet, as well in 
fentiment as expreffion, when, with. regard, to 
the thirft of wealth, he fays, ~ : 


“ Why heed we not, while mad we hafte along 
The gentle voice of peace, or pleafure’s fong? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's fide, 
The fountain’s murmurs, and the valiey’s pride, 
Thy think we thefe lefs plesfing to behold, 
‘Thin dreary deterts, if they lead to gold rt 

: Lig 












_ conttitute thé happinefs of lov 


” py Pluto, re 
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But fiowever jué thefe fentiments may appear to 
thofe who have not revolted from nature and fim- 
plicity, had the author proclaimed them in Lom- 
bard-ftrect, or Cheapfide, he would not have been 
complimented with the underftanding of the bell- 
man.—A ftriking proof, that our own particular 

“ ideas of happinels reculate our opinions concern- 
ing the fenfe and wiidom of others! 

It is impoffible to take leave of this moft beau- 
tiful eclogue, without paying the tribute of ad- 
miration {0 jufly due. to the following nervous 
lines: - a 


What if the lion in his rage I mcet !—— 
Oft in the duft I view his printed feet : ~ 
And, fearful! oft, when day’s declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rous‘d, he fcours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and fullen tigers in his train: 
Before them death with thrieksdiredts their way, 

’ Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their 

prey.” : 


‘This, amongft raany other paffages to be met with 
“jn the writings of Collins, fhows that his genius 
was perfectly capable of the grand and magnifi- 
cent in defcription, notavithftanding what a iearn- 
ed writer has advanced to the contrary. No- 
thing, certainly, could be more greatly conceived, 
or more adequately expreffed, than the image in 
the laft couplet. : 

"That deception, fometimes ufed in rhetoric and 
poetry, which prefents us with an object or fen- 
timent contrary to what we expeéted, is here in- 
troduced to the greate(t advantage : 


® Farewell the youth, whom fighs could not 
detain, “ : . fs 
Whom Zara's breaking heart implov'd in vais! 
Yet, as thou go’, may every biait s 
Weuk and unfelt as thefe rejected fighis ! 
But this, perhaps, is rather an artificial prettineis, 
than a veal or natural beauty. . ? 





en ECLOGUE Iti. 

Tsar innocent and native fimplicity of man- 
hers, Which, in the firft eclogue, was allowed to 
is here beauti- 
fully defcribed in its effels, The fultan of Per- 
fia marrics a Georgian fhepherdefs, and finds in 
her embraces that genuine felicity which unper- 
verted nature alone can beflow. ' The mot natu- 
raland beautiful parts cf this eclozue are thofe 
where the fair fultana refers with fo much plea. 
fure to her paftoral emufements, and thofe fcencs 
tf happy innocence in which fhe paffed her early 
years, pazticularly. when, ypon her firft depar. 








_ ture, 


“ Oft as the went, fhe backward tarn'd her 
view, |. ‘ ; 

‘And bade that crook anid bleating flock adieu.” 

This picture of amiable fimplicity reminds one of 

that paffage, where Proferpine, when carried off 

ets the lofs of the flowers fie has 





OBSERVATIONS ON THE ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 
1 


** Colleéti flores tunicis cecidere remiffist ~ 
Tantaque fimplicitas puerilibus adfuit annis, 
Heec quoque virginium movit jactura dolorem."* 


ECLOGUE IV. 


5 ‘ 
Tuz beautiful, but unfortunate country, Where 
the fcene of this pathetic eclogue is laid, had been 
recently torn in pieces by the depredations of its 
favage neighbours, when Mr. Collins fo affectedly 
deferibed its misfortunes. This ingenious man 
had not only a pencil to pourtray, but a heart to 
feel for the miferies of mankind; and it is with 
the utmoft tenderneis and humanity he enters ine 
to the narrative of Circaifia’s ruin, while he rea~ 
lizes the fcene, and brings the prefent drama bee 
fore us, Ofevery circumftance that could poflibly 
contribute to the tender effect this paftoral was 
defigned to produce, the poet has availed himfelf 
with the utmoft art and addrefs. Thus he ptes 
pares the heart to pity the diftreffes of Circaffia, 
by reprefenting it as the fcene of the happieit 
love. 


“ To fair Circaffia, where, to love inclin’d, 
_ Each fwain was bleft, for every maid was kind.” 


To give the circumftances of the dialogue a more 
affecting folemnity, he makes the time midnight, 
and defcribes the two thepherds in the very act 
of flight from the deftruction that {wept over 
their courtry : 

> 


“ Sad o'er the dews, two brother fhepherds fled» 
Where. wildering fear and: defperate forrow 
led 3” * 


There isa beauty and propriety in the epithet 
wildering, which ftrikes us more forcibly, the 
more we confider it. 

The opening of the dialogue is equally happy, 
natural, and unaffected; when one of the thep- 
herds, weary and overcome with the fatigue of~ 
flight,’ calls upon his’ companion to’ review the 
length of way they had pafled. This is certainly 
painting from nature, and the thoughts, however 
obvious, or deftitute of refinement, are perfectly 
in charatter. But, as the clofeft purfuit of na- 
ture is the fureft way to excellence in general, 
and to fublimity in particular, in poetical de~ 
feription, fo we find that this fimple {uggeftion of 
the fliepherd is not unattended with magnificence, 
There is a grandeur and variety in the landikig 
he deferibes +: noe me: ¥ 


“ And firft review that long-extended plain, 
And yon wide groves, already paft with pain! 
Yon ragged cliff, whofe dangerous path we 
ty!” oa roy 
And, lait, this lofty mountain’s weary fide a 
There is, in imitative harmory, an ac of expref. 
fing a fow and difficult movement by adding td 
the ufual number of paufes ina vere. This is 
obfervable gn the line that defcribes the afcent of 
the mouritahea |” : a 


And latt || this lofty mountain’s | weary fide -. 


Here we find the number of pavles; or mufical 


OBSERVATIONS ON THE ORIENTAL ECLOGUES.” 


De » which, in an hergic verfe, is commonly two, 
dicteafed to three, * 

¢ The liquid melody, and the numerous fweetnefs 
‘ofTovrellion in the following defcriptive lines is 
“ahnof. inimitably beautiful : 


“ Sweet to the fight is Zabran’s flowery plain, 

And once by nymphs and thepherds lov’d in 
> vain! 

No more the virgins fhal! delight to rove 

By Sargis’ banks, or Irwan’s fhady grove ; 

On Tarkie’s mountain catch the cooling gale, 

Or breathe the fweets of Aly’s flowery vale.” 


Neverthelefs in this delightful landfkip there is 
an obvious fault: there is no diftinétion between 
the plain of Zabran, and the vale of Aly: they 
are both flowery, and confequently undiverfified, 
This could not proceed from the poet’s want of 
jodgment, but from inattention: it had not oc- 
curred to him that he had employed the epithet 
flowery twice within fo fhort a compafs ; an over- 
fight which thofe who are accuftomed to poetical, 
or, indeed, to any other fpecies of compofition, 
know to be very poffible. 
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Nothing can be more beautifully conceived, or 
sore pathetically exprefled, than the thepherd’s 
apprehenfions for his fair country-women, expofed 
to the ravages of the invaders, 


“€ In vain Circaffia boafts her {picy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves: 

In vain the boatts her faireft of the fair, 
Their eyes’ blue languith, and their golden hait 
‘Thofe eyes in tears their fruitlefs grief thall fend; 
Thofe hairs the Tartar’s crue! haud fhall reng,’* 






There is certainly fome very powerful charm in 
the liquid melody of founds. ‘The editor-of thefe 
poems could never read or hear the following 
verfe repeated, without a degree of pleafure o- 
therwife entirely unaccountable : 


“ Their eyes’ blue languifo, and their golden: 
Bair” 


Such are the Oriental Eclogues, which we leave 
with the fame kind of anxious pleafure, we feel 
upon a temporary parting with a beloved friend, 





OBSERVATIONS ON THE ODES, DESCRIPTIVE 
eo See : ALLEGORICAL, : 


Tue genius of Collins was capable of every de- 
gree of excellence in lyric poetry, and perfectly 
qualified for that high province of the mule. Pot 
felled of a native ear for all the varieties of har- 
mony and modulation, fufceptible of the finest 
feelings of tendernefs and humanity, but, above 
all, carried away by that high enthufiafm, which 
gives to imagination its ftrongelé colouring, he 
} was. at once, capable of foothing the ear with the 
| melody of his numbers, of influencing the paffions 
_ by the torce of his pathos, and of gratifying the 
, fancy by the loxutiancy of his defcription. 
In confequence of thefe powers, but, more par- 
ticularly, in confideration of the laft, he chofe 
fuch fubjeéts for his lyric effays as were moft fa- 
vourable for the indulgence of detcription and al- 
legory ; where he could exercife his powers in 
“moral and perfonal painting ; where he could ex-. 
ert his invention in conferring attributes on im 
Bes or objects already new known, and defcrib- 
ed by a determinate number of charaeriftics ; 
where he might give an uncommon eclat to his 
figures, by placing them in happier attitudes, or 
in more advantageous lights, and introduce new 
forms from the moral and intellectual world into 
the fociety of imperfonated beings. 
“Such, no doubt, were the privileges which the 
poet expected, and fuch were the advantages he 
“derived from the defcriptive and allegorical na- 
ture of his themes. : 

It feems to have been the whole andutay At our 
author (and it is, at the fame time, alot all the 
claim fo moral excellence his writings can boat) 

to promote the influence of the fdcial virtues, by 
painting them inthe faireft and happief lights. 





AND * 


“ Melior fieri tuendo,” 


would be no improper motto to his poems in ge. 
neral, but of his lyric poems it feems to be the 
whole moral tendency and effect. If, therefore, 
it fhould appear to fome readers that he has been 
more induftrious to cultivate defcription than fen 
timent ; it may be obferved, that his defcriptions 
themf{elves are fentimental, and anfwer the whole 
end of that fpecies of writing, by embellithing 
every feature of virtue, and by conveying, through 
the effects of the pencil, the fineft moral lefons to 
the mind. . en 
Horace {peaks of the fidelity of the ear in pré= 
ference to the uncertainty of the eye; but if the 
mind receives conviction, it is certainly of very 
little importance through what medium, or by 
which of the fenfes, it is conveyed, ‘he imprete 
fions left on the imagination may poftibly be 
thought lefs durable than the depofits of memory, 
but it may very well admit of a queftion, whether 
a conclufion of reafon, or an impreffion of imagi- 
nation, will fooneft make its way to the heart. 
A moral precept, conveyed in words, is only an 
account of truth in its effects ; a moral picture is 
truth exemplified ; and which is moft likely to 
gain upon the affections, it may not be difficult 
to determine. : 
‘This, however, muft be allowed, that thofe 
works approach the neareft to perfection which 
unite thefe powers and advantages; which at 
once influence the imagination, and engage the 
memory; the former by the force of animated. 
and ftriking defcsiption, the latter by a brief, but 


harmonious conveyance of precept: thus, while 





OBSERVATIONS 


~ feenes from: the tragic mufe, is very happy, 
@ in every refpeét worthy the imagination of 


Php 
ODE TO FEAR. 


Mr. Coriiws, who had often determined to ap- 
ply himfelf to dramatic poetry, feems here, with the 
fame view, to have addreffed ane of the principal 
Powers of the drama, and to implore that mighty 
influence fhe had given ty the genius of Shak- 
ipeare: 


“ Hither again thy fury deal, 

Teach me but once like him to feels 
His cyprefs wreath my meed decree, 
And I, Q fear, will dwell with thee !* 


Tn the conftruction of this nervous ode, the author 
has thown equal power of judgment and imagi- 
nation, Nothing can be more firiking than the 
violent and abrupt abbreviation of the meafure 
in the fifth and fixth vertes, when he feels the 
ftrong influence of the power he inyokes : 


“ Ah, fear, ah, frantic fea! 
I fee, I {ee thee near.” 


‘The editor of thefe poems has met with nothing 
in the fame fpecies of poetry, either in his own, 
or in any other language, equal, in all respects, 
to the following defcription of danger : 


«« Danger, whofe limbs of giant mold, 
+: What mortal eye can fix’d behold ? 
Who ftalks his round, an hideous form, 
Howling amidft the midnight ftorm, 
‘Or throws him on the ridgy fteep 
~ Of fome loofe hanging rock to fleep.” 


It is impoffible to contemplate the image convey- 
ed in the two laft verfes without thefe emotions 
of terror it was intended to excite. It has, more- 
ovef the entire advantage of novelty to recom- 
mend it; for there is too much originality in all 
the circumftances, to fuppofe that the author had 
in his eye that defeription of the penal fituation 
of Catiline in the ninth £neid; 


- 4 


~—- Te, Catilina, minact 
Pendentem fcopulo” : 


The archetype of the Enghith poet's idea was in 
nature, and probably to her alone he was indebt- 
ed for the thought. From her, likewife, he de- 
tived that magnificence of conception, that hor- 
sible grandeur of imagery, difplayed in the fol- 
lowing lines ; 


© And thofe, the fiends, who near allied, 

O’er nature’s wounds and wrecks prefide ; 
« While vengeance in the lurid air, . 
. Lifts her red arm, expos’d and bare: 

On whom that ravening brood of fate, 

Who lap the bloud of forrow, wait.” 


That nutritive enthufiafm, which cherify the 
feeds of poetry, and which is, igdeed, cmly foil 
wherein they will grow to perizdtien, lays open 


the mind to all the influences of fi@ion. A. pat- 
“fon for whatever is “greatly wild, or magnificent 
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in the works of nature, feduces the imagination 
to attend to ali that is extravagant, however un- 
natural. Milton was notoriouly fond of high ros 
mance and Gothic diadleries ; and Collins, who 
in genius and enthufiaim bore no very diftant re-. 
femblance to Milton, was wholly carried away by 
the fame attachments, ome 


“ Be mine, to read the vifions old, \ 
Which thy awakening bards have told: 

And, left thou meet my tafted view, 

Hold each ftrange tale devoutly true.” ‘ 
“ Qn that thrice hallow’d eve, &&c,’”” ‘ 


There js an old traditionary fuperftition, that on 
St. Mark’s eve the forms of allfuch perfons as’ 
fhall die within the enfuing year, make their fo. 
lemn entry into the churches of their refpective 
parifhes, as St. Patrick {wam over the channel, 
without their heads, : 


ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 


THe meafure of the ancient ballad feems to 
have been made choice of for this ode, on account 
of the fubject ; and it has, indeed, an air of fime 
plicity not altogether unaffecting ; & 


“ By all the honey’d ftore 
On Hybia’s thymy thore, , 
By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear. 
By her whofe love-lorn woe, 
In evening mufings flow, 
Sooth'd {weetly fad Electra’s poet’s ear.” 


This allegorical imagery of the honey'd ftore, the 
blooms, and mingled murmurs of Hybla, alluding 
to the fweetnefs and beauty of the Attic poetry, 
has the fineft and the happieft effect: yet, pof- 
fibly, it will bear a queftion, whether the ancient 
Greek tragedians had a general claim to fimplici+ 
ty in any thing more than the plans of their dra- 
ma. ‘heir language, at leaft, was infinitely me- 
taphorical; yet it muft be owned that they juitly 
copied nature and the paffions, and fo far, certain. 
ly, they were entitled to the palm of true fimpl- 
city: the following moft beautiful fpeech of Poly- 
nices, will be a monument of this fo long as poetry 
fhail lat. ‘ 








morvdaxgus Py aeDinopene 

Xgonos dav Bsratea, xa Bopss Sew, 
Toperacice 2 asci evergeQay, Arenns Bag. 
Qy  dixceins eweracbsis, Germs rorsv 

Naim, 9 oxcwr ope’ sxav Dangvegour. 

AAD’ (sx yag aryus cdyos) av ot Osenopeaty 
Kuga Lugants, xas wimrys mrrdayyims 
Exscay, Evarr. Pheeniff. ver. 369. 


- “ But flaid to fing alone > - 
To one diftinguith’d throne.” . 


The poet cuts of the prevalence of fimplicity 
among the Romans with the reign of Auguitus; 
and indeed, it did not continue much longer, mof:: 
of the compofitions, after that date, giving i 
falfe and artificial ornament. NOEs 





a 
* No more, in hall or bower, 

. The paffions own thy power, 

Love, only love, her forcelefs numbers mean.” 

* In thefe lines the writings of the Provengal poets 
are principally alluded to, in which, fimplicity is 
generally facrificed to the rhapfodies of romantic 
love. 7 


“ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 


Procul! O! procul efte profani! 

Tars ode is fo infinitely abttracted and replete 
with high enthufiafm, that it will find few read- 
ers capable of entering into the beauty of it, or of 
xelithing its beauties. There is a ftyle of fenti- 
ment as uttcrly unintelligible to common capaci- 
ties, as if the fubje¢t were treated in an unknown 
Aknguage ; and it is on the fame account that ab- 
fradted poetry will never have many admirers. 

‘The authors of fuch poems muft be conteut with 
the approbation of thofe heaven-favcured geniufes, 
who, by a fimilarity of tafte and fentiment, are 
enabled to penetrate the high myfteries of infpired 
fancy, and to purfue the lottieft flights of enthu- 
fiaftic imagination. Neverthelefs, the praife of 
the diftinguifhed few is certainty preferable to the 
applaufe of the undifcerning million ; for all praife 
is valuable in proportion te the judgment of thofe 
who confer it. 

As the fubje4 of this ode is uncommon, fo are 
the ftyle and expreffion highy metaphorical and 
adltracted ; thus the fun is called “ the rich-hair’d 
* youth of morn,” the ideas are termed ‘ the 
“ thadowy tribes of mind,” &c. We are ftruck 
with the propriety of this mode of expreffion here, 
‘and it affords us new proofs of the analogy that 
fubfitts between language and fentiment. 

Nothing can be more loftily imagined than the 
creation of the Ceftus of fancy in this ode: the 
allegorical imagery is rich and (ublime: and the 
ebfervation that, the dangerous paffions kept 
aloof, during the operation, is founded on the 
firiGeft philofophical truth; for poetical fancy 
ean exit only in minds that are perfectly ferene, 
and in fome meafure abftracted from the influen- 
ces of fenfe. 

The icene of Milton's “ infpiring hour’ is per- 
fectly in charaéter, and defcribed with all thofe 
wild-wood-appearances ef which the great poet 
was fo enthufiaftically fond: 


“ T view that oak, the fancied glades among, 

By which as Milton lay, his evening ear, 

Nigh fpher’d in heaven, its native ttrains could 
hear.” 


ODE TO MERCY. 
~ WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1746. 


Tur ode written in.1746, and the ode to mer- 
ey, feem to have been written on the fame occa- 
fion, viz. the late rebellion; the former in me- 
mory of thofe heroes who fell in defence of their 

_ country, the latter to excite fentiments of com- 
paffion in favour of thofe unhappy and deluded 
wretches who became a faciifice to public jul 
tice. : 


_ OBSERVATIONS GN THE ODES. 


The language and imagery of both aré w 
beautiful; but the fcene and figures defcribed ay 
the ftrophe of the Ode to Mercy are ex 
itriking, and would afford a painter o: 
fines fubjedts in the world. 





ODE TO LIBERTY. 


Tux ancient ftates of Greece, perhaps the only 
ones in which a perfect model of liberty ever ex— 
ifted, are naturally brought te view in the opening 
of the poem. ’ 


* Who hall awake the Spartan fife, 

“And call in folemn founds to life, 

‘The youths, whofe locks divinely fpreading, 

“Like vernal hyacinths in fullen hue.” 
There is fomething extremely bold in this image- 
ry of the locks of the Spartan youths, and greatly 
fuperior to that defcription Jocaita gives us of the 
hair of Polynices. p 


Bogguyay vi nvavsyenre yeres 
TAexa pore — 





“ What new Alceus, fancy-bleft, 
Shall fing the fword, in myrtles dreft, &c.”* 


This alludes to a fragment of Alcseus ftill remain- 
ing, in which the poet celebrates Harmodius and 
Ariftogiton, who flew the tyrant Hipparchus, and 
thereby reftored the liberty of Athens. 

‘The fall of Rome is here mot nervoufly de- 
feribed in one line: 


“ With heavieft found, a giant-ftatue, fell. 


The thought feems altogether new, and the imi- 
tative harmony in the ftructure of the vetfe is ad» 
mirable. 

After bewailing the ruin of ancient liberty, the 
poct confiders the influence it has retained, og ftill 
retains among the moderns ; and here the tree re~ 
publics of Italy naturatly engage his attention-— 
Florence, indeed, only to be lamented on account 
of lofing its liberty under thofe patrons of letters, 
the Medicean family; the yeatous Pifa, juttly fo 
called in refpeét to its long impatience and re- 
gret under the fame yoke; and the fal? Marino, 
which, however unrefpectable with regard to 
power or extent of territory, has, at leaft, this dit- 
tinétion to boaft, that it has preferved its liberty 
longer than any other ftate, ancient or modern, 
having, without any revolution, retained its pre- 
fent mode of government near 1409 years. Mores 
over the patron faint who founded it, and from 
whom it takes its name, deferves this poetical re- 
cord, as he is, perhaps, the only faint that ever 
contributed to the eftablifhment of freedom. 


“* Nor e’er her former pride relate, 
To fad Liguria’s bleeding ftate.”” 


In thefe lines the poewalludes to thofe ravages in, 
the fae of Genoa, occafioned by the unhappy di- 
vifions Tye Cuelphs and Gibelines 


“ —— When the favour’d of thy choice? 
The daring archer heard thy voice.* —~ 
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THE LIFE OF DYER. 





J out Dye was born in 1700, the fecond fon of Robert Dyer, Efg. of Aberglafiey in Carmarthens 
Jhire. a folicitor of great capacity and note. 

He received his early education in the country, and finithed his ftudies at Weftminfter School, 
undes the care of Dr. Freind, from whence he was called away to be inftructed in his father’s pro- 


* Fie father died foon after; and taking no delight in the ftudy of the law, but ‘having alwaye 
amufed himfelf with drawing, he refolved to turn painter, and became pupil to Mr. Richardfon of 
Lincoin’s-lon-Ficlds, an arti then of high reputation, but better known by his writings than by his 

|. pictures, 

He afterwards became an itinerant painter, and wandered about South Wales and the parts ade 
jacent ; but mingled poetry with painting, and printed Grongar Hill, which was originally writteg. 
as an Irregular Ode, in a “ Mifcellany Volume of Poems,” colleéted and publithed by Savage, iz 
4726, in which it appears in that form, very incorreét, and with the initial lines as follows : « 

_. Fancy, nymph that loves to lie 
-* Qn the lonely eminence, 
Darting notice through the ¢ye, 
Forming thought and feafting fenfe. 
‘Thou that muft lend imagination wings, 
And ftamp diftinction on all worldly things; 
Come, and with thy various hue, * | 
Paint and adorn thy fifter mufe, 
~t’ Like other painters, he afterwards travelled into Italy for improvement ; and at Pie, formed 
. the plan of his poem, called The Ruins of Rome, which he finifbed foon after his return, in 1740. 
* Athis return, ill health, and love of ftudy. folitude, and reficétion, determined him to the churche 
He, therefore, entered into orders; and married, about the fame time, Mifs Enfor, fifter of Mr, 
Strong Enfor, of Warwickiire. , . : 
_ OF his ecclefiaftical provifion, and fome other particulars of his perfonal hiftory, he has himfelf 
given an account, in a letter to William Duncombe, Efq. dated Coningfby, ‘Nov. 24. 1756, pu« 
blifhed in the fecond volume of “ Letters by feveral eminent Perfons deceafed,” by the Reve 
John Duncombe. “ Lord Chancellor [Hardwick] has been favourable to me. ‘This living {Con- 
ingfby, Lincolnhhire] is 1201. per annum, ‘The other, called Kirkby, is x101.; but my preferments 
came in this courfe: Calthorp in Leicefterfhire (801. a-year), was given me by one Mr. Harper, 
in T7q4%. That J quitted in 1751, for a fmall living of 7¥1. called Belchford, ten'miles from hence, 
and given me by Lord Chancellor, through Mr. Wray’s [Daniel Wray, Ef. one of the deputt 
tellers of the Exchequer, a friend to virtue and the mufes] intereft. Sir John Heathcote gave me 
this, and lately procured me Kirkby of Lord Chancellor, without my folicitation. . Twas glad 
of this, on account of its nearnefs to me; though I think myfelf a lofer by the exchange, through 
the expences of the feal, difpenfations, journeys, &c. and the charge of an old houle, half of which 
Tam gning to pull down.” - : 
More of myfelf, which your good natured curiofity draws from me, is this: After having been 
an itinerant painter in my native country (S. Wales), and in Herefordfhire, Worcefterfhire, &c. &c. 
I married and fettled in Leicefterfhire. My wife's name was Enfor, whofe grandmother was a 
Shakfpeare, de‘cended from a brother of everybody’s Shakfpeare. We have four children living ; 
three are girls; the yo~ugeft a boy, fix years old. I had fome brothers; have but one left; he 
isa clergyman, lives at Mgybone, aw4 has fuch a houfefull of children as puts me in mind of g 
noted ftatue at Rome of there Rile, on the arms, legs, and body of which are crawling or climbs 
isig, ten or a dozen little boys and girls.” - oe: 
‘ : Mn ij 

















$40 ‘ ; THE LIFE OF DYER. eK ‘ 
mixture of the paftoral; the third is rural, but elegant; the Jaft is daring and fublime. He has 20° 
interefting narratives, fuch as the ftory of « Orpheus and Eurydice” in the fourth Georgic, and 
thofe of « Amelia” and « Lavinia” in the “ Seafons;” but it abounds in affeGiing digreffions and 
pathetic ftrokes, particularly in exhortations to benevolence : : 


in flowery fpring-time, when the new dropt lamb, 
‘Tott’ring with weaknefs, by his mother’s fide, 
* Feels the freth world about him, and each thorn, 
Hillock, or furrow, trips his feeble feet, 
O guard his meek fweet innocence from all 
‘Th’ innumerous ills that rush around his life 
In this foft office may thy children join, 
And charitable habits learn in {port. 


In the fame benevolent ftrain are his recommendation of county work-houfes (B. IIT.) ; his cen+ 
fure of thofe who refufe an afylum to: perfecuted foreigners; his with for a general naturalization 
act (ib.) ; his reflections on the flave trade (B. IV.); his cenfure of the difputes between the Eng- 
dith and French Eaft India Companies (ib); his method for preventing the exportation of combed, 
‘wool, and his apology for treating that fubje& (B. Il.); and his recommendation of benevolence to 
the brute creation (ib.). “His topographical deferiptions deferve particular commendation ; and in 
river-painting, his merit is fuperlative. | His Sbeep-focaring, and the Feaf on the Banks of the Severn, 
are pieces of exquifite painting. His truly poetical defcription of Jong wool in the fleece, and of the 
warious kind: of iooms, Shows that genius can almoft ennoble any fubject, however mean or inconfiderable. 

Of his thorter poems, Tée Country Walk is moft con{picuous for pifturefque imagery and interefte 
ing fentiment, The Epifile to a Friend in Town (probably Savage) is fprightly, familiar, and eafy, in 
an uncommon degree. The Epiflle to Savage is vigoroufly written; and the Epifie to Hill, though 
tauch inferior to it, is not deficient in fpirit and elegance. 

His character, as given by Dr. Johnfon, cannot be generally allowed, without adopting Ris welle. 
known prejudices againft blank verfe. ° Sees? . : 

“ Dyer is not a poet of bulk or dignity fufficient to require an elaborate criticifm. Grongar Hill. 
is the happieft of his productions ; it is not indeed very accurately written ; but the fcenes which it 
difplays are fo pleafing, the images which they raife fo welcome to the mind, and the refleGions.of 
the writer fo confonant to the general fenfe or experience of mankind, that when it is once read, it 
will be read agaif, 

“ The idea of the Ruins of Rome {trikes more, but pleafes lef ; and the title raifes greater expec- 
tation than the performance gratifies, Some paflages, however, are conceived with the mind of a 
Poet ; as, when in the neighbourhood of delapidating edifices, he fays: ae 





——The pilgrim oft 
At dead of night, ’mid his oraifon hears 
Aghaft the voice of time, difparting towers, 
‘Tumbling all precipitate down-dath'd, 
“Rattling around, loud thundering to the moons 
Of the Fleece, which never became popular, and is now univerfally negle@ed, I can fay little thas. 
is likely to recall it to attention, ‘The wool-comber and the oct appear to me fuch difcordant na- 
tures, that an attempt to bring them together is to couple she ferpent with the fowl. When Dyer, 
whofe mind was not unpoetical, has done his utmoft in interefting his readers in our native come 
modity, by interfperfing rural imagery and incidental degreffions, by clothing {mall images jroeat? 
words, and by all the writer's art of delafion, the meannefs naturally adhering, and the i 
habitually ‘annexed to trade and manufa@ure, fink him under infuperable oppreffion ;- 
gut which blank verfe, eticumbering and encumbered, fuperadds to an unpleafing fubj 
pels the reader, however willing to be pleated, : % 
“ Let me, however, honeftly report whatever may counterbalance this wej<Ac of cenfure, 1 have. 
been told, that Akenfide, who, upon a poetical queftion, has a right to’oe heard, faid, “ that he 
: would regulate his opinion of the reigning tafte by the rale of Dyer's Fleece; for if that were ill Tew 


scived, he should not thinks it any longer zeafonable to expe fame from excellencer”, 
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mt GRONGAR HILL, 
Surenr tyniph, with curious eye! 
‘Who, the purple evening, lie 

On the mountain’s tonely van, 
Beyond the noite of bufy man; 
Painting fair the form of things, 
While the yellow linnet fings; 

Or the tuneful nightingale 

Charms the foreft with her tale ; 
Come, with all thy various dues, 
Come, and aid thy fier mufe ; 
Now, while Phocbus ridin: high, 
Gives luftre to the land and fky ! 
Grongar Hill invites my fong, 
Draw the landfkip bright and ftrong j 
Grongar, in whofe mofly cells, 

Sweetly mufing, quict dwells j 

Grongar, in whole filent fhade, 

For the modeit mufes made, 

So oft I have, the evening {till 

At the fountain of a rill, 

Sat upon a flowery bed, . 

‘With my hand beneath my head; 
‘While itray’d my eyes o’er Towy’s flood, 
Over mead, and over wood, 

Kifin houfe to houfe, from hill to hill, 
Till contemplation had her fill. 

About his chequer'd fides I wind, 
And leave his brooks and meads behind, 
And groves, and grottoes where I lay, 
And vitoes shooting beams of day ; 
Wide and wider fpreads the vale ; 

As circles on a fmooth canal: 

‘The mountains round unhappy fate! 
Sooner or later, of all height, 
Withdraw their fummits from the tkies, 
And leffen as the others rife: 

Still the profped& wider fpreads, 

‘Adds a thoutenid woods and euends j 
Still it widens, widens ftill, 

And finke the newly-rifen hill, . - 


ees 1 ,,u-the mountain’s brow, 
Tat a landsip lies below ! 


'o clouds, no \apours intervene ; 
Bat the gay, the open fcene, 


- Does the face of ne fhow, 


in all the hues of hezver®show ?. 
And, {welling to embrace uN ig! 
Spreads around bencath the figs 
freOld caftles on the cliffs arife, 
Provilly towering in the thies 





he, 
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Rufhing from the woods, the fpires 
Seem from hence afcending fires { 
Half his beams Apollo theds 
On the yellow mountain-heads! 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks, 
And glitterson the broken rocks! 
Below me trees unnumber’d rife; 
Beautiful in various dyes: 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 
The yellow beech, the fable yew, 
The flender fir, that taper grows, 
The fturdy oak with broad-fpread bougha, . 
And heyond the purple grove, 
Haunt of Phyllis, queen of love! 
Gaudy as the openiug dawn, 
Lies a long and level lawn, Z 
On which a dark hill, ftecp aid high, 
Holds and charms the wandering eye ! 
Deep are his feet in Towy’s flood, 
His fides are cloth’d with waving wood,. 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 
That caft an awful look below; 
Whof€ ragged walls the ivy creeps, 
And with her arms from felling keepsi 
So both a fafety from the windy 
On mutual dependence find. 
‘Tis now the rayen’s bleak abode ; 
*Tis now th’ apartment of the toad; 5 
And there the fox fecurely feds; : 
And there the poifonous adder breests, 
Conceal’d in ruins, thofs, and weeds; 
While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary mouider’d walls, 
Yet time bas feen, that lifts the low, 
And level lays the lofty brow, 
Has feen this broken pile complete, : 
Big with the vanity of ftate; 
But tranfient is the finile of fate! 
A little rule, a little fway, 
A fun-beam in a winter's-day, 
Isall the proud and mighty haye~ 
Between the cradie end the grave. 
And fee the rivers how they run, 
Through woods and meads, in fhade and fun, 
Sometimes fwwift, fometimes flow, 
Wave fucceeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep, - 
Like human life, to endlef fleep ! 
Thus is nature's vefture wrought, : 
Fo inftruét our wandering thought ;~ 
Thus fhe dreffes green and gay, ° 
To difperfe our cares me a ot 
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"A thoufand winters o’er the changeful world, 
And yet a thoufand fince, th’ indignant floods 
Roar joud in their firm bounds, and dafh and fwell, 
In vain; convey'dto Tiber’s loweft wave. 

Hence over airy plains, by cryftal founts, 
That weave their glittering waves with tuneful 
Among the fleeky pebbles, agate clear, [lapfe, 
Cerulean ophite, and the flowery vein 
Of orient jafper, pleas'd I move along, 
And vafes bois'd, and huge infcriptive ftones, 
And intermingling vines; and figur’d nymphs, 
Flora’s and Chlve’s of delicious mould, 
Cheering the darknefs; and deep empty tombs, 
And dells, and mouldering fhrines, with old decay 
Ruaftic a..1 green, and wide-embowering shades, 
Shot from the crooked clefts of nodding towers, 
A folemn wildernefs! with error fweet, 
I wind the lingering ftep, where-c’er the path 
Mazy conduéis me, which the vulgar foot 
O’er feulptures maim’ d has made; Anubis, Sphinx, 
Idols of antique guife, and horned Pan, 
‘Terrific, monftrous fhapes! prepofterous gods, 
Of fear and ignorauce, Py the feulptot’s hand 
Hewn into form, and wortkipp’d; as ev'n now 
Blindly they worship at their breathlefs mouths * 
In. varied appellations: men to thefe - 
(From deep to depth in darkcuing error fall’a) 
At length afcrib’d th’ inapplicable name. 

‘How doth it pleafe ae Eu the memory 
With deeds of brave renown, while on each hand 
Hiltoric urns and breathing ftatucs rife, 
And {peaking bufts! Sweet Scipio, Marius ftern, 
Pompey fuperb, the fpirit-ftirring form $ 
Of Crefar raptur'd with the charm of rule 
And boundlefs fame ; impatient.for exploits, 
His cager eyes upcaft, he foars in thought 
Above all height: and his own Brutus fee, 
Defponding Brutus, dubious of the right, 
in evil days, of faith, of public weal, 
Solicitous and fad. Thy next regard 
Be Tully's graceful attitude; unprais'd, 
‘Wis out-ftretch'd arm he waves, in act to fpeak 
Before the filent mafters of the world, 
4snd eloquence arrays him. There behold 
Prepar’d for combat in the front of war 
‘The pious brothers ; jealous Alba ftands 
Tn fearful expectation of the ftrife, . 
And youthlol Ronie intent: the kindred foes 
Fall on each other’s neck in filent tears; 
In forrowfut benevolence embrace— 
Howe’er, they foon untheath the flafhing fword, 
‘Their country calls to arms; now all in vain 
The mother has the knec, and ev’n the fair 

“Now weeps in n; their country calls te arms. 

Such vnteet lia, Cocles, Manlius, rous’d ; 
Such were the Fabii, Decii; fo infpir'd * 
‘Fhe Scipios battled, and the Gracchi {poke : - 
So rofe ae Roman flate. Me now, of thefe 
eee nee high ambitions thonghts in dame 

» Greatly to {eve my country, diftant land, 

Acd build me virtuous fame; nor fhali the duft 
Of thefe fall'n pes with show of fad decay 
‘Avert the good ree, mean argriment, 

‘The fate alone of matterm<Now the brow. 












s.°* Seueral flatues of the Pagan tis bave been con=\ 
werted into images of faints. . . 
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We gain enraptur’d; beavteonfly diftin@* =~ 
‘The numerous porticos and domes apfwelf, - 
With obelitks and columns interpos’d, 

And pine, and fir, and oak: fo fair a fcene 
Sees not the dervife from the fpiral tomb 

Of ancient Chammos, while his eye beholds 
Proud Memphis’ reliques o’er th’ Acgyptian plain: 
+Nor hoary hermit front Hymettus’ brow, 
Though graceful Athens, in the vale beneath. 
Along the windings of the mufe’s ftr 

Lucid flyffus weeps her filent fchools, . 

And groves, unvilited by bard or fage. 

Amid the towery ruins, huge, fipreme, - 

Th’ enormous amphitheatre behold, 
Moountainous pile! o'er whofe capacious womls 
Pours the broad firmament its varied light ; 
While from the central floor the feats afcend 
Round above round, flow-widening to the verge - 
“A circuit vaft and high ; nor lefs had held 
Imperial Rome, and her attendant realms, 

When drunk with rule the will'd the fierce delight, 
And op’d the gloomy caverns, whence out-ruft’d. 
Before th’ innemerable fhouting crowd 

‘Vhe fiery, madded, tyrants of the wilds, 

Lions and tygers, wolves and elephants, . 
And defperate men, more feil. Abhorr’d intent? 
By frequent converfe with fantiliar death, 

To kindle brutal daring apt for war; 

To lock the breaft, and fteal th’ obdurate heart 
Amid the piercing cries of fore dittrefs 
Impenetrable—Bat away thine eye; 

Behold yon fteepy cliff; the modern pile i 
Perchance may now delight, while that rever’d # 
In ancient days, the page alone declares, 

Or narrow coin through dim cerulean raft. « 

‘The fane was Jove’s, its fpacious golden roof, 
O’er thick-furronnding temples beaming wide, 
Appear'd, as when above the morning hills 

Half the round fun afcends; and tower'd aloft,” 
Suftain’d by columns huge, innumerous ‘ 
As cedars proud on Canaan’s verdant heights 
Darkening their idols, when Aftarte hurd 
‘Too profp’rous Ifrael from his livin; ftrength. 

And next regard yon venerable dome, — * 

Which virtuous Latium, with erroneous aim, 
Rais’d to her various deities, atid nam’d : 
Pantheon ; plain and round ; of this our world’ 
Majeftic emblem ; with peculiar grace . 
Betore its ample orb, projected ftands 

‘The many-pillar'd portal: nobleft work -° 

Of human fkill: here, curious architeét;- 

If thou effay'ft, ambitious, to ferpafa 

Palladius, Angelus, or Britith Jones, 

On thefe fair walls extend the certain {tale, 

And turn th’ inftru@tive compafs: careful mark 
How far in hidden art, the nobl~ plain 

Extends, and where the lovely forms commence 
Of flowing fculpture: nor negieet to nove 

How range the taper columns, and what weight 
‘Their leaty brows fufain: fair Corinth firft 
Boafed their order, which Caliniachus ( 
(Reclining ftadioug on Afopus’ banks ae: 
Beneath an urn of fome lamented nymph). 








* From the Palatine bill onc fees mof of the reniark= 
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able antiquities. 
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‘Their dauntlefs courage; ftorming Hannibal . 
In vain the thunder of the battle roll’d, 

‘The thunder of the battle they return'd 

Back on his Punic fhores; till Carthage fell, 
‘And danger fled afar. The city gleam’d 

‘With precious {poils: alas, profperity y, 

Ah, baneful flate! yet cbb’d not all their ftrength 
In foft luxurious pleafuress proud defire 

Of boundiefs fway, and feverith thirt of gold, 
Rouz’d them again to battle. Beauteous Greece, 
"Torn from her joys, in vain with languid arm 
Hait rais'd her rulty fhield ; nor could avail 

‘The {word of Dacia, nor the Parthian dart ; 

Nor yet the car of that fam’d Britifh chief, 
‘Which feven brave years beneath the doubtlefs 


‘ win 

Of vidory dreadfal roll’d its griding wheels 
Over the bloody war: the Roman arms 
Triumph'd till fame was filent to their foes. 

And now the world unrival’d they enjoy’d 

In proud fecurity: the crefted helm, 
The plated greave and corfzlet hung unbrac’d; 
Nor Plank’ their arms, the {pear and foundin 
But on the glittcring trophy to the wind. [fhield, 

Diffolv’d in eafe and foft delights they lie, 

Ti every fun annoys, and every wind 

Has chilling force, and every rain offends: 

For now the frame no more is girt with flrength 
Matculine, nor in luftinefs of heart 

Laughs at the winter ftorm, and fummer-beam, 
Superior to their rage: enfeebling vice 

‘Withers each nerve, and opens every pore 

‘To painful feeling : flowery bowers they feck 
(As ether prompts, as the fick fenfe approves) 
r cool Nymphean grots; or tepid baths 
(Taught by the foft fonians) they, along 

The lawny vale, of every beauteous ftone, 

Pile in the rofeat air with fond expence: Z 
"Through filver channels glide the vagrant waves, 
And fall on filver beds cryftalline down, 
Melodious murmaring ; while luxury 

Over their naked limbs with wanton hand, 

Sheds rofes, odours, fheds unheeded bane. 

Swift is the flight of wealth; unnumber’d wants, 
Brood of voluptuoufnefs, cry out aloud 
Neceflity, and feek the {plendid bribe. 

‘The citron board, the bow! embofs’d with gems, 
And tender foliage wildly wreath’d around 

Of feeming ivy, fy that artful hand, s 
Corinthian Thericles; whate’er is known 

OF rareft acquifition; Tyrian garbs, 

Neptunian Albion’s high teftaceous food, 
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And flayour’d Chian wines with incenfe fem'd 

To flake Patrician thirft; for thefe their rights 

In the vile ftreets they proftitute to fale; 

Their ancient rights, their dignitics, their laws, 

Their native glorious {reedom. Is there none, 

Is there no villain, that will bind the ne? 

Stretch'd to the yoke? they come; the market 
throngs. - 

But who has moft by fraud or force amafs’d 

Who moft can charm corruption with his doles? 

He be the monarch of the flate; and lo ! 

Didius, vile ufurer, though the crowd he mounts *; 

Beneath his feet the Roman eagle cowers, 

And the red arrows fill his grafp uncouth, 

O Britons, O my countrymen, beware! [free 

Gird, gird your hearts; the Romians once were 

Were brave, were virtuous.-Tyranny howe’er 

Deign’d to walk forth a while in pageant ftatey 

And with Jicentious pleafures fed the rout, 

The thotghtlefs many; to the wanton found 

Of fifes and drums they danc’d, or in the fhadé 

Sung Cafar, great and terrible in war, 

Immortal Cafar! Lo, a god, a god! : : 

He cleaves the yiclding flies! Cxefar meanwhile 

Gathers the ocean pebbles; or the gnat 

Enrag’d purfues; or at his lonely meal, , 

Starves a wide province ; taftes, diflikes, and flings 

To dogs and fycophants. A god, a god! 

The flowery fhades and fhrine ob{cene return. 

But fee along the north the tempetts fwell 
O’er the rough Alps, and darken all their fhows! 
Sudden the Goth and Vandal, dreaded names, 
Ruflt as the breach of waters, whelming all 
Their domes, their villas ; down the feftive piles, 
Down fall their Parian porches, gilded baths, 
And roll before the ftorm in clouds of duit. 

Vain end of human flrength, of human fkill, 
Conqueft, and triumph, and domain, and pomp, 
And eafe, and luxury! O luxury, ss 
Bane of clated life, of affluent ftates, 

What dreary change, what ruin is not thine? 

How doth the bowl intoxicate the mind! : 

To the foft entrance of thy rofy cave 

How doft thou lure the fortunate and great! 

Dreadful attraction! while beyond thee gapes 

Th’ unfathomable gulf where Afher lies 

O’erwhelm’d, forgotten ; and high-boafting Cham;, 

And Elam’s haughty pomp; arid beauteous 
Greece; 

And the great queen of earth, imperial Rome. 





2 Didius Futiatus, who boughs she empires 
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THE FLEECE: A POEM 


IN FOUR BOOKS. 


“ Poft majores quadrupedes villi pecoris fecunda ratio eft, que prima fit, 
“ referas; nam id pracipue nos contra frigoris violentiam Protegit, 


 * prebit velamina.” 


fi ad utilitatis magniradinem 
corporibufque noftris liberaliora ~: 
CoLuMELLA, 


BOOK L 


‘Tur fubje& propofed. Dedicatory addrefs. Of 


Sheep: for long-wool'd theep. Defects of pattu 


ture of the Enghih climate vindicated. Particular beautiesof England. Differe: 
the two common forts of rams defcribed, Different 


food, The diftempers arifing from thence, 
proper food and phy lic. 
Of the caftration of lambs, and the foldin; 
and feafons. 
herd above thofe in hotter or colder clima 
and Arabia, Of fheep-theering. Son; 


Tue care of Sheep, the labours of the loom, 
And arts of trade, I fing. Ye rural nymy hs, 
Ye fwains, and princely merchants, aid the verfe. 
And ye, high-trufted guardians of our ifle, : 
Whom public voice approves, or lot af birth 
‘To the great charge alligns: ye good, of all 
Degrees, all fects, be prefent to my fong. 
§o may diftrefs, and wretchednefs, and want, 
‘The wide felicities of labour learn : 
So may the prond attempts of reftlefs Gaul 
, From our ftrong borders, like a broken wave, 
© Yoemoty foam retire, But chiefly thou, 
‘Tift people's fhepherd, eminently plac’d 
Over the numerous fwains of every yale, 
‘With well-permitted power, and watchful eye, 
On each’ gay field-to thed beneficence, Z 
Celeftial office! Thou proteét the fong. 
Qa fpacions aity downs, and gentle hills, 
‘With grafs and thyme o’erfpread, and clover wild, 
Where finiling Phoebus tempers every breeze, 
The faire flocks rejoice! they, nor of halt, 
Hydropic tumours, nor of rot, complain ; 
Evils deform'd and fouls nor with hoarfe cough 
Nifturb the mufic of the paftoral pipe; 
But, crowding to the note, with filence foft 
‘Theclofe-woven carpetgraze; wherencture blends 
Flowrets and herbage of niinuteft fizey 
* Innoxious luzury, Wide airy downs 
Are healths eay-walks to thepherd and to fheep. 
<All arid fou's, with fand, or chalky flint, 
*Or thelis deliv'an mingied; and the turf, 
‘That mantles ovr rocks of britfle ftone, : 
_ Be thy regard:. und where low-tufted breom, 


Or box; or berry'd jomper arife; 
sinded beech ; 





Ox the tull growth of glo. 
And where the burrowing rabcit turns the dul; 
And where the dappled deer delights to bound. 
Suckrurethe downs of Banftead, eag’d with woods, 


with their remedies, 
Of the thepherd’s ferip, and its furniture. 


ites; exemplified with refpect to 
on that occafion, 
with flowers. Sheep-fhearing feaft and merriments on the banks of the Severn. 





ARGUMENT, 


paftures in general, fit for theep : for fine-wool'd 
res, and their remedies. 


Of climates. The moif- 
nt kinds of Englith theep: 
kinds of foreign theep. ‘The feveral forts Sf” 
Sheep led by initin@ to their 
Care of fheep in tupping-time. © 


ig of fheep. Various precepts relative to changes of weather 
Particular care of newefallen lambs. 


The advantages and fecurity of the Englith thep- 


Lapland, Italy, Greece, 
Cuftom m Wales of Sprinkling the rivers 


And towery villas; fitch Dorceftrian fields, 
Whofe flocks innumcrous, whiten ali the land :.« 
Such thofe flow-climbing wilds, that lead the ep 
Infenfibly to Dover's windy cliff, 
‘Tremendous height! and fuch the clover’d lawns, 
And funny mounts of beatiteous Normanton - 
Health’s cheerful haunt, and the feleQed walk 
OF Heathcote’s leifure : fuch the fpacious plain 
Of Sarum, {pread like Ocean’s boundlefs round, 
Where folitary Stonehenge, gray with mols, - 
Ruin of ages, nods: fuch too the leas 

And ruddy tilth, which fpiry Rofs beholds, | 
From a green hillock, o’er her lofty elms; . 

And Lenifter’s brooky track, and airy Croft +; 
And fuch Herleian Eyewood’s } fwelling curt, 
Wav'd as the billows ofa rolling fou": 

And Shobden ff, for its lofty terrace fam’d, + 
Which from a mountain's rid, ¢, elate o’er woods 
And girt with all Siluria $; {ees around 

Regions on regions blerdid in the. clouds. 

Pleafant Siluria, land of various views, 

Hills, rivers, woods, and lawns and purple groves 
Romaceons, mingled with the curling growth 

Of tendrit hops, that flaunt upon their poles, 
More airy wild than vines along the fides 

O treacherous Falernum 4; or that hill 








t A feat of Sir Archer Croft. 

4 Of the Earl of Oxford, 

I A fat of Lord Bateman, - 

§ Siluria, the part of England which lies weft of the 
Scorn, viz. Hercforipire, Monmouthpiire, tc. 

4 Treacherous Falernum, beaanfe port of the bills of 
Falernun was many years ago overturn:d by an eruption ~ 


offre, and is now an bigh and barren wsount of cinders, 
est Monts Nowe, : ‘ 


* A feat of Sir Fobm Hiathcite in Rutlandpires 
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Salubrious, Early mark, when tepid gleams . 
Oft mingle with the pearls of fummer thowers,. ~ 
And fwell too haftily the ténder plains:’ 

Then fnatch away thy fheep; beware the Tot 3. 
And with deterfive bay-falt rub their mouths ; 

Or urge them on a barren bank to feed, é 

Tn hunger’s kind diftrefs, on tedded hay; - # 
Or to the maftth guide their cafy fteps, 

If near thy tufted crofts the broad fea {preads, 


Tempéfuous regions, Darwent's * naked peaks, 
“Snowdon + and blue Plynlymmon t, and the wide 
AGrial fides of Cader-yddris + huge; 

Whefe are beftow'd on goat-horn’d fheep, of fleece 
Mairy and coarfe, of long and nimble thank, 
Who rove o’er bog or heath, and graze or bronze. 
Alternate, to colle@, with due difpatch, 

O’er the bleak wild, the thinly featter’d meal. 
But hills of milder air that thinly rife ‘ 
Over dewy dales, a fairer f; ecies boafk, 

Of thorter limb, and frontlet more ornate; 

Such the Silurian. If thy farm extends 

Near Cotfwold downs, or the delicious groves 
Of Symmonds, honour'’d through the fandy foil 
Of elmy Rofs +, or Devon’s myrtle vales, 

That drink clear rivers near the lafly fea; 
Regard this fort, and hence thy fire of lambs 
Select : his tawny fleece in ringlets curls; 

“Long fwings his lender tail; his front is fene’d 
With horns Ammonian, circulating twice 
Around each open ear, like thofe ‘air ferolle 
‘That grac'd the columns of th’ Ionic dome. 

Net thould thy fertile glebe be marly clay, 
Like Melton paftures, or T'ripontian fields §, 
Where ever-gliding Avon's limpid wave 
‘Thwarts the long courte of du y Watling-ftrect ; 
‘That larger fort, of head defencelefs, feck, 
Whofe fleece is deep and clammy, clofe and plain: 
‘The ram hort-limb'd. whofe form compact de- 
One level line along his fpacious back ; feribes 
Of full and ruddy eye, large cars, ftretch’d head, 
Nottrils dilated, ‘breait an Shoulders broad, 

And {pacious haunches, and a lofty dock. 

‘Thus to their kindred foil and air induc’d, 
‘Thy thriving herd will blefs thy skilful care, 

fat copies nature : who, in every change, 

Tn each variety, with wifdom's works, 

And powers diverfify’d of air and foil, 

Her rich materials. “Hence Sabza’s rocks, 
Chaldza’s marl, F yptus water’d loam, 

And dry Cyrene’s fan in climes alike, 

‘With different ftores fupply the marts of trade. 
Heace Zembla’s icy traéts no bleaters hear ; 
Small are the Ruffian herds, and harfh their fleece; 
Of light efteem Germanic, far remote 

From foft-fea-breezes, open winters mild, 

And furumers bath’d in dew: on Syri 
‘The coftly burden only loads their tails : 
No locks Cormandel’s, none Malacca’s tribe 
Adorn; but fleck of flix, and brown like deer, 
Fearful and thepherdlefs, they bound along 

‘The fands. No fleeces wave in torrid climes, 
‘Which verdure boaft of trees and thrubs alone, 
Shrubs aromatic, caufee wild, or thea, 

Nitmeg, or cinnamon, or fiery clove, 

Unapt to feed the fleece, The food of wool 

Is grafs or herbage foft, that ever blooms 

An temperate air, in the delicious downs 

Of Albion, on the banks of all her ftreams, 

OF graffes are unnumber’d kinds, and all 
@ave where foul waters linger on the turf) 

| 2 Darwent's naked peaks, the peaks of Derbyfbire 

t Snordon, Plynlymiagn, vad Caer ts 
Uills in North Wales, 

t A town in Herefordfire, 

" & Tripontian fields, the country between Rugby, in 
Waregch pire, ond Exttgrworth, ip Leiceferfire, 















Breaks in and flains the purple rears of hy 
Hard is the ftrife of art: the coughing pet 
From their green pafkure fweeps whole flocks 
away. 

That dire diftemper fomctimes may the fwain, 
Though late, difcern 3 When on the lifted lid, 
Or vifual orb, the turgid veins are pale; 
The {welling Jiver then her putrid ftore 


Again deterfive falt apply, or thed b 
The hoary medicine o'er their arid food. ¢ 
In cold ‘Riff foils the bleategs oft complain 
Of gouty ails, by Shepherds term’d the hale: 
Thofe let the neighbouring fold or realy crook 
Detain; and pour into theyr cloven feet _ ia 
Corrofive drugs, dee; fearching arfenic, 
Dry allum, verdigtife, or vitriol keen. 
But if the doubtful mifchier fcarce appears, 
"Twill ferve to shift them to a dryer turf, 
And falt again: th’ utility of fair 
‘Leach thy flow fwains: redundant humours cold 
Are the difeafes of the bleatin kind, 4 
Th’ infectious feab, arifing from extremes 
OF want or furfeit, is by water cur’ 
Of lime, or fodden ftave-acre, or oi] 
Difperfive of Norwegian tar, renown'd 
By virtuous Berkeley, whofe benevolence 
Explor'd its pow'rs, and caly medicine thence 
Sought for the poor: Ye poor, with grateful voicey 
Invoke eternal leflings on his head. 
Sheep alfo pleurifies and dropfies know, 
Driv’n oft from nature's path by artful man, 
Who blindly turns afide with haughty hand, 
Whom facred inftinét would fecurely lead, 
But thou, more humble fwain, thy rural fates +> 
Frequent unbar, and let thy flocks abroad, 
From lea to croft, from mead to arid field ; 
Noting the fickle feafons of the fky, . 
Rain-fated paftures let them fhun and feek 
Changes of herbage and Lilubrious flowers,, 
By their all-perfeét Mafter inly taught. 
They beft their food and Phyfic can difcerns 
For he, Supreme Exiftence, ever near, 
Informs them. O’er the vivid green obferve 
With what a regular confent they crop, 
At every fourth colle@ion to the mouth, 
Unfavory crow-flower 3 whether to awake 
Languor of appetite with lively chan; 
Or ‘timely to Repel approaching ills, cai Fs 
Hard to determine. Thou, whom nature loves, 
And with her falutary rules intrutts, . 
Benevolent Mackenzie *, fay the caufe. 
This truth howe'er fhines bright to human fenfes 
Each ftrong affection of th’ unconfcious brutc, 
— as 
* Dr. Mackenzie, late Worccfer, now o Drungs 
Peigh, near Edinburg, ig ieee Dee 











THE FLEECE ‘ 


He faid :' with light fantaftic toe, the nymphs 
Thither affembled, thither every fwain ; 
And o’er the dimpled flream a thoufand flowers, 
Pale lilies, rofes, violets, and pinks, 
Mix’d with the greens of burnet, mint, and thyme, 
And tsefoil, (prinkled with their fportive aruns. 
Such cuftom holds along th’ irrignoas vales, 
From Wreakin's brow to rocky Dolvoryn #, 
Sabrina’s early haunt, ere yet the fled 
The fearch of Guendolen, her ftepdame proud, 
With envious hate enrag’d. The jolly cheer, 
Spread on a mofly bank, untouch’d abides, 
Till ceafe the rites: and now the molly bank 





+ Dolvoryn, a ruinous cafile in Montgomery- 
Shire, on the banks of the Severn. 


; : 863 
Is gaily circled, and the jolly cheer : 
Dilpers’d in copious meature : early fruits, 
And thofe of frugal ftore, in hufk or tind ; 
Steep’d grain, and curdled milk with dulcet creany 
Soft temper’d, in fuil merriment they quaft, 
And caft about their gibes; and fome apace 
Whittle to roundelays = their little-ones 
Look on delighted : while the mountain-woods, 
And winding vailies, with the various notes 
Of pipe, theep, kine, and birds, and liquid brooks, 
Unite their echues : near at hand the wide 
Majeftic wave of Severn flowly rolls 
Along the deep-divided Blebe = the flood 
And trading bark with low contraéted fail 
Linger among the reeds and copfy banks - 


To liften; and to view the joyous {cene. 
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Now, of the fever'd lock, begin the fong, 
With variqus numbers, through the fimpie theme 
To win attentian: this, ye thepherd {wains, 
This isa labour. Yet, O Wray, if thou 
Ceafe not with fkilful hand to point her way, 
“Phe lark-wing’d mufe, above the gratly vale, 
And hills, and wood, thail, finging, foar aloft ; 
And he, whom learning, wifdom, candor, grace, 
‘Who glows with all the virtues of his fire, 
Royfton approve, and patronife the ftrain. 
*- Through all the brute creation, none, as theep, 
+ To lordiy mun fuch ample tribute pay. 
For him their udders yield ne@arcous ftreams : 
For him their downy vettures they refiga; 
For him they fpread the feait : ah! ne'er may he 
Glory in wants, which doom to pain and death 
His blameleis fellow-creatures. Let diteaie, 
Let watted hunger, by deftroying live ; 
And the permiffion ufe with trembling thanks, 
« Meckly reluctant ; ‘tis the brute beyond: 
And gluttons ever murder when they kill, 
Ev'n to the reptile every cruel deed - 
-Ishigh impiety. Howe’er not all, , 
Not of the fanguinary tribe are all; 
All are not favage. Come, ye gentle fwains, 





exemplified in the profperity and ruin. of 


Like Brama’s healthy fons on Indus’ banks, 
Whom the pure ftream and garden fruits fuitain, 
Ye are the fous of nature ; your mild hands 
Are innocent: ye, when ye thear, relieve, 
Come, gentle {wains, the bright unfully'd locks 
Collect: alternate fongs fall footh your cares, 
And warbling mufic break from every fpray. 
Be faithful; and the genuine locks ajore 

Wrap sound : nor alien flake nor pitch enfuid: 
Stain not your stores with bafe defire to sdd 
Fallacious weight : nor yet, to mimic thofe 
Minute and light, of fandy Urchinfieid *, 
Leffen, with fubtle artifice, the Recce : 

Equal the fraud; Nor interpofe delay, 

Left buly ether through the open woot 
Debilttating pafs, and every film 

Ruffle and fully with the vailey’s daft, * 
Guard too from moifture and the fretting moth 
Pernicious: fhe, is gloomy fhade conceal'd, “~~ 


+} Her labyrinth cuts, and mocks the comber’s Carey 


But in loofe locks of feils the mo delights, "+ 
And feeble fleeces of diftemper’d Sheep, © 
Whither the haftens, by thé morbid (rent 





3% ; 
Allur’d; as the fwift eagie to the fields 
Of flaughtecing war or carnage: fuch apart 
Keep for their proper ufe. Our anceftors 
Selected fuch, tor hofpitable beds 
‘To reft the &ranger, or the gory chief, 
From battle or the chafe of wolves return'd. 
When many-colour’d evening finks behind 
The purple woods and hills, and oppofite 
Rites, full-orb’d, the filver harveft-moon, 
‘To light th* unwearied farmer, late afield - 
His fcatter’d sheaves colleéting ; then expect 
‘The artitts. bent on {peed, from populous Leeds, 
Norwich, or Froome ; they traverfe every plain, 
And every dale, where farm or cottage fmokes : 
Reject them not; and let the fcafon's price 
‘Win thy foft treafures: let the bulky wain 
Through dufty roads run nodding ; or the bark, 
‘That filently adown the cerule ftream 
Glides with white (uils, difpente the downy freight 
‘To copfy villages on either fide, : 
And (piry towns, where ready diligence, 
‘The grateful burden to receive, awaits, 
Like ftrong Briareus, with his hundred hands. 
In the fame fleece diverfity of wool 
Grows intermingled, and excites the care 
OF curions fkill to fort the feveral kinds. 
But in this fubtle tcience none exceed 
‘Th’ induftrious Belgians, to the work whb guide 
Each feeble hand ot want : their fpacious domes 
With boundle(s hofpitality receive. 
Each nation’s outcalts: there the tender eye 
May vee ihe maim’d, the blind, the lame, em- 
: ploy’d, : 
And unrejected age; ev'n childhood there 
Tes little fingers turning to the toil 
Delighted: nimbly, with habitual {peed, 
‘They fever lock from lock, and long, and fhort, 
And foft, and rigid, pile in feveral heaps. 
‘This the dufk hatter afks;- another thines, 
‘Tempting the clothier ; that the hofier fecks ; 
‘The long bright lock is apt for airy ttuifs; 
But often it deceives the artift’s care, 
Breaking unufefal in the fteely comb: 
For this long fpungy wool no more increafe 
. Receives, while winter petrifies the fields + 
‘The growth of autumn ftops: and what though 
fpring 
Succeeds with rofy finger, and {pins on 
The texture? yet in vain fhe ftrives to link 
‘The filver twine to that’of autumn’s hand, 
Be then the {wain advis'd to thield his Rocks 
From winter’s deadening trofts and wheiming 
Let the loud tempeft rattle on the roof, [inows: 
While they, fecure within, warni cribs enjoy, 
And {well their fleeces, equal to the worth 
f cloth’d Apulian ¥, by foft warmth improv'd : 
Or Jet them inward heat and vigour fiud, 
By food of cole or turnip, hardy plants. 
Befides, the lock of one continued growth 
Ambibes a clearer and more equal dve. 
But lightest wool is theirs, who poorly toil, 
‘Through a dull round, in unimproving farms 
Of common-fields: enclofe, enclofe, yefwains; 





* The fhepherds of Apulia, Tarentum, and 
Attica, wed to clothe their fheep with Seins, to 
PrgErve and improve their fleeces. , 
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Why will you joy in common-feld, where pitch. 
Noxious to wool, mutt ftain your motley flock, 
‘To mark your property! ‘The mark dilates, 
Enters the flake depreciated, del'd, 
Unfit for beauteous tint ; befides, in fields 
Promifcuous held, all culture languithes ; 
The glebe, exhauited, thin fapply receives} 
Dull w&ters ret upon the ruthy flats 
And barren furrows: none the tifing grove. 
Their plants for late pofterity, nor hedge 
To thiell the flock, nor copfe for cheering fire; 
And, in the diftant village, every hearth 
Devours the graily fwerd, the verdant food 
Of injur'd herds and locks, or what the plough 
Should turn and moulder for the bearded grains 
Pernicious habit, drawing gradual on : 
Incteafing beggary, and nature’s frownsi 
Add too, the idle pilferer eafier there 
Eludes detection, when a lamb or ewe : 
From intermingled flocks he Reals; or when, 
With loofen’d tether of his horfe or cow, 
The miiky ftalk of the tall green ear’d corn, 
The year’s flow-ripening fruit, the anxious hope’ 
OF his laborious neighbour, he deftroys. 

There are, who over-rate our fpungy ftores, 


‘| Who deem thet nature grants no clime, but ours 


To fpread upon its fields the dews of heaven, 

And feed the filky fleece; that card, nor comby 

‘Che hairy wool of Gaul can e’et fabdue, 

To form the thread, and mingle in the loom, 

Unlets a third from Britain fwell the heap. 

Uluion all; though of our fun and air 

Not trivial is the virtue: nor their fruity 

Upon our fnowy flocks, of mall efteem : 

The grain of brighteft tin@ture none fo well’ 

Imbibes: the wealthy Gobelins muft to this 

Bear witnefs, and the coftlieft of their looms. 
And though, with hue of crocus or of rofe, 

No power of fubtle food, or air, or foil, 

Can dye the living fleece ; yet ’twill avait: 

To note their influence in the tinging vafe, 

Therefore from herbage of old-paitur’d plainsy 

Chief from the matted turf of azure marl, 

Where grow the whiteft locks, colle thy ftores. 

‘Thole fields regard not, through whofe recent turf 

The miry foit appears: not ev'n the ftreams 

Of Yare, or filver Stroud, can purify [winds, 

Their frequent-fully’d fleece; nor what rough 

Keen-biting on tempeftuous hills, inbrowa- 

Yet much may be perform’d, to check the force 
Of nature’s rigour: the high heath, by trees 
Wasm thelter’d, may deipile the rage of ftorms: 
Moors, bogs, and weeping fens, may learn to fmile, * 
And leave in dykes their foon-torgotten tears. “ 
Labour and art will every aim atchieve 
Of noble bofoms. Bedford Level *, erft 
A dreary pathlefs waite, the coughing flock 
Was wont with bairy fleeces to deform; 

And, fmiling wita her lure of fummer flowers, 
The heavy ox, vain-ftruggling, to ingulf; = Sw 
‘Tul one, of that high-honour’d patriot name, 
Ruffel, arofe, who drain’d the rufhy fen, f{bloom, 
Confin’d the waves, bade groves and gardens 
And through his new creation led the Ouze, 
And gentle Camus, filver-winding ftreams > 


* In Cambridgghirn - + | 
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Expands the purple deep : the cloudy ifles, 

Scyros and Scopelos, and Icos, rife, 

And Halonefos: foon huge Lemnos heaves 

Her azure head above the level-brine, . 

Shakes off her mifts, and brightens all her cliffs: 

While they, her flattering creeks and opening 

Cautious approaching, in Myrina's port [bowers 

Caft out the cabled flone upon the itrand. 

Next to the Myfian thore they thape their courfe, 

But with too eager hafte: in the white foam 

His oar Alcides breaks ; howe’er, not long a 

The chance detains; he fprings upon the fhore, 

And, rifting from the root, a tapering pine, 

Renews his ftroke, Between the threat’ning 

Of Heilefpont they ply the rugged furge, [towers 

To Hero’s and Leander’s ardent love 

Fatal; then fmooth Propontis’ widening wave, 

That like a glafly Jake expands, with hills, 

Hills above hills, and gloomy woods, begirt. 

And now the Thracian Bofpkorus they dare, * 

Till the Symplegades, tremendous rocks, 

Threaten approach ; but they, unterrify’d, 

Through the tharp-pointed chfls and thundering 

~ “floods ‘ 

Cleave their bold paflage: nathlefs by the craggs 

And torrents forely thatter'd : as the ftrong 

Eagle or vulture, in th’ entangling-net (behind. 

Involv’d, breaks through, yet leaves his plumes 

Thus, through the wide waves, their flow way 

they force, 

To Thynia’s holpitable ifle. The brave 

Pafs many perils, and to fame by fuch 

Experience rife. Refreth’d, again they fpeed 

From cape to cape, and view unnumber'd ftreams, 

Halys, with hoary Lycus, and the mouths 

Of Afpatus and Glaucus, rolling fwift 

To the broad deep their tributary waves ;> 

Till in the Jong-fought harbour they arrive, 

Of golden Phafis. Foremof on the ftrand 

Jafon advanc’d: the deep capacious bay, 

Lhe crambling terrace of the marble port, 

Wondering he view’d, and ftately palace-domes, 

Pavilions proud of luxury ; around, 

In every glittering hall, within, without, “ ‘ 

O’er all the timbrel-founding fquares and ftreets, 

| Nothing appear’d but luxury, and crowds ‘ 

Sunk geep'in riot. * To the public weal 

Attentive none he found : for he, their chief 

Of thepherds, proud Aétes, by the pame 

Sometimes of king dittinguith’d, *gan to flight ‘_ 

The thepherd’s trade, and turn to iong and dance: 

Ev’n Hydrds ceas’d to watch 3 Medea’s fongs 

Of joy, and rofy youth, and beauty's charms, 

With qagic fweetnefs lul!'d his cares afleep, 

‘Till the bold heroes grafp'd the golden fleece. 

Nimbly they wing'd the bark, furrounded foon 

By Neptune’s friendly waves: fecure they {peed 

O’er the known feas, by every guiding cape, 

With profperous return. The myrtle thores, . 

And glafly mirror of Iolcos? lake, 

With loud acclaim receiv’d them. Every vale, 

And every hillock, touch’d the tuneful flops 

OF pipes uonumber’d, ior the ram regais’d. 
Tisus Phatis loft his pride : his fighted nymphs, 

Along the'withering dales and paftures mourn'd ; 

4 The trade-thip left his ftreams; the merchant 

His defart borders; each ingenious art, [thunn’d. 





“Golllike beneficence ; from chaos drear 
‘fu raife the garden and the thady grove! 
But tee lerne’s moors and hideous bogs, 
Immeaturable tra@. The traveller 
Slow"ries hjs mazy ftep on th’ yielding tuft, 
~Shuddering with fear; ev'n fuch perfidious wilds, © 
By labour won, have yielded to the comb, 
The fairett length of wool. See deeping fens, 
sAnd the long lawns of Bourn. "Tis artand toil 
Gives nature value, multiplies her ftares, 
Varies, improves, creates: "tis art and toil 
Teaches her woody hills with fruits to thine, 
‘The pear and taiteful apple; decks with flowers 
And foodful pulfe the fields, that often rie, + * 
Admiring to behold their furrows wave 
‘With yellow corn, What changes cannot toil 
With patient art, effe? There was a time, 
When other regions were the fwains delight, * 
And thepherdlefs Britanoia’s rufhy vals, * 
Inglorious, neither trade nor labour knew, 
But of rude batkets, homely ruftic geer, 
Woven of the flexile willow ; till, at length, 
‘The plains of Sarum open'd to the hand 
Of patient culture, and, o'er finking woods, 
High Cotiwold thow'd her fummits. Urchinfield, 
And Lemfter's crofts, beneath the pheafant’s 
brake, . 
Long lay unnotted. Toil new pafture gives; 
And, in the regions oft of active Gaul,” . 
O'er leffening vineyards {preads the growing turf. 
In eldett times, when kings and hardy chiefs 
In bleeting theepfolds met, fur pureft woul 
Pheenicia’s hilly tracts were mott renown’d ; 
And fertile Syria’s and Judeea’s land, * 
Hermon, and Seir, and Hebron’s brooky fides! 
Twice with the murex’ crimfon hue they ting’d 
‘The thining fleeces : hence their gorgeous wealth; 
And hence arofe the walls of ancient Tyre. 
” Next bufy Colchis, blefs'd with frequent rains, 

And lively verdure (who the lucid ftream 
OF Phafis boatted, and a portly race 
Of fair inhabitants) improv'd the fleece ; 

When, o'er the deep by flying Phrysus brought, 
The fam’d Theilatian ram enrich'd her plains. 

* This, rifing Greece with indignation view'd, 
And youthtul Jaton an attempt conceiv’d ’ 
Lotty and bold: along Peneus’ banks, 

Around Olympus’ brows, the mufes* haunts, 

He rous'd the brave, to re-demand the fleece. 

Attend, ye Britith fwains, the ancient fong. 

From every region of Aigen’s thore 

The brave affembled; thofe illuttrious twins, 

Castor and Pollex Orphens, tuneful bard ; 

Zetes and Calais, as the wind in {peed ; 

Strong Hercules, atid many a chief renown’d, 

On deep Tolcas* fancy fllore they throny'd, 

¢Gleaming‘in armour, ardent of exploits ; 

And foon, the laurel'cord, and the huge ftone 

Up-lifting to the deck urimoor’d the bark 3 

Whofe keel, of wond'rous length, the fkilful hand 

Of Argus fathion’d for the proud attempt ; © 

And in th’ extended keel a lofty maft 

Up-rais'd, and fails fall-{welling’; to the chiefs 

» Unwonted objects: now firtt, now they learn'd ‘ 

‘Their bolder fteerage over ocean wave, 

Led by the golden ftars, as Chiron’s art 

Yad mark'd the (phere celettial, Wide abroad - 
6" 
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Trade, liberty, and affluence, all retir’d, 
- And teft to want and fervitude their feats: 
Vile fucceffors! and gloomy ignorance 
Following like dreary night, whofe fable hand 
Hangs on the purple tkirts of flying day. 
Sathence the fleeces of Arcadian plains, 
And Attic, and Theffalian, bore efteem ; 
And thole in Grecian colonies difpers'd, 
Caria and Doris, and Iénia’s coat, 
And fam’d Tarentum, where Gulefus’ tide, 
Rolling by ruins hoar of ancient towns, 
Through folitary valiies feeks the fea. 
Or green Altinum, by an hundred Alps [aloft 
High-crown’d, whofe woods and fnowy peaks 
Shield, her low plains from the rough northern 
‘Thofe too of Baetica’s delicious fields, [blatt. 
With golden fruitage ble(s'd of highett tafte, 
‘What need I name? The Turdetanian trad, 
Or rich Coraxus, whofe wide looms unroll’d 
‘The fineft webs? where fcarce a talent weigh'd 
A ram's equivalent. Then only tin 
To late improv'd Britannia gave renown. 
.._ Low the revolving courfe of mighty time, 
“Who loftinels abales, tumbles down 
Olympus’ brow, and lifts the lowly vale. 
‘Where is the majefty of ancient Rome, 
“The throng of heroes in her {plendid ftreets, 
The fnowy veft of peace, or purple robe, . 
Slow trail’d triumphal? Where the Attic fleece, 
And Tarentine, in warmeft litter’d cotes, 
‘Or funny meadows cloth'd with coftly care? 
All in the folitude of ruin Joft, 
‘War's horrid carnage, vain ambition’s dutt. 
Long lay the mourniul realms of elder fame 
In gloomy defolation, till appear’d 
Beauteous Venetia, firt of all the nymphs, 
‘Who from the melantholy watte emerg’d: 
. In Adria’s gulf her clotted-locks fhe lav'd, 
And rofe another Venus: each foft joy, 
Each aid of life, her buly wit reftor'’d ; 
Science reviv'd, with all the lovely arts, 
And all the graces. Reftituted trade 
‘To evcry virtue lent his helping ttores, 
And cheer’d the vales around ; again the pipe, 
And bleating flocks, awak’d the cheerful lawn. 
The glofy fleeces now of prime esteem 
Soft Alt boatts, where lovely Caffimere, 
Within a lofty mound of circling hills, [lakes, 
Spreads her delicious flores ; woods, rocks, caves, 
‘Hills, lawns, and winding fireams; aregion term’d 
‘The paradile of Indus. Next, the plains 
Of Lahor, by that arbor ftretch’d immente, 
‘Through many a realm, to Agra, the proud throne 
Of India’s worfhipp’d prince, whofe lutt is law 
Tremote dominions; nor to ancient fame, * 
Nor madern known, till public-hearted Roe, 
Faithful, fagacicus, active, patient, brave, 
Led to their diftant climes adventurous trade. 
Add too the filky wool of Libyan lands, 
Of Caza’s bowery dales, and brooky Cans, 
Where lofty Atlas {preads his verdant fect, 
‘While in the clouds his hoary fhoulders hend. 
Nest proud Lberia glories in the growth 
Of high Caftile, and mild Segovian glades, 
Anil beauieous Albion, fince great Edgar chas’d 
‘The prowling wolf, with many a lock appears 
Of filky Juftre ; chief, Silusia, thine; ie 
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Thine, Vaga, favour'd ftream; from fheep minute 
On Cambria bred : a pound o’erweighs a fleece. 
Gay Epfom’s tuo, and Banttead’s, and what gleams 
On Vecta’s ifle, that thelters Albion’s fleet, 
With ail its thunders: or Salopian ftores, 
Thofe which are gather’d in the fields of Clun: 
High Cotiwold allo ’mong the fheyherd fwains 
Is oft remember’d, though the greedy plough 
Preys on its carpet: He *, whofe ruftic mute, 
O’er heath and craggy holt her wing diplay’d, 
And ang the bofky hourns of Alfred’s fhires, 
Has favour’d Cotiwold with luxuriant praife. 
Need we the levels green of Lincoln note, 
Or rich Leiceftra’s marly plains, for length 
Of whiteft locks and magnitude of fleece 
Peculiar; envy of the neighbouring realms? 
But why recount our grafly lawns alone, 
While ev’n the tillage of our cultus’d plains, 
With bofy turnip, and uxuriant cole, 
Learns thro’ the circling year their fiocks to feed. 
Ingenious trade | to clothe the naked world, 
Her foft materials, not from fhecep alone, 
From varivus animals, reeds, trees, and ftonesy 
Colleéts fagacious: in Eubcea’s ifle 
A wondrous rock + is found, of which are woven | 
Vets incombuftible: Batavia, flax; 
Siam’s warm marifh yields the fiffile cane ; 
Soft Perfia, filk ; Balafor’s thady hills 
Tough bark of trees; Peruvian Pito, grafs; 
And every fultry clime the {nowy down 
Of cotton, burfting fram its ftubborn fhell 
To gleam amid the verdure of the grove. 
With glofly hair of Tibet’s thagged goat : 
Are light tiaras woven, that wreath the head, 
And airy float behind: the beaver’s flix 
Gives kindlieft warmth to weak enervate limbs, 
When the paie blood flow rifes through the veins. 
Sull fhall o’er all prexail the thepherd’s ftores, 
For numerous ufes known: none yield fuch 
warmth, 
Such beauteous hues receive, fo long endure: 
So pliant to the loom, fo various, none. {bear, 
Wild rove the flocks, no burdening fleece they 
In fervid climes: nature gives nought in vain, 
Carmenian wool on the broad tail alone 
Refplendent (wells, enormous in its growth : 
As the fleek ram from green to green removes, 
On aiding wheels his heavy pride he draws, 
And glad refigns it for the hatter’s ufe. 
Ev’n in the new Columbian world appears a 
The woolly covering : Apacheria’s } glades, 
And €anfes’ {, echa to the pipes and flocks {fands, 
Of foreign fwains. While time fhakes down his 
And works continual change, be none fecure : 
Quicken your labours, brace your. flackening 
nerves, . 
Ye Britons ; nor fleep carelefs on the lap 
OF bounteous nature; fhe is ellewhere kind, 
See Miffifippi lengthen on her lawns, 
Propitious to the ihepherds: fee the theep J 
Of tertile Arica §, like camels form’d ; 


* Drayton. t The Afeefos. 

¢ Provinces in Louifiana, on the weftern fide >* 
of the Mififppi. eran 

ll Thefe foeep are called Guanapos. 

J 4 grovince of Peru. 
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Which bear hage burdens to the fea-beat fhore, 
And fhine with fleeces foft as feathery down. 

Coarfe Bothnic locks are not devoid of ufe ; 
‘They clothe the mountain carl, or mariner 
Labouring at the wet flrouds, or flubborn helm, 
While’ the lond billows dafh the groaning deck. _ 
All may not Stroud’s or Taunton's veitures wear j 
Nor what, from fleece Ratwan *, mimic flowers 
Of rich Damafcus: many a texture bright 
Cf that material iv pretoriam + woven, 

Or in Norvicum, cheats the curious eye. | 

If any woot peculiar to eur ifle 
Ts given by nature, ’tis the comber's lock, 

The foft, the fnow-white, and the long-grown 
Hither be turn'd the public’s wakeful eye, [flake. 
This golden fleece to guard, with ftri@elt watch, 
From the dark hand of pilfering avarice, 

Who, like a {pectre, haunts the midnight hour, 
When nature wide around him lies fupine 

And filent, in the tangles foft involv’d 

Of death-like fleep ; he then the moment marks, 
While the pale moon iilumes the trembling tide, 
Speedy to lift the canvas, bend the oar, 

And waft his thefts to the perfidious foe. 

Happy the patriot, who can teach the means 
To check his frauds, and yet untroubled leave 
Trade’s open channels, Would a generous aid 
‘To honett toil, in Cambria’s hiily tracts, 

Or where the Lune ¢ or Coker ] wind their ftreams, 
Be found fuflicient ? far, their airy fields, 
Far from infectious luxury arife. 
O might their mazy dales, and mountain fides 
‘With copious fleeces of Ierne thine, 

_ And gulty Caledonia, wifely bent _ 
On wealthy fifheries and flaxen webs ; 
Then would the filter realms, amid their feas, 
Like the three graces in harmonious fold, 
By mutual aid enhance their various charms, 
And bleis remoteft climes---to this lov’d end, 
Awake, benevolence ; to this lov’d end, 
Strain all thy nerves, and every thought explore. 
Far, far away, whofe paffions would immure, 
Tn yout own little hearts, the joys of life ; 
(Ye worms of pride) for your repait alone, ° 
Whoclaim allnature’s ftores, woods, waters, meads, 
All her profufion ; whofe vile hands would grafp 
The peafant’s fcantling, the weak widow’s mite, 
And in the feputchre of felf entomb 
‘Whate'er ye can, whate’er ye cannot ufe, 
Know, for fuperior ends th’ Almighty power 
( The power, whofe tender arms embrace the worm) 
Breathes o’er the foodful earth tHe breath of life, 
And forms us manifold; allots to each 
His fair pecutiar; wildom, wit, and ftrength ; 
Wifdom, and wit, and ftrength, in {weet accord, 
To aid, to cheer, to countel, to protect, 
And twift the mighty bund, Thus feeble man, 
‘With man-united, is a nation ftrong ; 


Builds tow’ry cities, fatiates every want, . 


And makes the feas profound, and forefts wild, 
‘The gardens of his joys, Man, each man’s bern 
For the high bufinels of the public good. 
, For me, ‘tis mine to. pray, that men regard 
» 29 The flceces of Leiceferfbires 
Th A river in Cumberland, 
| 4 river in Lancafbire. 





} Coventry. 
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-Roufes to labour, man to labour born. 


, ‘sty 
Their occupations with ‘an honett heart, 

And cheerful diligence : like the ufeful bee, 

To gather for the hive not iweets alone, . 
But wax, and each material; pleas’d to find 
Whate’er may footh ditrefs, and raife the fall'n, 
In life’s rough race: O be it asmy with! *~ 
°Tis mine to teach th’ inactive hand to reap 

Kind nature’s bounties, o’er the globe diffus’d, 

- For this, I wake the weary hours of reft ; 
With this defire, the merchant I attend ; = 

By this impell’d, the thepherd’s hut I ieek, 

And, as he tends his flock, his leftures hear 
Attentive, pleas’d with pure fimplicity, 

And rules divulg’d beneficent to theep: ~ 

Or turn the compals o’er the painted chart, 

‘To mark the ways of traffic; Volga’s fiream, 
Cold Hudfon’s cloudy ttreights, warm Afric’s cape, 
Latium’s firm roads, the Prolemean foffe, 

And China’s long canals; thote noble works, 
‘Thole high effects of civilizing trade, 
Employ me, fedulons of public weal : 

Yet not unmindful of my facred charge ; 

But alfo mindtul, thus devifing good, 

At vacant feafons, oft; when evening mild 
Purples the vallies, and the fhepherd counts 

His flocks, returning to the quiet fold, 


“With dumb complacence: for religion, this, 


‘To give our every comfort to diftrefs, 
And foilow virtue with an humble mind ; 
This pure religion. ‘Thus, in elder time, 
The reverend Blafius wore his leifure hours, 
And flumbers, broken oft: till, fill’d atlength | 
With inipiration, after various thought, * 
And trials manifold, his well-known voice 
Gather’d the poor, and o'er Vulcanian ftoves, , ~ 
With tepid lees of oil, and {piky comb, 
Showa how the fleece might ftretch to greater 
F length. oe 
And cait a glofier whitenels Wheels went around; 
Matrons and maids with fongs reliev'd their toils ; 
And every loom receiv'd the fofter yarn, : 
What poor, what widow, Blafius, did not blefy 
Thy teaching hand? Thy bofom, like the morn, 
Opening its wealth? What nation did not feek, . 
Of thy new model’d wool, the curious webs! 
Hence the glad cities of the loom his name 
Honour with yearly feftals: through their ftreets 
The pomp, with tuneful founds, and order jut, 
Denoting labour’s happy progreis, moves, 
Proceflion flow and folemn: firft the rout; 
Then fervient youth, and magiferial eld; 
Each after each, accurding to his rank, 
His fway, and office, in the common weal; 
And to the board of {miling plenty’s ftores 
Affemble; where delicious cates and fruits 
Of every clime are pil’d; with free hand, 
Toil only taftes the feafts, by nerveleis eafe 
Unrelith'd, Various mirth and fong refound 
Aud oft they interpofe improving talk, 
Divuiging each to other knowledge rare, 
Sparks, from experience, that fometimes aiife; 
‘Tillnight weighsdowa the fonle,ormozping’sdawn 
{hand, 
‘Then the fleek brightening lock, from baad to 
Renews its circling courfe: this feels the card ; 
That, in the comb, admires its growing length ; 
This, blanch’d, emerges from the vily wave ; 
Noaiiij . 
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And that, the amber-tint, ‘orruby, drinks. 
" For it fuffices not, in flowery vales, 


| Gives cheering cordials to th’ affliGed heart 3 
Only to tend the flock, and thear foft wool 


Gives, to the wealthy, delicacies high ; 


Gives, to the curious, works of nature rare; 


Gums mut be ftor'd of Guinea’s atid coaft ; And when the prieft difplays, in juft difcourfe, 
Mexican woods, and India’s brightening falts ; Him, the all-wifé Creator, and declares eed 


ruits, herbage, fulphurs, minerals, to ftain >, 
The fleece prepar’d, with oil imbibing earth c 
OF Wooburn blanches, and keen alum waves Hi, 
Intenerate. With curious eye obferve, -.2 Or hoid her bufy peopie in contempt, 
In what variety the tribe of falts, . | Let none prefume. .. The dignity, and grace, 
Gums, ores, and liquors, eye-delighting hues And weal, of human life, their fountains owe 
Produce, abfterfive.or reftringent ; how . To feeming imperfections, to vain wants, - 
Steel cafts the fable; how pale pewter, fus’d Or real exigencies ¢ paffions ‘fwift wae 
In fluid fpirit’ous, the fealet dye ; Forgrunning reafon; ttrorig contrarious bents, 
And:-how each tint is made, or mixt, or chang’d | The fteps of men difperfing wide abroad 


His prefence, power, and gooduefs, unconfif'd, 
is trade, attentive voyager, who fills : 
is lips with argument. To cenfure trade, 





By mediums colourlefs; why is the fume........ | Over realms and feas. There, in the folemn fcene, 
Of fuiphur kind to white-and azure hues, {ofinite wonders glare before their eyes, t.4 
Pernicions elfe: why no materials yield Humiliating the mind enlarg’d; for they 

Singly their colours, thofe cxcept that thine The cleareft fenfe of Deity receive, 

With topaz, fapphire, and cornelian rays Who view the wideft profpect of his works, 

And why, though nature’s face is cloth’d in green, | Reuging the globe with trade through various 
No gteen is found to beautify the fleece, fo % climes: « ‘ 





. Rut what repeated toil by mixtore giv 


28. Who fee the fignatures of boundiefs love, 
To find effects, while causes lie conceal'd, 


Nor lefs the judgments of Almighty power, 


Reafon uncertain tries ; howe’er, kind chance ‘Yo warn the wicked, and the wretch who “feapes 
Oft with equivalent difcovery pays From human juttice: who, aftonith’d, view 

Its wandering efforts; thus the German fage, Etna’s loud thunders and tempeftuous fires ; 
Diligent Drebet, o’er alchemic fire, ety The dutt of Carthage; defert thores of Nile : 
Seeking the fecret fource of gold, receiv’d Or Tyre’s abandon'd fummit, crown’d of old 

Of alter’d cochineal the crimfon ftore. . With ftately towers; whofe merchants; froi 
‘Tyrian Melcartus thus (the firft who brought » ‘their ifles,: 

‘Tin's ufeful ore from Albion's dittant ifle, + And radiant thrones, affembled in her marts ¢ 
“And, for unwearied toils and arts, the name . Whither Arabia, whither Kedar, brought 

Of Hercules acquir'd) when-o’er the mouth Their thagey goats, their flocks, and bleating lambs 


Of his attendant fheep-dog he beheld Where rich Dumafcus pil'd his fleeces white, ' 

The wounded murex ftrike a purple itain, Yrepar’d, and thirfty for the double tint, 

‘The purple ftain on fleecy woofs he fpread, , | And flowering fiuttle. While th’ admiring world 
» Which lur'd the eye, adorning many a nymph, Crowded her ftreets ; ak !-then the hand of pridé 


3 

And drew the pomp of trade to rifing Tyre. , | Sow'd- imperceptible his poitonons weed, + - 
_ Our vallies yield not, or but sparing yield, Which crept deftructive up her lofty-domes, 

The dyer’s gay materials. Only weld, As ivy cretps around the graceful trunk 

Or root of madder, here or purple woad, Of {ome tall oak. Her lofty domes no more, 

By which our naked anceftors obfcur'd Not ev’n the ruins of her pomp, remain; 


. Their hardy limbs, inwrought with myttic forms, | Not ev’n the duit they fark.in; by the breath 
Like Egypt's obélifks. The powerful fun s| Of the Omnipotent offended hurd 


Hot India’s zone with gaudy pencil paints, '} Down to the bottom of the ftury deep: 

And drops delicious tints o’er hill and dule, Only the folitary rock remains, . 
Which trade to us conveys. Not tints alone, Her ancient feite ; a monument to thofe, 
Trade to the good phyfician gives his balms; } Who toil and wealth exchange for.floth and pride, 
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twrronucror. Recommendation of labour. The feveral methods of fpinning. Defcription of the 
- 1 Toom, and. of weaving. Variety of looms. The fulling-mill defcribed, and the progrefs of the ‘ma- 
nufactye. Dying of cloth, and the excellenée of the French in that art. Frequent negligence of 
our artificers, - The ill ‘confequences of idlenets. Country-workhoufes propofed ; with a deferip, 
tion of one. Good effects of induftry exemplified in the profpect of Burftal and Leeds: and the 

* ¢loth-market there de(cribed. Preference of the labours of the loom to other manufactures, Huts 
trated by fome comparifons.- Hiflory of the art of weaving ; its removal from the Netherlands, 
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and fettlement in feveral parts of England. Cenfure of thofe who would reje@ the perfecmted- 
Our trade and progpenity owing tothem. Of the wanufaCure of tapelicy, oe 


im deferibed. Different arts, procuring-wealth to different 
=e their’ induftry, the fureft fource of it. 
2 


view of the roads and rivers, through which our manufadiures 
are conveyed, Our navigations not fat from the feats of our manufa 


‘The difficult work of Egypt in joining the Nile to the Red Sea; 


the ftranger. 
by the Saracens, Tuapeftries of Blein' 
countries, Numerons inhabjtants, 
‘our country were open to all men. 


happy. 


16 


Hence a with, that 


tes: other ‘countries lefs 
and of Frandein attempt. - 


infg, by canals, a communication between the dcean and the Mediterranean. Such junétions may,,. 


more eafily'be performed in Engtand, and the 
tion of the Thames, and the port of London, | 


Procexp, Arcadian mufe; refume the pipe 

Of Hermes, long difus’d, thongt {weet the tone, 
And to the fongs of nature's choiritters 
Harmonious. Audience pure be thy delight, 
Though few : for every note which virtue wounds, 
However pleafing to the vulgar herd, 

To the purg’d ear is difcord. Yet too oft 

Has falie diffembling vice to amorous airs 

The reed apply’d, and heedlefs youth alhur'd ; 
Too oft, with bolder found, enflam’d the rage 
Ofthorrid war, Let now the fleecy looms 
Direct our rural numbers, as of ald, 

When plains and theépfolds were the mufes’ haunts. 

So thou, the friend of every virtuous deed 

And aim, though feeble, thalt thefe rural lays 
Approve, O Heathcote, whofe benevolence 
Vihts our vallies; where the pattare {preads, 
And where the bramble ; and would juftly act 
‘Trué charity, by teaching idle want 

And vice the inclination to do good; 

Good to themfelves, and in themfelves to all, 
‘Through grateful toil. _ Ev’n ndture lives by toil : 
Beat, bird, air, fire, the heavens, and rolling 
All live by aétion : nothing liesiat re, [worlds, 
But death and ruins man is born to care; 
Fathion’d, improv'd, by labour. This of old, 
Wile ftates obferving, gave that happy law, 
“Which doom'd the rich and ‘needy, every rank, 
‘To manual occupation; and oft call’d 

‘Mheir cheftiansfrom the fpade, ot furrowing plough, 
Or bleeting theepfold. Hence utility 

Through all conditions ; hence the Joysof health ; 
Hence ftrength of arm, and clearjudicious thou, ght; 
Hence carn, and wie, and oil, and ail in life 
Delectable. What fimple nature yields 

(And nature does her part) are only rude 
Materials, cumbers on the thorny ground ; 

Tis toils that make them wealth; that makes 

the fleece 

(Yet ufelefs, rifing in unthapen heaps); 

Anon, in curious woofs of beauteous hue, 

A vefture ufefully fuccin@ and warm, 

Or trailing in the length of graceful folus, 

A royal mantle. Come, ye village nymphs, 

‘The fcatter’d mifts reveal the duiky hills ; 

Gray dawn appears; the golden morn afcends, 
And paints the glittering rocks, and Purple woods, 
And flaming {pites; arife, begin your tci!s; 
Behold the fleece beneath the fpiky comb 

Drop its long locks, or, from the mingling card, 
Spread in foft flakes, and fwell the whiten’d flour. 
~ Come, village nymphs, ye matrons, and ye maids, 
Receive the foft material: with fight ftep 
Whether ye turn around the {pacious wheel, 
Or;*patient fitting, that revolve, which forms 

A parrower circle. .On the brittle work * 


Trent and Severn united to the 


Thames. Delcrip. 


Point your quick eye; and let the hand affitt 

To guide and ftretch the gently-leffening thread: 

Even, unknotted twine, will praife your fkil], 

A different {pinning every diferent web 

Akks from your glowing fingers: fome require. 

The more Rapa. and fome the loofer wreath 

The laft for foftnefs, to delight the touch 

Of chamber'd delicacy: fcarce the cirque ee 

Need turn around, or twine the lengthening flake, 
There are, to {peed their labour, who prefer =. 

Wheels double-{pol'd, which yield to either hari 

A feveral line : and many, yet adhere 

To th’ ancient diftaff, at the bofom fix'd, 

Cafting the whirling fpindle as they walks 

At home, or in the theepfold, or the mart, 

Alike the work proceeds. ‘This method #tilt 

Norvicum favours, and th’ Icenian * towns ; 

It yields their airy ftuffs an apter thread. 

This was ef old, in no ingiorious days, 

The made of {pinning, when th’ Egyptian priace 

A golden diftaff gave that beauteous yma 

Too-beautegus Helen: nq uncourtly gift” 

‘Then, when each gay diverfion of ae 

Led to ingenious wfe. But patient aw, “>? 

‘Yhat on experience work3; hour td hour, 


4 Sagacions, bas.a fpirat engine'} form’d; 


Which, on an-hundred {poles, an hundred threads, 

/With one huge wheel, by lapfe of water, twines,- 
Few hands requiring ; eafy-tended work, - 
‘That copjoufly fupplies the greedy loom. 


Nor hence, ye nymphs, let anger cloud your 
brows: 


The more is wrought, the more is till requit’@ y 

Blithe o’er your toils, with wonted fong, proceed s 

Fear not furcharge; your hands will ever find. 

Ample employment. In the fttife-of trade, ~ 

Thefe curious inftraments of ipeed obtaim 

Various advantage, and the diligent 

Supply with exercife, as fountains fure, ‘ 

Which, ever-gliding, teed the flowery lawn. 

Nor, fhouid the careful tate, feverely Kind, 

In every provinse, to the houfe of toil 

Compel the vagrant, and cach implement 

Of ruder art, the comb, the.card, the wheel, 

Teach their unwilling hands, nor yet complain, 

Yours, with the public geod, thali ever rife, 

Ever, while o'er the lawns, and airy downs _ 

The bleating theep and fhepherd’s Pipe are beard; 

While in the brook ye blanch the gliftening fleere; - 

Ahd th’ amorous youth, delighted with toils, 

Quavers the choiceit of his fonnets, ward 

By growing traffic, friend to wedded love. a 
‘The amorous youth, with various hopes inflajn’d 


7 
* The Iceni were the inbabitants of Sapte. 
t Paui's engine for cotton and fine woo: : 


oe 

w an the bufy tage fee him ftep forth, 

With ‘breat : bigh-honour'd be beholds 

Fir, he befpeaks a. loom = 

“¥romsfome thick wood the; cai of fel 
A-dehder oak, or beech of glofy trunk, 

Or faplin ath: he thapes the fturdy beam, 

ie pots, and treadles ; and the frame combines. 

‘The fmith, with iron-fcrews, and plated: hoops, 
Coufirms the trong machine, and gives the bolt 
‘That ftrains the roll. To thefe the turner’s lathe, 
And ‘graver's knife, the hollow fhattle add. - 
Various profetions ia the work unite : 

For cach. oneach depends. . ‘Thus he acquires 
The curious engine, work of fubtle fkill ; 
Howe’er, in vuigar ufe around the globe 
Frequent cbferv'd, of high antiquity. 

No doubtful. mark : th’ adventurous Wayager, 
‘Tols’d ovew.ocean to remoteft fhores, 

_Hears on remotett thores the murmuring loom ; 
Sees the jdeep-farrawing plough, and harrow'd 

field 


- The wheel-mov'd waggon, and the difcipline 
Of ftrong-yok’d, teers, What needful art is new? 
- ext, the induftrions yoyth employs his care 
‘To ftore foft yarn; and now he ftrains the warp 
" Along the garden-walk, or highway-fide, 
Smoothing each thread ; now fits it to the loom, 
And fitsbefore the wark : from hand to hand 
The thready thuttles glides 2long the lincs, 
‘Which open:to the woof, and fhut altern : 
And ever and anon, to firm the work, 
Again the web is driven the noify frame, 
at over the level rufhes, like a furge, 
‘Which, often dathing on the fandy beachy 
Compas the traveller's road: from hand to hand 
ain, acrofs the lines oft apening, glides 
‘The thready fhuttle, while the web apace 
Enggsreales, as the light of caftern ikies, 
Spread by the.rofy fingers of the morn ; 
nd all the fair expanfe with beauty glows. 4 
‘Or, if the:broader mantle be the tatk, 
‘He choofes fome companion to his toil. 
From fide to fide, with amitable aim, 
Each to the other darts the nimble bolt, 
While friendly converte, prompted by the work, 
Rindlés improvement in the opening mind. 
What need we name the feveral kinds of looms? 
Thofe delicate, to whofe fair-colour’d threads 
Hang figur'd weights, whofe various numbers 
‘ . guide 
‘The artiit's hand: he, unfeen, flowers, and trees, 
And vales, and azure hills, unerring works. 
Orthat, whofe numerous needles, glittering bright, 
‘Weave the warm hofe to cover tender limbs: 
Modetn invention: modern is the want. 
Next, from the flacken’d beam the woof un- 
roll’d, 
Near fome clear-fliding river, Aire or Stroud, 
Is by the noify fulling-mill receiv’d ; 
‘Where tumbling waters turn enormous-wheels, 
- And hammers, rifing.and defcending, learn * 
‘To imitate the induftry of man. 
Oft the wet web is fteep’d, and_often rais’d, 
Faft-dripping, to the river’s: grafly. bank ; 
“And finewy arms of men, withfull-ftrain’d frength, 
‘Waring out the latent water: then, pphung 
On rugged tenters, to the fervid fun 
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Its level furface, reeking, it expands: 

Still brightening in each rigid difcipline, 

And gathering worth ; as human life, in pains, 
Conflias, and troubles. Soon the clothier’s thears, 


_And burler's thiftle, kim the furface theen. 


The round of work goes on, from day t%day, 

Seafon to feafon. So the hufbandman 

Purfues his cares; his plough divides the glete ; 

The feed is fown ; rough rattle o’er the clods 
The harrow’s teeth; quick weeds his hoe fubdues; 
The fickle labours, and the flow team ftrains ; 
Till grateful harveft-home rewards his toils. 
Th’ ingenious artift, learn'd in drugs, beftows 

The laft improvement ; for th’ unlabour’d fleece 

Rare is permitted to imbibe the dye. 

In penetrating waves of boiling vats 

‘The {nowy web is fteep’d, with grain of weld, 

Fuftic, or logwood, miz’d, or cochineal, 

Or the dark purple pulp of Pidith woad, 

Of ftain tenacious, deep as fumimer skies, 

Like thofe that canopy the bowers of Stowe 
After foft rains, when birds their notes attune,, 

Ere the melodious nightingale begins. 

From yon broad vafe behold the faffron woofs 
Beauteous emerge ; from thefe the azure rife’; 
This glows with crimfon; that the auburn holds ; 
Thete fhall the prince with purple robes adom ; 
And thofe the warrior mark, and thofe the prieft. 

Few are the primal colours of the art; 

Five only ; black, and yellow, blue, brown, red; 
Yet hence innumerable bues.arife. 

‘That {tain alone is good, which bears unchang’d 
Diffolving water’s, and calcining fun’s, 

And thieving air’s attacks. How great the need, 
With utmoft caution to prepare the woof, 

To feek the beft-adapted dyes, and falts, 

And pureft gums! fince your whole kill confifts 
In opening well the fibres of the woof, 

For the reception of the beauteous dye, 

And wedging every grain in every pore, 

Firm as a diamond in rich gold enchas’d. - 

But what the powers, which lock them in the 

web; 
Whether incrufting falts, or weight of air, 


} Or fountain-water’s cald contracting wave, 


Or all combin’d, it well befits to know. 

Ah! wherefore have we loft our old repute ? 

And who inquires the caufe, why Gallia’s fons 

In depth and brilliancy of hues excel ? 

Yet yield not Britons; grafp in every art 

The foremoft name. Let others tamely view, 

On crowded Smyrna’s and Byzantium’s ftandy 

The haughty. Turk defpife their proffer’d bales. 
Now fee, o’er vales, and peopled mountain-tops, 

The welcome trades, gatlicring every web; 

Induftrious, every web too few. Alas! 

Succefslefs oft their indufiry, when ceafe 


"| The loom and thattle in the troubled ftreets ; 


Their motion opt by wild intemperance, 

Toil’s fcoffing foe, who lures the giddy rout 

To fcorn their tafk-work, and to vagrant life 

Turns theit rude fteps; while mifery, among 

‘The cries of infants, haunts their mouldering huts, 
O when, thrdugh every proviuce, {hall be rais’d. 

Honfes of labour, feats of kind conftraint, = 

For thofe, who now delight in fruitlets fport$, 

More than in cheerful works of virtuous trade, 





Roz 


But cheerful are the labours of the loom, 
By health and eats accompanied : they bring 
Superior treafures fpeedier to the flate, 
‘Than thofe of deep Peruvian mines, where flaves 
(Wretched requital) drink, with trembling hand, 
Pale palfy’s baneful cup, Our happy (wains  ~ 


Behold arifing, in their fattening flocks, iar 


A double wealth; more tich than Belgium’s boaft, 
‘Who ténds the culture of the flaxen reed 5 . 
Or the Cathayan’s, whofe ignobler care 
Nurfes the Gik-worm 3 or of India’s fons, 
‘Who plant the cotton-grove by Ganges’ ftream, 
Nor do their toils and products furnith mare, 
‘Than gauds and dreffes, of fantaitic web, 
To the Juxurious: but our kinder toils 
Give clothing to neceffity ; keep warm 
‘Th’ unhappy wanderer, on the mountain wild 
Benighted, while the tempeft beats around. 
No, ye foft fons of Ganges, und of Ind, 
Ye feebly delicate, life little peeds 
Your feminine toys, nor aiks your nervelefs arm- 
‘To caft the ftrong-flung fhuttle, or the fpear. 
Can ye defend your country from the ftorm 
Pf ftrong invafion? Can ye want endure, ‘ 
In the befieged fort, with courage firm 2° 
Can ye the weather-beaten veflel fteer, 
Climb the tall matt, dire@ the ftubborn helm, 
Mid wild difeordant waves, with fteady courfe > 
Can ye lead out, to ditant colonies, 
‘Th’ o’erflowings of a people, or your wrong’d 
Brethren, by impious periecution driven, 
And arm their brealts with fortitude to try 
New regions ; climes, though barren, yet beyond 
‘The baneiul power of tyrants? Thefe are deeds. 
‘To which their hardy labouys well prepare 
The finewy arm of Albion’s fons. Purfue, 
Ye fons of Albion, with a yielding heart, 
Your hardy labours: let the founding loom . 
‘Mix with the melody of every vale ; 
‘The loom, that long-renown'd, wide eavy’d gift 
Of wealthy Flandria, who the boon receiv'd 
From fair Venetia; the from Grecian nymphs ; 
who obtain'd the dole 
From old Algyptus. ‘Thus around the globe, 
‘The golden-footed fciences their path 
Mark, like the fun, enkindling life and joy; 
And follow’d clofe by ignorance and pride, 
Lead day and night o’er realms. Our day arofe 
‘When Alva’s tyranny the weaving arts 
Drove from the fertile valleys of the Scheld. 
‘With fpeedy wing, and {catter'd courte, they fled, 
Like a community of bees, difturb'’d é 
By fome relentlefs fwain’s rapacious hand; 
White good Eliza, to the fugitives 
Gave gracious welcome ; as wife Egypt ert 
‘To troubled Nilus, whofe nutricious flood 
‘With annual gratitude enrich’d her meads. 
‘Then, from fair Antwerp, an induftrious train 
Crofs’d the fmooth channel of our funiling feas ; 
And in the vales of Cantium, onthe banks ~ 
Of Stour alighted, and the naval wave 
Of fpacious Medway : fome on gentle Yare, 
And fertile Waveney, pitch’d; and made their 
feats . 
Pleafant Norvicum, and Colceftria’s towers :» 
Some to the Darent fped their happy way : 
Berghem, and Sluys, and elder Bruges, chofe 
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And all the fury of the rolling ftorm, 


OF DYER. s 
Antona’s chalky plains; and ftretch'd thelr tents 
Down to Claufentum, and that bay fupine . 
Beneath the fhade of Vedta’s cliffy ifle. 

Soon oer the hofpitable realm they {pread, 
With cheer reviv'd; and in Sabrina’s ood, 
And the Sihirian Tame, their textures blaach’d: 


| Not undelighted with Vigornia’s fpires, ~ 


Nor thole, by Vaga’s ftream, from ruins rais'd 
Of ancient Ariconium ; nor lefs pleas’d 

With Salop’s various fcenes; and that foft trade 
Of Cambria, deep-erabay’d Dimetian land, 


4 By green hills fenc'd, by ocean’s murmur lelPds . 
| Nurfe of the mftic bard, who now refounds 


The fortunes of the fleece ; whofe anceftors 
Were fugitives from fuperttition’s rage, ‘ 
And erft, from Devon, thither brought the loom; 


J Where ivy'd walls of old Kidwelly’s towers, 


Nodding, ttill on their gloomy brows project 
Lancafiria’s arms, embofs'd in mouldering ftone. 
‘Thus, then, on Albion's coatt, the exil’d band, 
From rich Menapian towns, and the green banks 
Of Scheld, alighted ; and, alighting, fang’ 
Grateful thank{giving, Yet, at times, they fhift 
Their habitations, when the hand of Pride, 


4 Rettraint, or fouthern Luxury, ditturbs""" 


Their induitry, and urges them to valés 
Of the Brigantes ; where, with happier care 
Infpirited, their art improves the fleece,” 
Which occupation erit, and wealth immenfe, 
Gave Brabant’s fwarming habitants, what time 
We were their thepherds only ; ftom which ftate, 
With friendly arm, they rais'd us: ‘nathlefs fome,’ 
Among our old and ftubborn fwains mifdeem’d, 
And envy’d, who enrich’d them ; envy'd thofe, 
Whole virtues taught the varletry of towns 
‘Lo ufeful toil to turn the pilfering hand. 

And ftill, when bigotry’s black clouds arife, ~ 
(For oft they fudden rife in papat realms), 
They, from their ifle, as from tame ark fecure, 
Garelefs, unpitying, view the fiery bolts 
Of fuperftition, andtyrannic rage, * 





Which fierce purfues, the fufferers in their flight, ; 
Shall not our gates, fhall not Britannia’s arins, * 
Spread ever open to receive their fight? 
A virtuous people, by diitreffes oft "> 
(Dittreffes for the faice of truth endur’d) 
Corrected, dignify’d ; creating goud 
Where-ever they inhabit: this, ouy ifle 

Has oft experienc’d; witnefs all ye realms 

Of either hemifphere, where comimerce fldws: 
Th’ important truth is tLampt on every bale; * 
Each glofly cloth, and drape of mantle‘ warm, 
Receives th’ impreffion ; every alry woof, 
Cheyney, and bayie, and forge, and alepine, 
Tammy, and crape, and the Jong countlefs lift, 
Of woollen webs; and every work of fteel; 
And that cryftalline metal, blowa or tus'd, & > 
Limpid as water dropping from the clefts ° 

Of mofly marble: not to name the aids 

Their wit has given the fleece, now taught to link 
With flax, or cotton, or the filk-worm’s thread, ~ 
And gain the graces of variety: Bee 
Whether to form the matron’s decent tobe, ~ 


Or the thin-thading trail for Agra’s * nymphs; 





»* There is woven at Manchefter, for the Faf- 
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Such are th’ cffedts, when virtue flacks her hand; 
‘Wild nature back returns: along thefe fhores 
Neglected trade with difficulty tails, 
Collecting flender ftores, the fun-dry'd grape, 
Or capers from the rock, that prompt the tafte 
Of luxury. Ev'n Egypt's fertile ftrand, 
Bereft of human difcipline, has loft 
Its ancient luftre: Alexandria’s port, 
Once the metropolis of trade, as Tyre, 
And elder Sidon, asthe Attictown, 
Beautiful Athens, as rich Corinth, Rhodes, 
Unhonour’d droops. Of all the numerous marts, 
‘That in thole glittering feas with fplendor rofe, 
Only Byzantium, of peculiar fite, 
Remains in profperous tate; and Tripolis, 
And Smyrna, facred ever to the mufe. 
Yo thefe refort the delegates of trade, 
Social in tife, a virtuous brotherhood 3 
And bales of foftelt wool from Bradford looms, 
Or Stroud, difpenfe ; yet fee, with vain regret, 
Their flores, once highly priz’d, no longer now 
Or fought, or valucd: copious webs arrive, 
Smooth-wov'n of other than Britannia’s fleece, 
On the throng'd ftrand alluring ; the great fkiil 
Of Gaul, and greater indultry, prevails ; * 
‘That proud imperious foe. Yet, ah— ’tis not— 
Wrong not the Gaul; it isthe foe within, 
impairs our ancient marts: it is the bribes 
“Lis he, who pours into the fhops of trade 
‘That impious poifon : it ishe, who gains 
"Che facred feat of parliament, by means 
‘That vitiate and emafculate the mind; 
By floth, by lewd intemperance, and a feene ° 
OF riot, worle than that which ruin’d Rome, 
‘Lhis, this the Tartar, and remote Chinete, 
And all the brotherhood of tite, bewail. 
Meantime (while thofe, who dare be juit op- 
The various powers of many-headed vice) - {pofe 
Ye delegates of trade, by patience rife 
O'er ‘lificulties : in this fultry clime 
Note what is found of ufe: the flix of goat, 
; Re&-wool, and balm, and caufee’s berry brown, 
_ Or dropping gum, or opium’s lenient drug; + 
Unnumber’d arts await thom: trifles oft,‘ 
t By fieilful labour, rife to high eftcem, 
f Nor what the peafant, near fome lucid wave, 
Paolus, Simois, or Mxander flow, 
Renown'd in flory, with his plough up-turns,. 
Negiea&s the boary medal, and the vafe, y 
Statue, and built, of old magnificence 
Beautiful reliques: oh, could modern time 
, Reftore the mimic art, and the clear mien 
‘ Of patriot fages, Walfingnams and Yorkes, 
And Cecils, in long-lafting ftone preferve t 
But mimic art and nature are inpair’d— 
Impair’d they feerm—or in a varied drefs ' 
Delude our eyes: the world in change delights; 
Change then your fearches, with the varied modes 
jAnd wants of realms. Sabean frankincenfe 
Rare is colleed now: few altars fmoke 
Now in the idol fane: Panchaiah views 
‘Trade’s bufy Acets repardlets pafs her coat: 
Nor frequent are the freights of fnow-white woofs, 
Since Rome, no more the mifirefs of the €vorld, 
Varies her garb, and treads her darken’d freets 
‘Wth gloomy coul, majeftical no more. 
See‘the dark fpirit of tyrannic power. 


“The Thyaciaa channel, long the read of trade - 


4 The fugar-cane,-and the tobacco-leaf, 
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To the deep Euxine and its naval ftreams, 
And the Meotis, now is barr’d with chains, ~ 
And forts of hoftile battlement: in aught 
That joys mankind the arbitrary Turk 
Delights not; infolent of rule, he fpreads 
Thratdom and defolation o’er his realms. 
Another path to Scythia’s wide domains 
Commerce difcovers: the Livonian gulf - 
Receives her faiis, and leads them to the port 
Of rifing Peterfourgh, whofe fplendid, ftreets 
Swell with the webs of Leeds: the Coffac there, 
The Calmuc, and Mungalian, round the bales 
In crowds cefort, and their warm’d limbs enfold, 
Delighted; and the hardy Samoid, . 
Rough with the Rings of froft, from his dark caves 
Afcends, and thither haftes, ere winter’s rage 
O'ertake his homeward ftep; and they that dwell, 
Along the banks of Don’s and Volga’s ftreams; 
And Darden of the Cafpian, who renew - 
That ancient path to India’s climes, which fill’d * 
With proudeft affluence the Colchian ftate. 
Many have been the ways to thofe renown'’d 
Luxuriant climes of Indus, early known 
‘To Memphis; to the port of wealthy Tyre; 
‘To Tadmof, beauty of the wildernefs, 
Who down the long Euphrates fent her fails; 
And facred Salem, when her numerous fleets, 
From Ezion-geber, pafs'd th’ Arabian gulf. 
But later times, more fortunate, have found, 
O’er ocean’s.open wave, a furer courfe, 
Sailing the weftern coait of Afric’s realms, 
Of Mauritania, and Nigvitian tra@s, 
And ifiands of the Gorgades, the bounds, 
On the Atlantic brine, of ancient trade; 
But not of moderna, by the virtueled 
Of Gama and Columbus. ‘The whole globe 
Is now, of commerce, made the fcene immenfe, , 
Which daring thips frequent, affociated, : 
Like doves, or {wallows, in th’ ethereal flood, * 
Or, like the eagle, folitary feen. = 
Some, with more open courfe, to Indus feer ¢ 
Some coaft from port to port, with various men 
And manners converfant ; of th’ angry furge, 
That thunders loud, and {preads the cliffs with 
Regardlefs, or the monfters of the deep, {foam, 
Porpoife, or grampus, or the ravenous fhar: > 
That chafe their keels; or threatening rock, o’er= 
head, 
Of Atlas old; beneath the threatening rocks, 
Recklefs, they furl their fails, and bartering, take 
Soft flakes of wool; for in foft Rakes of wool, 
Like the Silurian, Atlas’ dales abound, 
‘The fhores of Sus inhofpitale rife, 
And high Rojador ; Zara too difplays 
Unfrvitful deferts ; Gambia’s wave inifles 
An ouzy coaft, and peftilential ills 
Diifufes wide; behind are burning fands, 
Adverfe to life, and Nilus’ hidden fount. 
‘On Guinea’s fultry fand, the drapery light 
OF Manchetter or Norwich is beftow’d 
For clear tranfparent gums, and du@ile wax, 
And fhow-white ivory; yet the valued trade, 
Along this barbarous coaft, in telling, wounds 
‘The generous heart, the fale of wretched flaves; 
Slaves, by their tribes condemn’d, exchanging 
For life-long fervitude ; fevere exchange! [death 
Theie till our fertile colonies, which yield 





And various new productions, that invite 
Jncreafing navies to their crowdcd wharfs. 

But jer the man, whofe rough tempeftuous 
In this adventurous traffic ure involw’d, {hours 
‘With joft humanity of heart purfue 
Whe gainful commerce: wickednefs is blind: 
“Fheir fable chieftains may in future times 
Burft their frail bonds, and vengcance execute 
On cruel unrelenting pride of heart 
And avarice, There are ills ta come for crimes. 

Hot, Guinca too gives yellow dust of gold, 
Which, with her rivers, rolls adown the fides 
Of unknown hills, where fiery-winged winds, 
And Sandy deferts, rous'd by fudden ftorms, 

All fearch forbid; howe’er, oncithcr hand, 
Wallies and plvafant plains, and many a tract 
Decm’d uninhabitable crf, are found 

Fertile ahd populous: their fable tribes, 

Tn fhade of verdant groves, and mountains tall, 
Frequent enjoy the cool defcent of rain, 

And foft refrething breezes: nor are lakes 

Here wanting; thofe a fea-wide furfwee fpread, 
Which to the diftant Nile and Senegal 
Send long meanders: whate’er lies beyond, 
Of rich or barren, ignovance o’ercafts, 
With her dark mantle. - Mon’motapa’s coaft 

Is feldom vifited; and the rough fhore 

Of Caffres, land of favage Tottentots, 

‘Whole hands unnatural haftea to the grave 

“Their aged parents: what barbatity 

And brutal ignorance, where focial trade 

ts held contemptible! Yo gliding fails, 

From thefe inhofpitable gloomy fhores 

Indignant turn, and to the friendly Cape, 

‘Which gives thachcerful mariner good hope 

OF profperous voyage, ftcer: rejoice to view, 
‘What trade, with Belgian indufiry, creates, 
Profpests of civil life, fair towns, and lawns, 
And yellow tilth, and. groves of various {ruits, 
Delectable fe husk or glofly vind: 
‘There the capacious vafe from cryftal fprings 
Replenifh, and convenient ftore provide, 

Like ants, intelligent of future need. 

See, through the fragrance of delicious airs, 

That breathe the fmell of balms, how traffic 
Shapes 

A winding voyage, by the lofty coaft - 

Of Sofala, thought Ophir; in whote hills 

Ev’n yct fome portion of its ancicnt wealth 

Remains and fparkles in the yellow fand 

Of its clear ftreams, though anregarded now; * 

Ophirta more rich are found. With cafy courfe 

The veffels glide; unlefs their fpced be ttop’d 

By dead calms, that oft He on thofe fmooth feas 

‘While every zephyr fleeps: then the fhrouds drop; 

"The downy feather, on the cordage hung, 

Moves not; the flat fea fhines like yellow gold, 

Fus'd in the fire; or like the marble floor 

Of fome old temple wide. But where fo wide, 

In old or later time, its marble floor 

Did ever temple boaft as this, which here 

Spreads its bright level many a league around? 

At folemn diflances its pillars rife, 

Bofal’s blue rocks, Mozambic’s palmy tteeps; 

And lofty Madagafcar’s glittering flores, 

Where various woods of beauteous vein and hue, 

And gioily hells in elegance of form, 

Fox Vond’s rich cabinet, ox Sloan's, are found, 
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Such calm oft checks their courfe, till this bright 
Is brufh’d away before the tifing breeze, _[fcene 
That joys the bufy crew, and fpeeds again 
‘The fail full-fweiling to Socotra’s ifle, - - 
For alggs fain’d; or to the wealthy marts 
Of Orraus or Gombroon, whofe flreets are oft... 
With caravans and tawny merchants throng’d, 
From neighbouring provinces and realms aka : 
And fili'd with plenty, though dry fandy wales 
Spread naked round; fo great the power of trade. 

Perfia few ports; more happy Indoftan 
Beholds Syrat and Goa on her coafts, : ee 
And Bombay’s wedithy ifle, and harbour fam’d, 
Supine beneath the fhade of cocoa groves. 
But what avails, or many ports or few? 
Where wild ambition frequent from his lair 
Starts up; while fell revenge and famine lead 
To havoc, recklefs of the tyrant’s whip, 
Which clanks along the vallies: oft in vain. + 
The merchant fecks upon the (rand, whom erft, 
Affociated by trade, he deck’d and cloth'd; 
Jn vain, whom rage or famine has devour'd, - 
He fecks; and with increas’d affection thinks 
On Bri Scill-howe’er Bombaya’s wharfs 
Pile up blue indigo, and, of frequent ufe, 
Pungent faltpetre, woods of purple grain, 
And many-colonr’d faps from leaf and flower, 
And various gums; the clothier knows their 

worth; , 

And wool refembling cotton, shorn from trees, 
Not to the fleece unfriend{y ; whether mixt 
In warp or woof, or with the line of flax, 
Or fofter filk’s material: though its aid 
‘To valgar eyes appears not; let none deem 
‘Lhe fleece, in any traffic, unconcern’d 5 
By every traffic aided; while cach work 
Of art yields wealth to exercife the loom, 
And every loom employs cach hand of art. . 
Nor is there wheel in the machine of trades , 
Which Leeds, or Caigo, Lima, or Bombay, 
Helps not, with harmony, to turn around,. 
Though all, uncontcions of the union, act. 

Few the peculiars of Canara’s realm, 
Or fultry Malabar; where it bchoves 
‘The wary pilot, while he coufts the ftiores, 
To mark o'er ocean the thick rifing ifles; 
Woody Chaetta, Birter rough with rocks: .. 
Green-rifing Barmur, Mincoy’s purple hilles 
And the minute Maldivia’s, as a fwarm, 
OF bees in fummer, on.a poplar’s trunk, 
Clottering innumerable; thefe behind 
His ftern receditig, o'er the clouds he views -. 
Ceylon’s gray peaks, from whofe volcanos rife .” 
Dark fmoke and ruddy flame, and Jaring rocks 
Daring in air aloft; around whofe Feet 
Blue cliffs afcend, and aromatic groves, 
In various profpe@; Ceylon alio deem'd 
The ancient Ophir. Next Bengala’s bay, 
On the vaft globe the decpeft, while the prow * 
“Furns northward to the rich difputed frand 
Of Cor’mandel, where traffic grieves to fee 
Difcord and avarice invade her realms, “ 
Portending ruinous war, and cricsaloud, - - 
Peace, peace, ye blinded Britons, and ye Gauls; 
Nation to nation is a light, a fire, 
Enkindiing virtue, fcieaces, and arts: . 
But cries aloud in vain: Yet wife d-fence,* 

















. Again ambition’s wide-deitroying pride, 


THE FLEECE. 


‘Midrafs-eretted; and Saint David’s fort, 

And thofe which rife on Ganges’ twenty ftreams, 
Guarding the woven flecce, Calcutta’s tower, 
And Maildo’s and Patana’s: from their holds 
The fhining bales our factors deal abroad, 

And {ee.the country’s produéts, in exchange, 
Before them heap'd: cotton’s tranfparent webs, 
Alges, and ceflia, falutiferous drugs, 

Alum, and lacque, and clouded tostoifethell, 
And brilliant diamonds, to decorate 

Britannia’s blooming nymphs. For thefe, o’er all 
The kingdoms round, our draperics ar- difpers’d, 
O'er Bukor, Cabul, and the Bactrian vales, 

And Caflimere, and Atoc, on the flream 

Of old Hydalpes, Porus’ hardy realm; 

And late difcover’d ‘Tibet, where the fleece, 

By art peculiar, is comprefs’d and wrought 

To threadlefs drapery, which, in conic forms, 
Of various hues, their gaudy roofs adorns. 

‘The keels which voyage through Molucca’s> 
Amid a cloud of {picy odours fail, [fraits, 
From Java and Sumatra breath’d, whofe woods 
Yield fiery pepper that deftroys the moth i 
In woolly veftures: Ternate and Tidore 
Giye to the feftal board the fragrant clove 
And nutmeg, to thofe narrow hounds confin'd; 
While gracious nature, with unfparing hand, 
‘The needs of life o’er every region pours. 

Near thofe delicious ifles the beauteous coaft 
Of China rears its fummits. Know ye not, 

Ye fons of trade, that ever-flowery fhore, 

Thofe azure hills, thofe woods and nodding: rocks? 
Compare them with the pigtures of your charts 
Alike the woods and nodding rocks o’erhang. 
Now the tall gloffy towers of porcelane, 

And pillar’d pagods fhine ; rejoic’d they fee 

The port of Canton opening to their prows, 

And in the winding of the river moor. 

Upon the ftrand they heap their gloffy bales, 
And works of Birmingham in brafs or fteel, 

And flint, and ponderous lead from deep cells 

Fit ballaft in the fury of the ftorm, rais’d, 

‘That tears the fhrouds, and bends the ftubborn 

‘Thefe, for the artifts of the fleece, procure : [maf : 

Various materials; and, for affluent life, 

‘The flavour’d thea and glo{ly painted vafe; 

‘Things elegant, iiletitted luxuries, 

In temperance us'd, delectable and good. 

‘They too from hence receive the flrongeft thread 

Of the green filkworm. Various is the wealth 

Of that renown'd and ancient land, fecure 

In conftant peace and commerce; till’d to th’ 

Of rich fertility ; where, thick as lars, [height 

Bright habitations glitter om each hill, 

And rock, and fhady dale; ev'n on the waves 

Of copious rivers, lakes, and bordering feas, 

Rife doating villages; wo wonder; when, 

in every province, firm and level roads, 

And long canals, and navigable ftreams, 

Ever, with eafe, conduct the works of toil 

To fure and {peedy markets, through the length 

Of many a crowded region, many a clime, 

‘To the imperial towers of Cambalu, ~ 

Now Pekin, where the ficece is not unknown; 

Since Calder’s woofs, and thofe of Exe and Frome, 

And Yare, and Avon flow, and rapid Trent, 

"Fhither by Ruffic caravans are brought, —_[wild, 

Through Scythia’s numerous regions, wafte and 
Vou IX. : 
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Journey iramenfe ! which, to th’ attentive ear, 
"The mufe, in faithful notes, fhal! brief defcribe. 

From the proud mart of Peterfburg, ere-while 
The watery icat of defolation wide, 

Iffue thefe trading caravans, and urge, .* [read 

‘Through dazzling fnows, their dreary tracklefs 
By compaés fteering oft, from week to week, 
From month to month; whole feafons view their 
Neva they pals, and Kefina’s gloomy flood, [toils. 
Volga, and Don, and Oka’s torrent prone, 
Threatening in vain; and many a cataract, 

In its fall flopt, and bound with bars of ice. 

Clofe on the ieft unnumber’d tracts they view 
White with continual froft; and op the right 
‘The Cafpian-lake, and ever-flowery realins, 
‘Though now abhorr’d, behind them turn, the 
Of arbitrary rule, where regions wide [haunt 
Are deftin’d to the fword; and on each hand 
Roads hung with carcafes, or under fogt —[valés, 
‘Thick ftrown; while, in their rough bewilder’d 
The blooming rofe its fragrance breathes in vain, 
And filver fountains fall, and nightingales 
Attune their notes, where none are left to hear. 

Sometimes o’er level ways, on eafy fleds, 
The generous horfe conveys the fons of trade; 
And ever and anon the docile dog ; 

And now the light rein-deer, with rapid pace, 
Skims over icy Takes; now flow they climb 
Aloft o’er clouds, and then adown defcend 
To hollow vallies, till the eye beholds 
The roofs of Tobol, whofe hill-crowning walls: - 
Shine, like the rifing moon, through watery mifts: - 
‘Tobol, th’ abode of thofe unfortunaie 
Exiles of angry ftate, and thralls of war; 

Solemn fraternity! where carl, and prince, 
Soldier, and ftatefman, and uncrefted chief, 

On the dark level of adverfity, 

Converfe familiar; while, amid the cares 

And toils for hunger, thirft, and nakednefs, 
Their little public fmiles, and the bright fparks 
Of trade are kindled: trade arifes oft, 

And virtue, from adverfity and want: - 

Be witnefs, Carthage; witnefs, ancient Tyre; - 
‘And thou, Batavia, daughter of diftrefs. held, 
"This, with his hands, which erft the trunchcon 
The hammer lifts; another bends and weaves 
‘The flexile willow; that the mattoc drives: 

All are employ’d; and by their works acquire 
Our fleecy veftures. From their tenements, 
Pleas’d and refrefh’d, proceeds the caravan _ 
‘Through lively-fpreading cultuyes, paftures green, 
And yellow tillages in opening woods: [road 
‘Thence on, through Narim’s wilds, 2 pathlefs 
They force, with rough entangling thorns perplexts 
Land of the lazy Oftiacs, thin dilpers’d, 

Who, by avoiding, meet the toils they loathe, 
‘Tenfold augmented; miferable tribe, 

Void of commercial comforts: who, nor corn, © 

Nor pulfe, nor oil, nor heart-enlivening wine, 
Know to procure; nor fpade, nor fcythe, nor 
Nor focial aid: beneath their thorny bed [fhare, 
The ferpent hiffes, while in thickets nigh 
Loud howls the hungry wolf. So on they fare, 
And pafs by {pacious lakes, begirt with rocka 
And azure mountains; and the heights admire 
Of white Imaus, whofe fuow-nodding cragys 
Frighten the realms beneath, and from their ums 
Pour mighty rivers down, be es aeres ftreame - 

i r) anes 
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Of Oby, and Irtis, and Jenifea, fwilt, 
Which rafh upon the northern pole, up-heave 
Its frozen feas, aud lift their hills of ice. 

‘TheSe rugged pathsand favage land{capes pafs'd, 
A new feenc ftrikes their eyes: among the clouds 
Aloft they view, what fcems a chain of cliffs, 
Nature's proud work ; that matchlefs work of art, 
"The wall of Sina, by Chihoham’s power, 

In earlieit times, cre@ed.  Warlike troops 
Frequent are feen in haughty march along 
Its ridge, a vat extent, beyond the length 
Of many a potent empire; towers and ports, 
"Three times a thoufand, lift thereon their brows 
“Ad equal fpaces, and in profpect *round 
Cities, and plains, and kingdoms, overlook. 
At length the gloomy paflage they attain 
OF its decp-vaulted gates, whofe opening folds 
Wonduét at length to Pekin’s glittering {pires 
‘Che deftin’d mart, where joyous they arrive, 
‘thus are tHe’ textures of the fleece convey'd 
“To Sina’s diftant realm, the utmoft bound 
Of the flat floor of ftcdfaft earth; for fo 
Fabled antiquity, ere peaceful trade 
nform’d the opening mind of curious man. 
Now to the other hemifphere, my mufe, 
A new world found, exteud thy daring wing. 
Be thou the firft of the harmonious nine 
Yrom high Parnaflus, the unwearied toils 
©F induttry aud valour, in that world 
‘Triumphant, to reward with tuneful fong. 
Happy the voyage, o’er th’ Atlantic brine, 
Ry active Raleigh made, and great the joy, 
“When he difcern’d, above the foamy furge, 
A rifing coaft for future colonics, 
“Opening her bays, and figuring her capes, 
Ev’n from the northern tropic to the pole. 
INo land gives more employment to the loom 
Or kindlier feeds the indigent ; no land 
“With more variety of wealth rewards 
"rhe hand of labour: thither, from the wrongs. 
Of lawlefs rule, the free-born fpirit flies; 
‘Thither ali@ion, thither poverty, 
“And arts and fciences: thrice happy clime, 
Which Britain makes th’ afylum of mankind! 
» But joy fuperior far his bofom warms, 
Who views thofé thores in every culcure drefs’d; 
“With habitations gay, and numerous towns, 
On bill and valley ; and his countrymen 
Form'd into various ftates, powerful and rich, 
An regions far remote; who from our looms 
‘uke largely for themfelves, and for thofe tribes 
Of Indians, ancient tenants of the land, 
In amity conjoin’d, of civil life 
‘the comforts tauht, and varions new defires, 
“Whick kindle arts, and occupy the poor, 
And {pread Britannia’s Bocks o’er every dale. 
Ye, who the fhuttle caft along the loom, 
“The filk-worm’s thread inweaving with the fleece, 
Pray for the culture of the Georgian trad, 
Nor flight the green Savannahs, and the plains 
Of Carolina, where thick woods arife 
Of mulberries, and in whofe water’d fields 
- Up-tprings the verdant blade of thirfty rice. 
‘Where are the happy regions, which afford 
More implements of commerce, and of wealth ? 
Fertile Virginia, like a vigorous bough, 
‘Which overfhades fome eryital river, fpreada 
Her wealthy cultivations wide around, 
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And, more than many 9 {pacious realm, rewards 
The ficecy thuttle: to her growing marts, ‘ 
The lroquefe, Cheroques, and Ouhacks, come, 
And quit their feathery ornaments uncouth, 
For woolly garments ; and the cheers of life, 
The cheers, but not the vices, Jearn to tafte. 
Binh, Europeans, whom the circling cup 
Of luxury intoxicates; ye routs, * & 
Who, for your crimes, have fled your native land; 
Aud ye, voluptuous idle, who, in vain, 
Seck eafy habitations, void of care: 
‘The fons of nature, with aftonifhment, 
And deteftation, mark your evil deeds; 
And view, no longer awed, your nervelefs atms, 
Unfit to cultivate Ohio’s banks. ° 

See the bold emigrants of Accadie, * 
And Maffachufet, happy in thofe arts 
That join the politics of trade and war, 
Bearing the palm in either: they a r 
Better exemplars; and that hardy ed 
Who, on the frozen beach of Newfoundland, 
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Hang their white fith amid the parching winds s 


The kindly flcece, in webs of Duffield woof, 
Their limbs, benumb’d, enfolds with cheerly 
warmth, 


And frieze of Cambria, worn by thofe who feck,” 


‘Through galfs and dales of Hudfon’s winding bay, 
‘The beaver’s fur, though oft they feck in vain, 
While winter’s frofty rigor checks approach, 
Ev’n ih the fiftieth latitude, Say why 
(If ye, the travel’d fons of commerce, 
Wherefore lie bound their rivers, lakes, and dales, 
Half the fun’s annual courfe, in chains of ice ? 
While the Rhine’s fertile thore, and Gallic realms, 
By the fame zone encircled, Jong enjoy 
Warm beams of Phebus, and, fupine, behold 
‘Their plains and hillocks bluth with cluttering 
Mutt it be ever thus? or may the hand [vines. 
Of mighty labour drain their gufty lakes, 
Enlarge the brightening fy, and, peopling, warm 
‘The opening vallies, and the yellowin, pins? 
Or rather fhall we burft trong Darien’s chain, 
Steer our bold fleets between the cloven rocks, 
And through the great Pacific every joy 
OF civil life diffufe? Are not her ifles 
Numerous and large? Have they not harbours 
Inhabitants, and manners? baply, too, [calm, 
Peculiar feiences, and other forms 
Of trade, and ufeful produ@s, to exchange 
For woolly veftures? "Tis a tedious courie 
By the Antardtic circle: nor beyond 
‘Thole fea-wrapt gardens of the duleet reed, 
Bahama and Caribbee, may be found 
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Safe mole or harbour, till on Falkland’s ifle a 


‘The ftandard of Britannia thall arife. 

Proud Buenos-Aires, low-couched Paraguay, 

And rough Corrientes, mark, with heftile eye, 

‘The labouring veffel; neither may we truft 

The dreary naked Patagonian land, 

Which darkens in the wind. No traffic there, 

No barter for the ficece. There angry ftorms 

Bend their black brows, and, raging, burl around 

‘Their thunders. . Ye adventurous ‘mariners, 

Be firm; take courage from the brave. ’Twas 

Perils and confli@ts inexpreffble 

Anfon, with fteady undefpairing breatt, 

Endured, when o’er the various globe he chas’d« 

His country’s focs, Fait-gathering tempelts dbs’ 
A 
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Moke ncoanpand invélvéd him all Around. 

Whirlwind, and fnow and hail, and horror; now, 

Rapidly, with the world of waters, down 

Detcending to the channels of the deep, 

He view’d th’ uncover’d bottom of th’ abyfe s 

And now the ftars, upon the loftieft point 

‘Tofs'd of the fy-mmix'd furges. Oft the burft 

Of budett thunder, with the dath of feas, 

‘Tore the wild-flying fails and tumbling mafts ; 4 

While flames, thick-Hafhing in thy gloom, ré- 

veal’d 

Ruins of decks and fhrouds, and fights of death. 
Yet on he far’d with fortitude his cheer, 

Gaining, at intervals, flow way bencath 


» Del Fuego’s rugged cliffs, and the white ridge, 


Above all height, by opening clouds reveal'd, 
Of Montegorda, and inaccefiible 
Wreck-threatening Staten-landso'erhanging fhore, 
Enormous rocks on rocks, in ever-wild 

Potture of falling ; as when Felion, rear’d, 

On Offa, and.on Offa’s tottering head 

‘Woody Olympus, by the angry pois 

Precipitate on earth were doom’d to fall. 

At length, through every tempeft, as fome 
Which from a poplar falls iuto aloud (branch, 
Impetuous cataract, though decp immers'd, 

Yet re-afcends, and glides, on lake or ftream. 
Smooth through the vallics; fo his way he won’ 
‘To the ferene Pacific, flood immenfe, 

And rear'd his lofty mats, and fpread his fails 

Then Paita’s walls, in wafting flames involw’d, 
His vengeance felt, and fair occation gave 
‘To fhow humanity and continence, 

‘Yo Scipio's not inferior. ‘I'hen was left 

No corner of the globe fecure to pride 

And violence: although the far-ftretch’d coaft 
OL Chili, and Peru, and Mexico, 

Arm’d in their evil caufe; though fell difeafe, 
Un’ bating. labor, tedious time, confpir'd, 


‘ 


* And heat inclement, to uanerve his force ; 


> 


‘Though that wide fea, which (preads o’er half the 
Deny'd all hofpitable lans-or port ; {world, 
Where, feafons voyaging, no road he found 
‘To moor, no bottom in th’ abyfs, whereon 
‘To drop the faftening anchor; though his brave 
Companions ceas’d, fubdu’d by toil extremes 
‘Though folitary left in 'Vinian’s feas, 
‘Where never was before the dreaded found 
Of Britain’s thunder heard; his wave-worn bark 
Met, fought the. proud Iberian, and o’ercamne. 
So fare it-ever with our coumry’s foes | 

Rejoice, ye nations, vindicate the fway 
Ordain’d for common happinels. Wide, o'er 
The globe terraqucous, let Britannia pour 
‘The fruits of plenty from her copious horn. 
‘What can avail to her, whofe fertile earth 
By occan’s briny waves are circumfcrib’d, 
The armed hoft, and murdering fword of war, 
And conqueft o’er her neighbours? She ne'er 
Her folemn compaéts, in the luft of rule: [breaks 
Studious of arts and trade, the ne’er difturbs 
‘The holy peace of fates, 'Tis her delight 
To fold the world with harmony, and {pread, 
Among the habications of mankind, 
‘The various wealth gf toil, and what her fleece, 





“To clothe the naked and her ikilful looras, + 


Peculiar give. Ye tao rejoice, ye {wains; 
Lacceafing commerce fhall reward your cares, 





A day will come, if not tod deep we drink 

‘The cup which luxury on careleis wealth, 
Pernicious gift, beitows; a day will come,” 
When through new channels failing, we fhall 


>| The Californian coaft, and all the realma {clothe 


That ftretch from Anian’s ftreights to proud . 
Japan; . . 

And the green ifles, which on the left arife 

Upon the glafly brine, whofe various capes 

Not yet are figur'd on the failor’s chart : 

‘Then every variation fhall be told 

Of the magnetic ftcel; and currents mark’d, 

Which drive the heediefs veffel from her courfe. 
That portion too of land, a tract immenfe, 

Beneath th’ Antarétic fpread, fhall then be known, 

And new plantations on its coaft arife, 

‘Then rigid winter’s ice no more fhail wound 

‘The only naked animal; bue man : 

With the foft fleece fhall everywhere be cloth’d.. 

Th’ exulting mufe hall then in vigour freth, 

Her flight renew. Meanwhile, with weary wing, 

O’er ocean’s wave returning, fhe explores 

Siluria’s flowery vales, her old delight, [arife 

‘The fhepherd’s haunts; where the firft fprings 

Of Britain’s happy trade, now fpreading wide, 

Wide as th’ Atlantic and Pacific feas, 

Or as air’s vital fluid o’er the globe. 
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Tue morning ’s fair, the lufty fun 
With ruddy cheek begins to run ;" 
And carly birds, that wing the fkies, 
Sweetly fing to fee him rife. 
Tam refolv’d, this charming’ day, 
In the open field to ftray ; 
And have tio roof above my head, 
But that whereon the gods do tread. 
Before the yeliow barn I fee 
A beautiful variety 
Of ftrutting cocks, advancing ftout, 
And flirting empty chaff about. 
Hens, ducks, ard geefe, and all their brood, 
And turkeys gobbling for their food ; 
While ruftics thrath the wealthy floor, 
And tempt aif to crowd the dent, 
‘What a fair face does nature fhow? 
Auguita, wipe thy dufty brow : 
A landfkip wide faiates my fight, 
Of thady vales, and mountaius bright $ 
And azure heavens I behold, 
And clouds of filver and of gold. 
And now into the fields I go, 
Where thoufand flaming flowers glow 3 
And every neighbouring hedge I greet, 
With honey-fackles felling fweet: 
Now o’er the daify meads I ftray, 
And meet with, es I pace my way, - 
Sweetly fhining on the eye, 
A rivulet gliding fmoothly bys 
Which fhows with whit an eafy tide. 
‘The moments of the happy glide 
Here, finding pleafure after pain, 
Sleeping, I fee a wearied fwain, 
While his full {erip lies open by, 
‘That does his healthy food fupply: 
Happy fwain, fure happier far. 
Than jefty kings and princes are ! 
me Oc 
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Enjoy fweet fleep, which fins the crown, - | Where am I, nature? I defcry 
With all its eafy beds of down. ‘Thy magazine before me lie! 

The fun now fhows his neon-tide blaze, Temples !—and towns!---and towers!—and woods? 3 
And theds around me burning rays. And hills!_--and vales!---and fields!-..and floods !7 
A tittle onward, and I go Crowding before me, edg’d around 
Tnto the fade that groves beftow ; : With naked wilds, and barren ground. ~ . 

“And on green mofs I lay me down, See, below, the pleafant dome, 
‘That u’er the root of oak has grown; The poet’s pride, the poet’s home, 
‘Where all is filent, but fome flood Which the fun-beams fhine upon, 
‘That fweetly murmurs in the wood ; ‘o the even, from the dawn. 
But birds that warble in the fprays, See her woods, where echo talks, 
And charm ev'n filence with her lays, Her gardens trim, her terras walks, 

© powerful Silence, how you reign Her wilderneffes, fragrant brakes, 

In the poet’s buiy brain! Her gloomy bowers, and fhining lakes. 
Hisnumerous thoughts obey the calls Keep, ye gods, this humble feat, 

‘Of the tuneful water-falls, For ever pleafant, private, neat. 

Like moles, whene'er the coaft ig clear, : See yonder hill, uprifing teep, 

‘They rife before thee without fear, ee, t Above the river flow and deep: 

And range in parties here and there. It looks from hence a pyramid, 

Some wildly to Parnafus wing, Beneath a verdant forett hid ; 

An view the fair Caftalian Spring; . On whofe high top there rifes great, 

‘Where they behold a lonely well, - The mighty remnant of a'feat, 

Where now no tuneful mufes dwell; An old green tower, whofe batter’d brow 

But now and thena flavith hind Frowns upon the vale below. 

Paddling the troubled pool they find. Look upon that flowery plain, : 

Some trace the pleafing paths of joy, How the theep furround their fwain, t 
Others the blifsful fcene deftroy ; . How they crowd to hear his ftrain! 
4n thorny tracks of forrow ftray, All carelefs with his legs acrofs, y 
And pine for Clio far away. Leaning on a bank of mofs, . 

But ttay~-Methinks her lays I hear, He fpends his empty hours at play, 
. So fmooth! fo tweet! fo deep! fo clear! 4 Which @y as light as down away. 
No, "tis not her voice I find, And there Behold a bloomy mead, 
_’ Tis but the echo ftays behind, A filver ftream, a willow thade, 
_ Some meditate ambition’s brow, Beneath the fhade of fifer ftand, 

~ And the black gulf that gapes below: Who, with the angle in his hand, t 

Some peep in courts, and thete they fee Swings the nibbling fry to land. 

‘The fneaking tribe of flattery. ‘| _ In bluthes the deicending fun 

But, ttriking to the ear and eye, Kiffes the ftreams, while flow they run; 
A nimble decr comes bounding by! And yonder hill remoter grows, 

‘When rufhing from yon ruftling (pray, - Or dufky clouds to interpofe. 

It made them vanith all away. The fields are left, the labouring hind 

T roufe me up, and on I rove, ; His weary oxen does unbind ; os 
Tis more than time tu leave the grove. And vocal mountains, as they low, 

‘The fun declines, the evening breeze Re-echo to the vales below ; 

Begins to whifper through the trees: The jocund thepherds piping come, -, 

And, as] leave the fylvan gloom, And drive the herd betore them home; 

As to the glare of day I come, . P And now begin to light their fires, 

An old man’s {moky neft I tee, Which {end up fmdke in curling fpires! 

Leaning on an aged tree: While with light hearts'all homeward tend, 
‘Whofe willow walls, and furzy brow, To t Abergainey I defcend. . : 
A little garden fway below. But, oh ! how blefs'd would be the day, 
‘Through fpreading beds of blooming green, Did I with Clio pace my way, 

Matted with herbage {weet, and clean, . And not alone ind folitary ftray. 


A vein of water limps along, 





And makes them ever green, and young. ~ ° 

Here he puffs upon_his fpade, THE INQUIRY. . 

And diggs up cabbage in the fhade: * 5 

His tatierd rags are fable brown, Yz poor little theep, ah ! well may ye ftray, 

His beard and hair are hoary grown: While fad is your thepherd, and Clio away! - 

‘The dying fap defcends apace, Tell where have you been, have you. met with 

And leaves a wither’d hand and face. my love, ; 
Up * Gronger hill E labour now On the mountain, or valley, or meadow, or grove? 

And catch at lat his buthy brow. . Alas-a-day, No—Ye are ftray‘d, and half dead ; 

Oh, how freh, how pure the air ! Ye faw not my love, or ye ail had been fed. - 

Let me breathe a little here. is ae 

Series © The name of a feat belonging to the Author's 
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$s Tun. did you fee her ?—ab! furely you did ? 
Mong what willows, or weodbines, or reeds, is 
. the hid? : 
‘Ye tall, whi@ling pines, that gn yonder hill grow, 
And o’erlook the beautiful valley below, oe: 
Did you fee her a-roving in wood or in brake ? 
Or bathing her fair limbs in fome filent lake ? 

Ye mountains that look on the vigarous eaft, 
And the north, and the fouth, and the wearifome 

weft, ? : 7 

Pray tell where fhe hides her, you futely do know, 
Aad let not her lover pine after her fp. 

Oh, had I the wings of é edigle, I'd fly 
Along with bright Phoebus allaver the tky; 
Like an eagle, look down, with my wings wide 

difplay'd, 2 

And dart in my eyes at each whifpering fhade : 
Pd {earch every tuft in my diligent tour, 
Td unravel the woodbiues, and look in each bower, 
Till I found out my Clio, and ended my pain, 
And made myfelf quiet, and happy again. 


AN EPISTLE TO A FAMOUS PAINTER: 


De1icutrvux partner of my heart, . 
Matter of the lovelieft art ! 

How {weet our fenfes you deceive, 
When we, a gazing throng believe ! 
Here flows the Po !—-The Minis there, 
Winding about with fedgy hair! 

And there the Tyber’s yellow flood, 
Beneath a thick and gloomy wood + 
And there Darius’ broken ranks 

Upon the Grannic’s bloody banks ; 
‘Who bravely die, or bafely run 

From Philip’s all-fubduing fon! 

And there the wounded Vorus brought 
(The braveft man that ever fought !) 
To Alexander’s tent, who eyes 

His dauntlels vifage, as he lies 
Ingleath’s moft painful agonies. 

‘Yo me reveal thy heavenly art, 

To me thy myfteries impart. 

As yet I but in verfe can paint, 

And to th” idea colour faint 

‘What to the open eye you fhow, 
Seeming nature’s living glow! 

‘The beauteous fhapes of objects near ! 
Or diftatit ones confus’d in air! 

The golden eve, the bluthing dawn, 
Smiling on the lovely lawn! 

And plesfing views of checquer’d glades ! 
"And rivers winding through the thades ! 
And funny hills !<and pleafant plains! 
And groups of merry nymphs and iwains! 

Or fome old building, hid with grafs, 

Rearing fad its ruin’d fs 

Whote columns, frizes, ftatues, lie, 
“The grief and wonder of the eye! 

Or fwift adown 2 mountain tall: 

A foaming cataraét’s founding fall ; 
Whofe loud roaring ftuns the ear 

Of the wondering traveller! 

Or a caim and quiet bay, 

Aad a level thining fea! 

Or (uzges rough, that froth, and roar, 
And, angry, dath the founding hore ! 
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And veffels toft! and billows high! 
And lightning flafhing’ from the fky ‘ 
Or that which gives me molt delight, 
The fair idea (feeming fight!) ~ 
Of warrior fierce, with thining blade! 
Or orator, with arms difplay’d 
Tully’s engaging air and mien, 
Declaiming againit Catiine: 
Or fierce Achules towering high 
Above his foes, who round hint die. 
Or Hercules, with lion’s hide, 
And knotty cudgel, thrown afide, 
Lifting Antzus high in ain! 7 
Who, in his gripe, expires there!” 

Or Sifyphus, with toil and fweat, 
And muicles ftrain’d, ftriving to. gst 
Upa fteep hill a ponderous fone, Paes 
Which near the top- recoils, aid. rolls ‘impetuops 
Or beauteous Helen’s eafy air, s ‘ 
With head reclin’d, and flowing ‘hair; 
Or comely Paris, gay and young, 
Moving with gallant grace along? 
Thefe you can do !---I but advance’ - 
In a florid ignorance ; pear 
And fay to you who better know,.:' 
You fhould defiga them {9 aati #. 

week 


TO AARON HILL, #5Q. 
ON HIS POEM CALLED GIDEON. 


TELL me, wondrous friend, whére were you 
When Gideon was your lofty fong! 
Where did the heavenly fpirit béar you; * 
When your fair foul reflected Grong -, 
Gideon’s ations, as they. tbin’d 
Bright in the chambers of your mind ? 
Say, have you trod Arabia's {picy yales, 
Or gather'd bays befide Euphrates’ ftream, 
Or lonely fung with Jordan’s water-fulls, . 
While heavenly Gideon was your facred 
Or have you many ages given [theme ? 
To clute retirement and to books t 
And held a long difcourte with Heaven, 
And notic’d nature in her various looks! 
Full of infpiring wonder and delight, 
Slaw read I Gideon with a greedy eye? 
Like a pleas’d traveller that lingers Gveet-. ; 
On fome fair and lofty plain wud 
Where the fun does brightly thine, 
And glorious profpects all around him lie! « 
On Gideon’s pages beautifully thine, 
Surprifing pitures rifling to my fight, 
With all the life of colours and of line, ~ 
And ali the force of rounding thade and light, 
And all the grace of fomething more divine ! 
High on a hill, beneath ap oak’s broad aim, 
Tige a.-youth divinely fair, + 
“ Penfive he leans his head on his left hand;. | 
“ His fmiling-eye theds fweewefs mix’d. with 
awe, ae 
“ His right hand, with a milk-white waad, fome, 
“ figure feems to draw! 
“ A namelefs grace is featter'd through his aj 
« And o'er his dioulders loofely dows his ambet 
 colour'd hair!” Sees 
Above, with burning blufh the morning glows, 
O iij * 
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The waking world all fair before him lies ; 
“* Slow from the plain the melting dews, 
“ To kifs the fun-beams, climbing, rife,” 8c. 
- Methinks the grove of Baal I fee, 
Tn terras’d ftages mount op high, 
And wave its fable beauties in the tky, 
“ From ftage to ftage, road fteps of half-hid 
*“ With curling mofs and blady gra(s o’ergrown, 
“ Lead awful. 
, Down in adungean deep, 
Where through thick walls, oblique, the broken 
From narrow loop-holes quivers to the fight, 
“ With {wift and furious ftride, 
“ Clofe-folded arms, and (hort and fadden ftarts, 
“ The fretful prince, in dumb and fullen pride, 
“ Revolves efcape—— 
Here in red colours glawing bold 
A warlike figure itrikes my eye! 
‘Ths dreadful {adden fight his foes behold 
Contouinded fo, they lofe the power to fly ; 
“ Backening they gaze at, diftance on his face, 
“* Admire his pofture, ans confels bis grace; 
“ His right hand grafps hig planted {pear, &c.” 
Alas! my mufe, thro’ much good-will, you err: 
And we the mighty author greatly wroug ; 
To gather beauties, here and there, 
As but a {catter’d few there were, 
While every word’s a beauty in his fong ' 
[ Lhofe lines in thts Poem marked thus“ are taken 
out of the Poem calted Gideon.) 


TO MR. SAVAGE, 
SON OF THE LATE EARL RIVERS. 


S1n« not, my friend, beneath misfortune’s weight, 
Pleas'd tp be found intrinfically great. 

Share on the dull, who think the foul looks Icis, 
Becaufe the body wants a glittering dreis. 

Jt is thé mind’s for ever bright attire, 

‘The mind's embroidery, that the wile admire ! 
‘That which looks-rich to the grofs vulgar eyes, 
Is the fop’s tinfe], which the grave detpife. 
‘Wealth dims the eyes of crowds, and while they 

gaze, 

‘The coxeomh’s ne'er difcover’d in the blaze ! 

As few the vices of the wealthy fee, 

So virtues are conceal'd hy poverty. [fhine ? 

Ear} Rivers '---In that name how would'ft thou 

Thy verfe, how fweet.! thy funcy, how divine ! 
Critics, and bards would, by their worth, be aw’d, 
And all would think it merit to applaud. 

But thon has nought to pleafe the vulgar eye, 
No title hatt, nor what might titles buy. 

‘Thou wilt fmall praife, but much ill-nature find, 
Clear to thy errors, to thy beauties blind ; 

And if, though few, they any fanits can fee, 

How meanly bitter will cold cenfure be ! 

But, fince we all, the wileft of us, err, 

Sure, "tis the greateft fault to be tevere. 

A few, however, yet expect to find, 

Among the mifty millions of mankind, 

Who proudly ftoop to aid an injur'd caule, 

And o’er the fneer of coxcombs force applaufe, 
Who, with felt pieafure, ize fair virtue rile, 

And lift her upwards to the beckoning prize ! 

Or mark her labouring in the modeft breaft, 
And honour her.the more, the mote depret. 
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THE WORKS OF DYER. 


‘Thee, Savage, thefe (the jutly great) admire, 
| Thee, quick'ning judgment’s pt etter fancy’s 
| Thee, flow to cenfure, earneft to commend, ftire! 
n able critic, bat a willing friend. t 





AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND IN TOWN *. 


[AVE my friends in the town, in the gay bufy 
town © 
Forgot fuch aman as John Dyer ? 
} Or heedicts defpile they, or pity the clown, 
q Whole bofom no pageantries fire? 


: No matter, no matter---content in the fhades--- 

(Contented ?.--why every thing charms me} 

; Fall jn tunes all adown the green itcep, ye cal- 
cades, 

Till hence rigid virtue alarms me. 


Till outrage arifes, or mifery needs 

: The fwiit, the intrepid avenger ; 

Till facred religion or liberty bleeds, : 
Thea mine be the deed, and the danger. 


Alas! what a folly, that wealth and domain 
We heap up in fin and in forrow ! 

Immenfe is the toil, yet the labour how vain! 
Is not life.to be over to-morrow? 


Then glide on my moments, the few that I have 
i Smooth-fhaded, and quiet, and even ; 
|. While gently the body defcends to the grave, 
And the tpirit arifes to heaven, 


TO MR. DYER. BY CLIOf, 
I've done thy merit and my friendthip wrong, 
In holding back my gratitude fo long ; 

‘the foul is fure to equal tran{port rais'd, 
‘That jultly praifes, or is ju@ly prais'd : 

The yenerous only can this pleafure know 
Who tatte the godlike virtue---to beftow ! - 
T ev’n grow rich, methinks, while I commend ; 
And feel the very praifes which I fend, 

Nor jealowly nor female envy find, 

Though all the mufes are to Dyer kind. 

Sing on, nor let your modest fears retard, 
Whole verfe and pencil join, to force reward : 
Your claira demands the bays, in double wreath, 
Your poems lighten, and your pictures breathe. 

1 with tw praife you, but your beauties wrong: 
No theme looks green, in Clio’s artlefs fong : 
But yours will an eternal verdure wear, 

For Dyer’s truitful foul will flourifh there. 
My humbler lot was in low diftance laid; 

1 was, oh, hated thought! a woman made ; 
For houfehold cares, and empty trifles meant, 
‘The name does immortality prevent. 

Yet let me itretch, beyond my fex, my mind, 
And, rifing, leave the uttering train behind ; 
Nor art, nor learning, wihh'd affiftance lends, 
Bat nature, love, and mulic, are my friends. 


* Among the Poems of Savage, there is one 
to Dyer, in anfwer to bis from the country. - 

+ Among the Poems of Savage, isan Fpsfle, 
occafioned by Mr. Dyer's Pidure of this Lady. 
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THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 


_ Tn Nor, SHENSTONE, thou 
Shalt pafs without thy meed, thou fon of peace! 
Who knew’ft, perchance, to harmonize thy thades, 
Still fofter than thy fong; yet was that fong 
Nor rude, hor inharmonious, when attun’d 
To pattoral plaint, or tale of flighted love. 
MASON’S ENGLISH GAKDER, BOOR 1, 


= oe : a pt 3! 











EDINBURGH? 
PRINTED BY MUNDELL AND SON, ROYAL BANK CLOSE, © 
Anne 1794. 


a ‘ a = 
THE LIFE OF SHENSTONE. ; 

















Wiis SHENSTONE was the eldett fon of Thomas Shenftone, Efg. of the Leafowes, in the pas 
rifh of Hales-Owen, Shropthire, where he was born, Nov. 18. 1714. His grandfather lived at 
Yiley in that parifh, and eccupied his own farm. He afterwards purchafed the Leafowes. His 
eldeft fon Jofeph had Yiley ; and he fettled, whith his fon ‘Thomas, at the Leafowes, which they” 
jointly managed asa grazing farm. Thomas, though uneducated, feems to have been a very fen- 
fible man, and of liberal fentiments. He married Ann Penn, eldeft of the three daughter of Wile 
liam Penn, Efq. of Harborough, in the neighbouring parith of Hagléy, in Worcefterthire. By the 
death of her brother, the became co-heirefs of that eftate,the moiety of which made Shenftone’s 
fortune about 3001, aeyear. | 

He learned to read of an old dame, whom he has celebrated in The Scbooloifireft ; and fooh’ 
received fuch delight from books, that he ekpedted, when any perfon went to market, a new. 
book fhould be brought him, which, when it came, was carried to bed, and laid by him. eis 
faid, that when his requeft had been negledled, his mother wrapped up a piece of wood of the 
fame form, and pacified him for the night. 

Ashe grew older, he went for a while to the grammar-fchool in Hales-Owen 3 and was placed after~ 
wards with the Rev. Mr, Crumpton, an eminent fchoolmafter at Solihull, near Birmingham, where 
he formed an acquaintadice with Jago, “ the poet of the birds,” with whom he correfponded, on the ¥ 
mokt friendly terms, during life. 

He received a good claffical education under Mr. Crumpton, who inftructed moff of the gentle. 
men’s, and fome noblemen’s fons in that neighbourhood, in the rudiments of claffical learning ; and 
feems to have given his pupils a more early tafte for the Englith claflics than was commonly done in 
grammar-fchools at that time. - 

At ten years ald, he was deprived of his father; and, in Auguht 1726, of his grandfather; and 
was, with his brother Jofeph; left to the care of his mother, who managed the eftate. 

* His brother was bred an atorney at Bridgnorth, but never pradifed; and diced, unmarried, at the 
Leafowes, in 1751. r 

¥n 5732, he was entered a Commoner at Fembroke Collteg>, Oxford, where he employed-himfelf 
in the ftudy of the mathematics, Jogic, natural and moral philofophy, and the other fciences ufgally © 
taught in the Univerfity; and amufed himfelf occafionally with Englith poetry, et 

About the time when he went to” Oxf d, the death of his mother devolved his affairs to the 
care of the Rev. Thomas Dolman of Brome, in Staffordfhire, who married Mary Penn, his mo- 
ther's fitter, whofe attention he always mentioned with gratitude. 7 

He made but few acquaintance in the Univerfity. A degree of bathfulnefs, from his confined: 
education, joined with a confcioufnefs of his own real abilitics, made him not inclined to make ad- 


Yances to ftrangers; and the fingularity of his appearance rather prejudiced fome people againit. 
him. 7 








a} 

According to the tafte which then prevailed, every ftudent, as foon as he was entered at the. 
Univerfity, cut off his hair, without any regard to his complexion, and put ona wig of any colour; 
that his fancy fuggetted. This fathion, no confideration could at that time have induced Shenftone. 
to comply with, He thought, juftly enough, that every one fhould, in fome degree, confult his. —- 
particular fhape and complexion in adjufting his drefs; and that no fafhion ought to fan@ify what 
was ungraceful, abfurd, or really deformed. He wore his hair almoft in the graceful manner, which, 
has fince generally prevailed; but as his pe:fon was rather large for fo young a man, and his hair 
soarle, it offen expofed him to che ill-natured remarks of people of inferior underfanding, 
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The College of which he was a member has long been eminent for Englihh poetry and elegane 
literature, and was at that time diftinguifhed by the names of Dr. Adams, Dr. Johnion, Biacnicone, 
Mr. Hawkins, afterwards poetry-profeifor, Anthony Whiftler, Efq. of Whitchurch, Oxfordthire, 
author of the « Sbuttlecock,”” and feveral ingenious poems in « Dodiley’s Collection’? Mr. Robert 
Binnel, author of fome learned notes in « Grainger’s Tibullus,” and Mr. Richard Graves, the pre- 


- fent rector of Claverton ‘in Somerfetthire, author of « ‘The Spiritual Quixote,” “ Evphrofyne,”* 


# Columella,” « Peter of Pontefra@,” and other ingenious performances, 

Mr. Whiftler, Mr. Graves, and Mr. Binnel, were his moft intimate friends, together with his 
fchoolfellow Jago, of Univerfity College ; whom he could only vifit in private, as he wore a fervi- 
tor’s gown. . 

They ufed to mect almof every evening at each other's chambers, where, according to Mr. 
Graves, “ they read plays and poetry, Spedtators or Tatlers, and other works of eafy digeition, and 
Aipped Florence wine.” i ‘ 

His fir poetical produation worth mentioning, was a little mock heroic poem, called Tbe Diamond, 
written when he was about nineteen, in imitation of Pope’s « Rape of the Lock,” which was fol- 
lowed by anather poem:, called The Sauffbox, equally liable to the objedtion of being a fervile imita- 
tion; and therefore they have not been collected in his works. 

As his fortune was a very fufficient foundation for a genteel profeffion, he intended tp have taken 
his degrees, and to have Progeeded on the ftudy of phyfic; but being now of age, and coming into 
the poffeffion of his eftate at the Leafowes, and alfo to a moiety of the eftate at Harborough, which | 
fell to him by the unexpected death of his uncle; as his houfe at the Leafowes was inhabited bya 
tenant, inftéad of boarding there; or in the neighbourhood, he rather prematurely began to keep 
Nhoufe at Harborough, which he found furnifhed to his hands, and, in its primitive fate, having 
‘been inhabited by the family of the Penns for many generations. 

“Tt was fituated, according to his own defcription, (Elegy XV.) by the fide of a large pond, thaded 
by Venerable oaks and elms, and rendered more folemn by a colony of rooks, who fend to, have 
been co-eval with the worthy family that gave them protection. 

In this retirement, which fuited the natural melancholy of his temper, being his own mafter, 
and feeling himfelf much at his cafe, he prolonged his {tay beyond what the bufinefs of the 
College reguiarly admitted. And having once negleéted to return to the Univerfity at the proper 
feafon, he deferred it from time to time, till at length he felt a relu@ance to returning at all ; fo that 
although he ki pt his name in the College books ten years, and changed his Commoner’s gown for 
that of a Civilian, after the fourth year, he had now no thoughts of Proceeding to any degree, and 
feldom refided In College any more, iz 

in 1735, he was introduced to Mr. Graves of Mickleton in Gloucefterfhire, who had lately come 
with his fifter to refide in the country. In this vifit he fecms to have felt the firft fymptoms of the 
tender paffion. "The beauty and merit of Mifs Graves infenfibly captivated his affections, and pro- 
duced that mefancholy Jangour which took entire poffeffion of his heart for fome years, and vented 
itfelf in plaintive love-fongs and « elegies of woe.” a 

At Mickleton ‘alfo he feems to have conceived, from the improvements of Mr. Graves, the firft 
idea of laying out in the modern tafte, and cmubellifhing his farm of the Leafowes, which made him 
generally known and admired in the world, though it contributed Nothing to the advancement of 





In 1737, he printed, without his name, a fal] volume of juvenile verfes, with the following 
title: Pees upon various Qccofions, written for the Entertainment of the Auber, and printed for 
the Amufement of. a few Friends j re;udiced in Bis favour. Contentus paucis leeribus. Hor, Oxford, Leo- 
nard Litchfield, 1737. rame. As he got no money, he got but little fame by this publication, it 
being only circulated among his friends and acquaintance. 

In +740, he made his firft vifit ta London, where he became acquainted with Dodiley, who print~ 
C4, the fame year, his Fudgment of Hercules, which he addreffed to his neighbour Mr. Lyttleton, af 


terwards Lord Lyttleton, with whom he became acquainted in 1736, and whofe intereft he warmly. 


Supported in a contefted eledtion for Worcelterthire, in 1740. This wes next year followed by the 


Schoolmifiref, in the flyle of Spenfer, which was written before the Fudguent of Heraules, and is july + 
efteemed the mot! pleafing of his performances. ‘ Soi Ceo 
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About this time he was engaged in a poetical conteft with fome writers in the “ Gentleman’s : 
Magazine,” againit enigmas, in which he called in the affiftance of Mr. Whiftler, Mr. Graves, and 
one or two more of his friends. 

From about the year 1740 to 1746, he wandered about to acquaint himfelf. with life, and waa 
fometimes at London, and fometimes at Bath, Cheltenham, or other places of public refort ; but, 
from that period, made few excurfions at any diftance from home. 

“His uncle, Dolman, to whofe care he was indebted for his eafe and keifure, died in 1745 ; and 
the care of his own fortune now fell upon him. 

He lived for fome time at the Leafowes, with his tenant Mr. John Shenftone, who was diftantly 
related ; but finding that imperfed poffeflion inconvenient, he took the whole eftate into his own 
hands, more to the improvement of its beauty than the increafe of its produce. 

He had already, on his firft coming to board with his tenant, cut a ftraight walk through his 
wood, terminated by a {mail building of rough ftone; and, in the corner of a field, he had fcooped 
out a fort of cave, and called it a hermitage ; and, a few years after, had built an elegant little fum- 
mer-houfe in the watcr, under a group of beeches; but hitherto he had no conception of difpofing’ 
his environs in any confiftent plan, and giving it its prefent beautiful and piQurefque appearance. 

From this time he began to point his profpedts, to diverfify his furface, to enlatge his walks, and 
to wind his waters, which he did with fuch judgment and fuch fancy, as made his little domain the 
envy of the great and the admiration of the fkilful; a place to be vifited by travellers, and copied by 
defigners. 2 ® 

Dr. Johnfon obferves, that “to plant a walk in wnadulating curves, and to place a beech at every _ 
turn where there is any object to catch the eye,” and the like, “ demands no great powers of mind ;** 
and that fuch performances are rather the port than the dufineft of human reafon.” The latt obfere 
vation is juft; but the planning of pleafure grounds, in the perfection to which it has lately been 
brought into England, is entitled to a Place of confiderable rank among the liberal arts, and {eems. 
to require as great powers of mind as thofe which we admire in the defcriptive poems of Thomfon, ot 7 
in the noble landfeapes of Salvator Rofa, or the Pouffins. Mr. Wheatley’s ingenious treatife on 
“ Gardening,” and Mafon’s excellent poem on the fubjedt, have given us higher ideas of this f{cience. 

The ertbellifhing his farm, however, was by no means the byfng?, but only the amufe~ 

ment of his leifure hours, in retirement. He may, perhaps, be juftly blamed, confidering his fender 
patrimony, for not purfuing, as he at firft intended, fome lucrative and ufeful profeffion; but as he 
chofe to refign their emioluments for the charms of eafé and independence, he had a right to employ 
thofe in fo innocent and fo elegant a relaxation. : 
* How little indeed he confulted his real happinefs in adopting this inagtivity, in preference to's 
more bufy plan of life, is but too evident from fome of bis letters to his moft intimate friends; in one 
of which he exprefsly declares his conviction, “ that the moft énfy man in the world is much hap- 
pier than the moft idle one.” : 

His vifits to the Lyttleton family, the Earls of Stamford and Plymouth, Lord Foley, and Lord 
‘Ward, Lady Luxborough, and his other neighbours and relations, and the littie alterations and ime 
provements which he was continually making about his farm, amufed him agreeably enough in the 
fummer; but in the winter he was generally left a prey to folitude, indolence, and low Spirits, 
“ His whole philofophy,” fays Gray in his « Letters,” “ confifted in living againtt bis ill, in a ree 

v7 tirement which his tafte had adorned, but which he only enjoyed when people of note came’ to fee and. 
commend it’? . 


He has partly obviated this fevere cenfure in a letter to Mr. B—. “ Though I firft embel- 
lithed my farm with an. eye to the fatisfadtion I fhould receive from its beauty, | am now greatly 
dependent on the friends it brings me for the principal enjoyment it affords. 1 am Pleafed to find 

' them pleafed, and enjoy its beauties by reflection. And thus the durable part of my pleafure appears 
to be of the facial kind.” . 7 : 
« After a certain time of life,” fays his friend Mr. Graves, in the « Recolledtion of fome'Par- 
ticulars in his Life,” publithed 1788, «I do not think any confideration would have bribed him ta,_ 
live away from the Leafowes,” 
“ Lyttleton,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ was his neighbour and his rival, whofe empire, fpacious and 
opulent, looked with difdain on the petty fate that appeared bebind it, For a while the inhabitants 
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of Hagley affected to tell their acquaintance of the little fellow that was trying to make himfeif ad- 
mircd; but when, by degrees, the Leafowes forced them{cives into notice, they took care to defeat 
the curiofity which they could not fupprefs, by conducting their vifitants pervericly to inconvenient ; 
points of view, and gntroducing them at the wrong end of a walk to deteét a deception; injuries of 
‘which Shenftone would heavily complain.” : 

‘This charge againft the Lyttleton: family, has been denied, with fome degree of warmth, by Mr. 
Potter, and finee by Mr. Graves. ‘The latter fays, “« The truth of the cafe, I believe, was, that the 
Lyttleton family went fo frequently with theix ‘company to the Leafowes, that they were unwilling 
to break, in, upon Mr, Shenftone’s retirement on every occafion, and therefore often went to the 
Principal poipts of view without waiting for any one to conduc them regularly through the whole 
walks, Of this, Mr. Shenftone would fometimes peevifhiy complain; though I am perfuaded he 
never really fufpected any ill-natured intention in his worthy and much-valued neighbours.” 

« The pleafure of Shenftone,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ was all in his eye; he valued what he valued 
merely for its looks; nothing raifed his indignation more than to afk if there was any fifhcs in his 
water.” It is not furprifing that the queftion fhould raife his indignation, as it certainly betrayed 
an inattention to the beauties of his place. 

“ His houfe was mean,” he adds, and he did not improve it; his care was of his grounds, 
‘When he came home from his walks, he might find his floors flooded by a fhower through the 
broken roof; but could {pare no money for its reparation. In time, his expences brought clamours 
about him, that overpowered the lamb’s bleat, and the tinnet’s fong; and his groves were haunted 
by beings very different from, fawns and fairies. He fpent his eftate in adorning it; and his death 
"was probably heightened by his anxieties,” 

Mr. Graves, however, affurts, that bis houfe was not fo mean, or fo much neglected as Dr. John- 
fon’s intelligence feems to imply ; and expreffes his belief, that the facetious intimation of his groves 
heing haunted by-duns, is a groundlefs furmife. 3 

“ The fame genius was difcovered in improving, that, in fome meafure, appeared in whatever he * 
undertook. He often made his operators remove partitions, the confequence of which, according to 
their mazims, would prove the downfal of the whole cdifice. He gave his hall fome air of magni- 
ficence, by finking the floor, and giving it an altitude of ten feet initead of feven. By his own good 
tafte, and his mechanical fkill, he acquired two tolerably elegant rooms, from a mere farm-houfe of 
diminutive demenfions, 

“ Mr. Shendtone,” he adds, “ was too much refpe€ted in the neighbourhood to be treated with 
rudenefs; and though his works (frugally as they were managed) added to his manner of living. 
sault neceffarily have made him exceed his income, and of courfe, he might fometimes be diftreffed 
for money, yet he had too much fpirie to expofe himfelf to infults for trifling fums, and guarded 
againft any great diftrefs by anticipating a few hundreds, which his eftate could very well bear, as 
appeared by what remained to his executors after the payment of his debts, and his legacies to his 
friends, and anpuities of 30 1. a-year-to one fervant, and of 61. to another; for his will was diated 
with equal juftice and genercfity.” 

Before he was entirely fettled, and had taken the Leafowes into his own hands, he wrote the School 
mifirefs and the Fudgment of Hercules, and fome pieces of a more trivial kind. “ He had always,” 
“faye Mr. Graves, “ admired Rowe's fong of the Depairing Shepherd, faid to have been written on 
Mr. Addifon and the Countefs of Warwick. And I believe, on parting from Mils Graves, on fome. 

~ gccafion, he firft tketched out his Poftoral Ballad, in that ftyle which I faw two or three years before 
he went toCheltenham in the fummer of 1743. But mecting there, and becoming very intimate 
vith Mifs C. » Who is ftill living, {1788] he became fo far enamoured as to feel himfelf un 
happy on leaving Cheltenham and the obje@ of his paffion. On this, he enlarged and divided it 
_into the four diftin® parts, Alfeace, Hope, Solicitude, and Difappointment, 
“* Whether Mr, Shenftone was really fo deeply in Jove as he here defcribes himfelf, may perhaps 
" be queitioned ; for, as Lord. Shaftefbury obferves, “A fmall foundation of any paflion will ferve us, 
not only to act it well, but even to work ourfelves into it beyond our own reach.” At lealt, if it were 
true, as Dr. Johnfon afferts, that “ he might have obtained the indy ta whom his Paftoral Baliad, 
was addrefied,” it muft have been a mere poetical fight to talk as he dogs of ker cruelty and ig 
as 
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Carey * She finil’d.—-and } could not but love; 
She was faithlefs—-and I am undone, 


* 1 hardly can believe, as her filter was married to a baronet of confiderable fortune, that Mit 
C-——-, in her bloom} would have condefeended to marry a man, however deferving, of fo final. 
a fortune as Mr. Shenftone. And though, from his acquired habits and_tatte of life, he could not 
ave been happy with a woman of inferior education, yet, as he was fenfible his income was not fuf- 
ficient to fupport a lady of Mifs C. ’s defcription, he never afpired to that happinefs; as he 
fays, in_a letter on this occafion, “ marriage was not once the fubjed of our converfation, nor even, 


love; as I can add from the beft authority: — - : Be 








nec conjugis unquam 
Practendi tadas, aut hac in fadera veni.” Vira. 


After his fettlement at the Leafowes, though the embellishment of his farm engaged his thoughts, _ 
he occafionally wroce moft of his elegics, “ partly,” fays he, “ to divert my prefent impatience, od 
partly, as it will be a pidtere of moft that paffes in my own mind, a portrait which friends may value. 

His firft Elegy (the fourth in the collection), called Optelia’s Ura, infcribed to Mr. Graves, alludes, 
to a real urn which de had eredted in the church at Mickleton, with this infcription : - 


Utrecia Smith; 
Puellz fimplici, noc, eleganti; 


Una a&z memor pueritiss 
Macrens pofuit. 
M.DCC.XLIV. 


Utrecia Smith was the daughter of a clergyman, who, from-the, books with which her father fupe. 
plied her, had formed to hertélt a good tate of polite literature, and wrote well in profe, and fome= 
times in verfe. A conneétion of four ar five years with a very ingenious clergyman, “which, for 
prudential reafons, he thought proper to break off, proved insits confequence fatal.to this extraore 
dinary young woman ; and fhe died foon after, greatly lamented by Shenftone, and many moréin- 
genious young people who had been acquainted with her at her native place. . 

The Seventh Elegy was written about the end of 1743, after his teturn from Cheltenham. In his 
way thither he had miffed his road, and wandered till ten o’clock at night on the Cotfwould hills. 
He lays the feene on Orwell’s banks, as Wolfey was born at Ipfwich in Suffolk. 

The Saft Elgy on fey, which has been fuppofed to relate to an unfortunate and criminal amour 
of his own, was known by his friends to have been luggefted by the flory of Mifs Godfrey in Richard 
fon’s “ Pamelia,” 

One of his lateft performances was his Ode on rural Elegance, inferibed to the Duchefs of Somerfet - 
(Countefs of Hertford), a lady diftinguifhed for her exalted piety, as well as every other aecomplifh-. 
ment, It was feat to the Duchels at Percy Lodge, by Lady Luxborough ; with which, and with 
her Ladythip’s account of the Leafowes, and of Shenftone’s character, the profeffed herfelf highly 
pleated. 

Lady Luxborough was fitter to Bolingbroke, an accomplifhed lady ; wrate elegantly, in French 
and Englifh, in verfe and profe. Living unhappily with her’lord, fhe retired to Barrels, an old feat 
in Warwickfhire, which fhe had fitted up in an elegant ftyle, and made her environs a perfect Are, 
cadia, Shenftone, Somervile, and the neighbouring clergy, wrote paftora] ballads and fonnets in 
praife of Lady Luxborough and her Arcadia, She died in 1756, Her “ Letters” to Shenftone, 
which commenced in 1739, and continued to the year of her death, were publithed in 1775, by 
Mr. John Hodgetts of Hagley, his executor. 

About the ycar 1750, he had refolution enough to take a journey of near 70 miles acrofs the coun- 
try, to vifit his friend Mr. Whiftler, at Whitchurch in Oxfordtbire ; which, unfortunately, occafioned 
a temporary coolnefs and interuption of intercourfe between them. 

Mr. Whiftler lived in an clegant ftyle, and was vifited by ail the gentecl families in the neighbour- 
* food, With manly fenfe, and a fine genius, he had a delicacy of tafte and foftnefs of manners, 

bordering on effeminacy. He laid a ftrefs on trivial circumflances in his demeftic economy, which 
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Shenftone affeéted to defpife. This difpofed him one evening to ridicule Mr. Whifticr’s areat folie 
eitide in preparing for an entertainment in hishoufe. Inftead of dreffing for the company, he con= 
” tinued lolling at his egfe, and difputing rather perverfely on the folly and abfurdity of laying a ftrefs 
wren fuch trifles. The difpute ran high; and, although he fuppreffed his choler that evening, yet 
Be curtailed his vifit two or three days, and took a cool leave next morning. 
Mr. Whiftler died.in 175435 and it appears, from a letter on his death, that Shenftone ftill retained 
the fame warmth of affection for his old friend. , 
* Poor Mr, Whiftler! how do all our, little difputes appear to us now! yet we may with comfort 
veflect that they were not of a kind that affected the vitals of our friendfhip; we fondly loved and 
efleemed cach other—of neceflity, tales animas oportuit fe concordes, Sc. Not a fingle embellihment 
have T given to my place finee he was aft here; but I have had his approbation and amufement in- 
my eye.’ 
He paid fo great a deference to the tafte of Mr. Whiftler, that he feldom wrote a letter to him 
‘without the utmoft care and attention, which made him fo much Jament the deftroying that corref= 
pondence after his death. 
From this time, he went but feldom from home, and grew daily more indolent and fedentary ; 
Pot he was always alert and attentive to the claims of fricadfhip and benevolence. 
__ As far as his influence extended, he patronized Mils Wheatley, Mr. Woodhoufe, and Mr, Giles, 
and corrected and improved their poetical compofitions. He promoted the publication of Livic's 
elegant edition of Horace; affited Mr. Hull in writing his tragedy of “ Henry I. or the Fall of 

- Rofamond ;" and fuggefted to Dr, Percy, the prefent refpeStable bifhop of Dromore, sthe fcheme of 
yeblithing his “ Reliques of Ancient Poetry ;” and, as he gratefully acknowledges, greatly affited 
him in that work, . 

AB the < difpreportion of his fortune to the exigencies of his ftation was generally known among 
7 kis friends, Tome of them, in the latter part of his life, and he himfelf believed, among others, the 
Prefent Lord Loughborough applied to Lord Bute to procure hima penfion. Such bounty could 
not have been ever more properly beftowed; but that it was ever afked of the king is not certain. 
He was made to helieve that the patent was actually made out, when his death rendered unne- 

ceflary any farther concern of his friends for his future eafe and tranquillity in this world. 

He had been on a vifit té his fri:nd Lord Stamford at Enville, from whence he did not return till 
Sunday while the people were at church. It was @ very cold day; and he was foon after feized with 
afever of the putrid kind, which terminated fatally. He died about five on Friday morning, Fe- 
bruary 11.1763; and was buried near his brother, under a plain flat tone in the churcheyard of , 
Hales-Owem Afterwards, his friend Mr. Graves ercetcd a neat urn to his memory, in Hales-Owen 
church, with an infeription, the laft line of which has an immediate reference to the place of his in- 
terment. An urn was alfo erected to his memory at Hagley, by his friend Lyttleton; and feats 
were ikfcribed to him by Mr. Knight at Wooverly in Worcefterfhire, and by the Marquis de Gi- 
rardin at Ermenonyille, “ the Leafowes of France.” 

His Works, in Verfe and Profe, moft of which were never before printed, were collected and publifhed, in 
2 vols. 8vo. 1764, with am “ Account of his Life,” anda “ Defcription of the Leafowes,” by his friend 
Dodfley. A third volume, containing his Letters, was publifhed in 1769. A poetical defcription of 
the Leafowes is printed in “ Woodhoufe’s Poems,” and in “ Giles’s Mifcellanies.” It has been 
improved by a plain elegant houfe, built in 1776, by Edward Horne, Efg. the prefent poffeffor, 
who has infcribed a feat near one of the cafcades, 





'To William Shenftone, Ef. 
Whole genius firft difcovered, 
‘Whofe amiable manners recommended, 
Whole writings adorned 
The beauties of this villa, 
(Before neglected and unknown) 
This feat, with its concomitant ftream, 
Ts dedicated by 

ELH. 
3776, 
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perfonal chara@er appears in them in the fame amiable Light as ist his poetica? tomipofitions ; 
they contain the “ hiftory of his mind for the laft 24 years of his life.’ . 

His letters on the death of his brother are the genuine effufions of a feeling heart, pierced with 
the moft poignant grief and afli@ion. His account of the people of rank who came to fee his place, 
he wrote only to two of his moft intimate friends, Jago and Mr. Graves, among the ordinary oc- 
currences of his life. . 

His charader, as given by Dr. Johnfon, cannot be generally allowed, without making confiderable 
exceptions in favour of the comprebenfivenrfs of his mind, the aéfivity of his curiofity, and the variety z 
of his knowledge. The concluding criticifm is unreafonably fevere; Had his mind been better 
ftored with knowledge, he certainly would have been reat; with his prefent ftore, he is univerfally 
allowed to be agreeable. . 

“ His poems confift of elegies, odes, and ballads, bumorous fallies, and moral pi:ses, 

“ His conception of an clegy he has in his Preface very judicioufly and difcriminately explained. 
It ts, according to his account, the effufion of a contemplative mind, formetimes plaintive, and ale 
ways ferious, and therefore fuperior to the glitter of flight ornaments. His compofitions fuit not 
ill to this defcription. His topics of praife are the domettic virtues, and his thoughts are pure and 
fimple; but, wanting combination, they want variety. ‘The peace of folitude, the innocence of in« 
activity, and the unenvicd fecurity of an humble flation can fill but a few pages. That of which 
the effence is uniformity, will be foon defcribed. His elegies have therefore too much refemblance 
of each other, 

“ The lines are fometimes fuch as elegy requires, fmooth and cafy; but to this praife his claim ie 
not conftant; his digtion is often harfh, improper, and affected, his words ill coined or ill chofen, 
and his phrafe unfkilfully inverted. . 

“ ‘The Lyric Poems are almoft all of the light and airy kind, fach as trip lightly and némbly along, 
without the load of any weighty meaning. From thefe, however, Rural Elegance has fome tight to 
be excepted. Tonce heard it praifed by a very learned lady; and, though the lines are irregular, 
and the thoughts diffufed with too much verbofity, yet it cannot be denied to contain both philofo~ 
phical argument and poetical fpirit. : A 

« Of the reft, 1 cannot think any excellent the Siy-Lark pleafes me beft, which has, however, 
more of the epigram than of the ode. . . 

“ But the four parts of the Pofteral Ballad demands particular notice. I cannot but regret that it 
is paftoral ; an intelligent critic, acquainted with che f{cenes of real life, fickens at the mention of 
the crook, the pipe, the /eep, and the kids, which it is not neceffary to bring forward to notice ; for the 
poet’s art is {eleCtion, and he ought to thow the beauties without the grofinefs of a country life. 


“In the firft part are two paflages, to which, if any mind denies its fympathy, it has no acquainte 
ance with love or nature: 





1 priz’d every hour that went by, 
: Beyond alk that had pleas’d me before, &e. 


“ In the fecond, this paffage has its prettinefs, though it is not equal to the former zy 


T have found out a gift for my fair; 
Thave found where the wood-pigeons breed, &&c. 


“ In the third, he mentions the common places of amorous poetry with fome addrefs: 
°Tis his with mock paffion to glow, &e. 
In the fourth, J find nothing better than this natural {train of Hope: 


Alas! from the day that we met, 
‘What hope of an end to my woes? &e. 7 


“ His Levifies are, by their title, exempted from the feverities of criticifin ; yet it may be remarke 
“ed. in a few words, that his humour is femetimes grofs, and feldom fprightly, 
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« Of hie Moral Poems, the firft is the Choice of Hercules, from Xenophon. The numbers are foot,” 
the diction elegant, and the thoughts juft; but fomething of vigour is ftill to be wifhed, which ic 
‘might have had by brevity and compreffion. His Fate of Delicacy has an air of gaiety, but not a very 
pointed or general moral. His blank verfes, thofe that can read them, may probably find to be like 
the blank verfes of his neighbours. Love and Honour is derived from, the old ballad, * Did-you not 
hear of a Spanifh Lady ?” 1. with it well enough to with it were in rhyme. 

“ The Schoolmifrei, of which 1 know not what claim it has to Nand among the moral works, is 
farely the moft pleafing of Shenftone’s performances. The adoption of a particular ftyle, in light 
and fhort compofitions, contribute much to the increafe of pleafure; we are entertained at once 
with two imitations, of nature in the fentiments, of the original author in the flyle; and between 
them the mind is kept in perpetual employment. 

« The general recommendation of Shenftone, is eafinefs and fimplicity ; his general defect, is want 
of comprehenfion and variety. Had his mind been better ftored with knowledge, whether he could 
have been great | know not; he could certainly have been agrecable.” 


= 
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ELEGIEQS, 


WRITTEN ON MANY DIFFERENT OCCASIONS. 


© Tantam inter denfa 
“ Affidué venicbat; it 
“* Montibus et (ylvis fiu 











umbrofa cacumina, fagos, 
zc incondita, felus, 
jattabat inani 


Vine. 











A PREFATORY ESSAY ON ELEGY. 


Tr is obfervable, that difcourtes prefixed to poetry 
are contrived very frequently to inculcate fuch 
tenets as may exhibit the perfqarmance to the 
reateft advantage. The fabric is very common- 
y raited in the firff place, and the meafures, by 
which we are to judge of its merit, are after- 
wards adjufted. 

‘There have been few rufes given us by the cri- 
tics concerning the ftructure of elegiac poetry 5 
and far be it from the author of the following 
trifles to dignify his own opinions with that deno- 
mination. He would only intimate the great va- 
tiety of /ubjeis, and the different fydes in which 
the writers of clegy have hitherto indulged them- 
Telves, and endeavour to thield the following ones 
by the latitude of their exantple. 

Tf we confider the etymology * of the word, 
the epithet which | Horace gives it, or the con- 
feffion which { Ovid makes concerning it, I think 
we may conclude thus much, however, that elegy, 
in its trac and genuine acceptation, includes a 





‘tender and querutous idea: that it looks upon 


ihis as its peculiar charagteriftic, and fo long as 


zhis is thoroughly fuftained, admits of a variety ; 


of fubjects; which, by its manner of treating 
them, it renders them its own. Ie throws its me- 
Jancholy fole over pretty different obje@s ; which, 


alla kind of folemn and uniform appearance. 
It is probable that elegies were written at fir? 
upon the death of intimate friends and near rela- 
¥ p-arcquy, s particulam dolendi. 
7“ ildferabiles elegas.” Hor. 
“} “ Hew nimis ex vero aune tibi nome: 
Ovin. co 











Vou UX: 


tions ; celebrated beauties, or favourite miftreffes ; 
beneficent governors and illufirious men: one 
may add perhaps, of all thofe, who are placed by 
Virgil in the laurel-grove of his Elyfium, (See 
Hurd’s Differtation on Hordce’s Epiftle.) 

. “ Quique fui memotes alios fecere merendo.”” 


After thefe fubjeéts were fufficiently exhaufted, 
and the feverity of fate difplayed in the moft af. 
fecting inftances, the poets fought‘occafion to vary 
their complaints; and the next tender fpecies of 
forrow that prefented itfelf, was the gtief of ab~ 
Sent or negleGed lovers. Aud this indulgence 
might be indeed allowed them; bot with rhis’ 
they were not contented. They had obtained a 
fmail corner in the province-of love, and they 
took advantage, from thence, to over-run the 
whole territory. They fung its {poils, triumphs, 
ovations, and rejoicings *, as well as the capti-, 
vity and exequies that attended it. They gave 
the name of eZegy to their pleafantties as well as 
lamentations; till at laft, through their abundant: 
fondoels for the suyrtle, they forgot that the cy= 
brefs was their peculiar garland. 

In this it is probable they deviated from the 
original defign of elegy ; and it fhould feem, that 
any kind of fubjects, treated in fuch a manner as 


| to diffufe a pleafi lancholy, might far bette 
like the dreffes at a funeral proceffion, gives them ; lerre'the cama than the feowdigen tuition wee 





deferve the name, than the facetious mirth and 
libertine feitivity of the fuccefsful votaries of 
love. 

Evt not to dwell too long upon.an opinion 
which may /eem pethaps introduced to favour the 
following performance, it may not be improper 





* Dicite Fa Pean, et In bis dicite Pean”? 
Ovi 
Pp 
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to examine into the w/e and end of elegy. The 
moft important end of all poetry is to encourage 
virtue. Epic'and tragedy chiefly recommend the 
public virtues; elegy is of a fpecies which iiluf- 
‘Yeates and endears the private. There isa truly 
virtuous pleafure cannected with many penfive 
contemplations, which it is the province and ex- 
cellency of elegy to enforce. This, by prefenting 
faitable ideas, has difcovered fweets in melancholy 
which we could not find in mirth ; and has led us 
with fuccefs to the dufty urz, when we could 
draw no pleafure from the fparkling bow! ; as 
paftoral conveys an idea of fimplicity and inno- 
cence, it is in particular the tafk and merit of 
elegy to fhow the innocence and fimplicity of ru- 
ral life to advantage: and that, in a way diltinét 
from paforal, as much as the plain but judicious 
landlord may be imagined to furpafs his tenant 
hoth in dignity and underflanding. ¥ thould al. 
fo tend to elevate the more tranquil virtues of 
humility, difintereftednefs, fimplicity, and inno- 
cence: but then there is a degree of elegance and 
yefinement, no way inconfiftept with thefe rural 
virtues; and that raifes elegy above that merum 
rus, that unpolifhed rufticity, which has given 
our pafloral writers their highelt reputation. 
Wealth and fplendour will never want their 
proper weight: the danger is, lett they Mould 
too much preponderate. A kind of poetry there- 
tore which throws its chief influence into the o- 
ther fale, that magnifies the fweets of liberty 
and independence, that endears the honett delights 
of love and friendthip, that celebrates the glory 
of 2 good name after death, that ridicules the fu- 
tile arrogance of birth, that recommends the in- 
nucent amufement of letters, and infenfibly pre- 
pres the mind for that humanity it incuicates, 


ich a kind of poetry may chance to pleafe; and 


if it pleafe, should feem to be of fervice. 
As to the flyle of elegy, it may be well enough 
determined from what has gone, before. It fhould 


. imitate the voice and language of grief, or if a 





metaphor of drefs be more agreeable, it fhould be 
fimple and diffufe, and flowing as a mourner’s 
veil. A verfification therefore js defirable, which, 
by indulging a free and anconftrained exprefiion, 
may admit of that fimpticity which clegy re- 
quires. : 

Heroic metre, with alternate rhyme, feems 
well enough adapted to this fpecies of poetry ; 
and, however exceptionable upon other accafions, 
its inconveniencies appear to loie their weight iz 
rter clegies: and its advantages feem to ac- 
qsire an additional importance. The world has 
au admirable example of its beauty in a collection 
of elesies nok long fince publyfled ; the product of 
o gentieman * of the moft exatt tafte, and whofe 
watimely death merits all the tears that elegy can 
thed. 

It is not impoffible that fome may think this 
metre tog lax and profaic: others, that even a 
sore diftulute variety of numbers may have fupe- 
yiar advantages. And, in favour of thefe lait, 
inighr be produced the example of Miltow in his 
fy oblas, together with one of two recent and 


* Mr, amend 














promife the difpute. 
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beautiful imitations of his verfifcation in that mot 
nody. But this kind of argument, Lam apt te 
think, mut prove too much ; fince the writers I 
have in view feem capable enough of recom- 
mending any metre they thal choofe ; zhough it 
muft be owned alfo, that the choice they make 
of any, is at the fame time the ftrongelt prefemp- 
tion in its favour. 

Pevhaps it may be no great difficulty to come, 
There is no one kind of 
metre that is diffinguiflied by rhymes, but is 
liable to fume objection or other. Heroic verfe, 
where every fecond line is terminated by a rhyme, 
(with which the judgment requires that the fenje 
‘hould in fome meature alfo terminate) is apt to 
render the expreffion either feanty or conflra:ned. 
And this is fometimes obfervable in the writings 
of a poet lately deceaied ; though I believe no one 
ever threw fo much fenfe together with fo much 
cafe into a couplet as Mr. Poze. But, as an air 
of conffraint too often accompanies this metre, it 
feems by no means proper for a writer of elegy. 

‘The previous thyme in Milton's Lycidas is very 
frequently placed at fuch a diftance from the fol- 
lowing, that it is often dropt by the memory 
{much better employed in attending to the fenti- 
ment) before it be brought to join its partner: 
and this feems to be the greateft objection to that 
Kind of verfification, But thea the peculiar ease 
and variety it admits of, are no doubt fufficient to 
overbalance the objection, and to give it the pre- 
ference to any other, in an elegy of Jength. 

The chief*objection to which flanzd of all 
kinds is liable, is, that it breaks the fenfe too re- 


gularly, when it is continued through a lon: 


poem. And this may be perhaps the fault of Mr. 
Waller’s excellent punegyric. But if this favit 
be lefs difcernible in fmaller compofitions, as i 
fuppofe it #:, I Hatter mytelf, that the advantages 
T have before mentioned retulting from alternate 
rhyme (with which ftanza is, 1 think, conneéted ) 
may, at leat in foorrer elegies, be allowed to our- 
weigh its imperfections. 

T fwhatl fay bur little of the different ginds of 
elegy. he melancholy of a lover is different, no 
doubt, from what we feel on other mixed ocda- 
fions. The mind in which love and grief at once 
predominate, is foftened to an excefs. Love-ele~ 
Sy theretore is more negligent of order and defign, 
and being addveffed chiefly té the ladies, requires 
little more than tendernefs and perfpicuity. Eles 
gies, that are formed upon promifcucus incidents, 
and addreffed to the world in general, intulcate 
fome fort of moral, and admit a different degrec 
of reafoning, thought, and ardour. 

The author of the following clegies entered on 
his fubjects oceafionaliy, as particular incidents 
in life fuggefted, or difpofitions of mind recom- 
mended them to his choice. If he deferibes a ru- 
ral [and{cape, or unfolds the train of fentiments- 
it infpired, he faitly drew his picture from the {pot; 
and felt very fenfibly the affeCtion he communi. 
cates, Ifhe {peaks of his humble flied, his flocksand 
his fleeces, He dues not counterfeit the fcene ; wivo 
having (whether through choice or necefiit}, is 
not material) retired betimes to country-folitudes, 
and fought his happinefs ia rural employments, 
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hae a vight to confider himfelf as a real shepherd. 
The flocks, the meadows, and the grottos, are 
Bis own, and the embellithment of his farm his 
fole amufement. As the fentiments ‘therefore 
were infpired by nature, and that. in the earlier 
part of his life, he hopes they will retain 2 natu- 
ral gppearance : diffuling at leaft fome part of 
that amufement, which he freely acknowledges 
he received from the compofition of them. 

‘There will appear perbaps a real inconfitency 
in the moral tenor of the feveral elegies; and the 
fubfequent ones may fometimes feem a recanta- 
tion of the preceding. The reader will {carce im~ 
pute this to overfight; but will allow, that men’s 

opinions as weil as tempers vary ; that neither 

"public nor private, aétive nor fpeculative lite, are 

‘wnexceptionably happy, and confequently that 
any change of opinion concerning them may afford 
an additional beauty to poetry, as it gives us a 
morg {triking repretentation of life. 

If the author, has hazarded, thtoughout, the 
wie of Englith or modern allufions, he hopes it 

“i not be imputed to an entire ignorance, or to 
leat difetteem, of the ancient learning. He 
nas kept the ancient plan and method in his eye, 
though he builds his edifice with the materials of 
his own nation. In other words, through a fond- 









nets for his native country, he has made ufe of 
the fowers it produced, though, in order to ex- 


ELEGY 1. 
“Me arrives at his retirement inthe country, axd 
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hibit them to the greater advantage, he has ens 
deavoured to weave his garland By the beft model 
he could find: with what fuccels, beyond his own 
amufement; muft be left to judges lefs partial to 
him than either his acquaintance or histriends.--- 
If any of thofe fhould be fo candid, as to approve 
the variety of fubjects he has chofen, and the ten- 
dernefs of fentiment he has endeavoured to im- 
prels, he begs the metre alfo may not be too fud- 
denly condemned. The public ear, habituated 
of late to a quicker meafure, may pethaps conf- 
der this as heavy and languid ; but an objeétion 
of that kind may gradually lofe its force, if this 
meafure thould be allowed to fuit the nature of 
elegy. 

It it fhould Happen to be confidered as an ab- 
ject with others, that there is too much of a mo- 
ral caft diffu(ed through the whole ; it is replied, 
that he eadeavoared to animate the poetry fo far 
as not to render this objection too obvious; or to 
rife excluding the fafhionable reader: at the 
fame time never deviating from a fixed principle, 
that poetry without morality is but the b2ofom of 
a fruit-tree. Poctry is indeed like that fpecies 
ot’ plants, which may bear at Once buth fruits and 
bioftoms; and the tree is by no means in perfec- 
tion without the former, however it may beem- 
embeilithed by the flowers which furround it, 


—————————— 


Ah! never could Avnia’s hill difclofe 
So fair a fountain, or fo lov’d a ftream. 


tukes occasion to expatiate in praife of fimplicity. Ye lovelefs bards! intent withrartlefs pains 


TO A FRIEND. 


; Fer rural virtues, and for native tkies, 

£  Thbade Auguita’s venal fons farewell 

prow ‘mid the trees 1 fee my fmoke arife; 

: Now hear the fountains bubbling round my ce! 


O may that genius, which fecures my reft, 
Preferve this villa for a friend that’s dear + 
Ne'er may my vintage glad the fordid breaft ; 

Neer tinge the lip that dares be unfincere ! 


> Far from thefe paths, ye faithlefs friends, depart + 
Fly iny plain board, abhor my hoftile name ! 
“ence! the faint verle that flows not from the 

heart, 
But mourns, in labour’d ftrains, the price of 


: © lov'd fimplicity, be thine the prize ! 

* " Affiduous att curreét her page in vain! 

« Hisbe the palm, who, guiltlefs of difguile, 
Contemns the power, the dull refource to feign! 


Still may the mourner, lavith of his tears 
Yor lucte’s venal meed, invite my (corn ! 

Still may the hard diffembling doubts and fears, 
For praile, for flattery fighing, figh forlorn! 


Sofas the line of fove-fick Hammond flows, 
“T'was his fond heart effus'd the melting theme ; 


To form a figh, or to contrive a tear ! 
b.Forego your Pindus, and on —— plains 
Survey Camilla’s charms, and grow fincere. 


1p, | But thou, my friend ! while in thy youthful foul 


Love's gentle tyrant feats his awful throne, 
Write from thy bofom—let not art controul 
The ready pen, that makes his ediéts known, 


Pleafing, when youth is long expir’d, to trace 
‘The forms our pencil, of our pen defign’d ! 

“ Such was our youthful air, and thape, and facet 
« Such the foit image of our youthful mind ! 


{fame ! } soft whilft we fleep beneath the rural bowers, 


The loves and graces fteal unfeen away 5 
And where the turf diffus'd its pomp of flowers, 
We wake to wintery fcenes of chill decay : 


Curfe the fad fortune that detains thy fair; 
Praife the foft hours that gave thee to her arms; 
Paint thy proud {corn of every vulgar care, 
When hope exalts thee, or when doubt alarms. 


Where with Oenone thou haft worn the. day, 
Near fount or ftream, in meditation, rove ; 
If in the grove Oenone lov’d to ftray, 
‘The faithful mule fhail meet ties 2° the grove. 
PY 


ELEGY IL 


bn pofbemous reputation. 
TO A FRIEND: 
Oensep of griefs that envy’s frantic ire 
Should rob the living virtue. of its praife ; 
© foolith evfes! that with zeal infpire 
To deck the cold infenfate thrine with bays! 


“Whea the fee {pirit quits her humble frame, 
© “Worreadthe thies with radiant garlands crown’d, 
“Say, will fhe hear the diftant voice of fame? 

Or, hearing, faitcy {weetnefs in the found ? 


Perhaps ev'n genius-pours a flighted lay ; 
~" Perhaps ev’n friendthip theds a fruitlefs tear ; 
Ev’n Lyttfeton but vainly trims the bay, 

‘Arid fortdly graces Hammond's mourntul bier. 


‘Ehaugh: weeping virgins haunt hjs favour’d urn, 
. Renew their chaplets, and repeat their fighs ; 
* Though near his tomb, Saban odours burn, 
‘Phe ‘loitering fragrance wjll it reach the ikies ? 





No, fhould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 
a :Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain: 
+ + Yet the dear hope of Delia’s future care : 
Once crown'd his pleafurcs, and difpell’d his pain. 


Yesthie fair profpedt of furviving prajfe 
Can every fenfe of prefent joys excel: 
fcr this, great Hadriar chofe laborious.days ; 
‘Through this, expiring, bade a gay farewell. 
Shall then our youths, who faine’s bright fabric 
raife, 
To hife’s precarious date confiné their care? 
© teach them you, to fpread the lacred bafe, 
To plan a work, through lateft ages fair! 


Is it with fmall tranfport, as with curious eye 
" You trace the ftory of each Attic fage, 
To think your blooming praife fhall time defy ? 
’ Shall wafd like oddurs through the pléafing 
page? 
To mark the day, when through the bulky towne, 
~ Around your name the varying ftyle refines ? 
And readers call their loft attention home, 
Led by that index where true genius fines ? 


“Ah let Hot Britons doubt their focial aim, 
Whofe ardent bofom catch this ancient fire! 

Cold intereft melts before the vivid flame, 
And patriot ardours but with life expire ! 


ELEGY M1. 


Qn the untimely death of a certain learsed 
2 acquatztance. 


Tr proud Pygmalion quit his cumbrous frame, 
Funcreal pomp the {canty tear fupplies ; 

Whilf& heralds loud with.venal voicé proclaim, 
Lo! here the brave and the puiffunt lies. 


When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends, 
Pageant nor plume diftinguith Alcon’s bi 
‘The taithful mufe with votive jong att: 
And tots the mournful sumbers with a tezr. 
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He tittle knew the fly penurious art >” 

That odiousart which fortune’s favourites knows, 
Form’d to bettow, he felt the warmeft heart, 

But envious fate fofbade him to bettow. 


He little knew to ward the fecret wound ; 
He little knew that mortals couldenfnare ; 

Virtue he knew ; the nobleit joy he found, 
To fing her glories, and to paint her fair? 


Ill was he tkill'd to guide his wandering theep ; 
And onforefcen difafter thinn’d his fold ; 

Yet at another’s lofs the fwain would weep; 
And, for his friend, his very crook was fold. 


Ye fons of wealth! protect the mufe’s train! ‘ 
From winds proteét thems, usd with food fapplys 

Ah! helplefs they, ty ward the threaten’d pain! | 
The meagre famite, and-the wintery tky ! 


He lovw’d a nymph: amidft his lender fore, 
He dard to love; and Cynthia was his theme ; 
He breath'd his plaints along tht rocky fhore, 
‘They only echo'd o’er tee winding ftream! 


His nymph was fair ! the fweeteft bud that blows‘ 
‘ives Jefs lovely from the recent fhower ; 
hilomel enamous*d eyes the rofe ; 

Sweet bird | enamour'd of the fweetett flower ! 


He lov'd the mufe ; the taught him to complain ; 
He faw his timorous foves on her depend ; 

| He lov’d the mufe ; although the taught in vain 

He lov’d the mute, for fe. was virtue’s friend. < 


She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ; 
She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain; 

She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 

Qf vice’s brovWel, forth to virtue’s fane. 





He with'd for wealth, for much he wifl'd to give 
He griev'd that virtue might not wealth chtaing 

Pitcous of woes, and hopelefs to relieve, 4 
The penfive profpect fadden’d all his ftrain, 


I faw him faint ! I faw him fink to reft! 

Like one ordain’d to {well the vulgar throng s: 

As though the virtues had not warm’d his breait, 
As though the mufes not in{pir’d his tongue. 


I faw his bier ignobly crofs the plain 
Saw peafant hands the pious rite fupply + 

‘The generous rattics mourn’d the friendly fwain, 
But power and wealth’s unvarying cheek was 
ay! 

Such Alcon fell; in meagre want forlorn ! 

‘Where were ye then, ye powerful patrons, 

where? 
Would ye the purple fhould your limbs adorn, 
Go wath the confcious blémith with a tear. 


ELEGY Iv. 
. Ophetia’s Urn. 
TQ MR. GRAVES. 


Turoucn the dim veil of evening’s dufky fhede, 
Near fome lone fane, or yew’s funereal freen, 

What dreary forms has magic fears furvey’d ! 
What fhrouded fpectres inperitition feen } 


“Ba “teeure thal pour your fad complaint, 
Nor dread the meagre phantom’s wan array; 
What none bur fear’s officious hand can paint, 


Miticn’s eye, furvey. 








, The glimmering twilight and the doubtful dawn 
| Shall fee your ttep tu thefe fad fcenes return : 
Conftant, as cryftal dew’s impearl the lawn, 
Shal] Strephon’s tear bedew Qphelia’s urn, 


Sure nought unhaflow'd fhal! prefume to ftray 
Where fleep the relics of that virtuous maid: 

Nor aught uniovely bend its devious way, 
Where-foft Ophelia’s dear remains are laid.-, 


Haply thy mufe, as with unccafing fighs ‘or 
i She keeps late vigiis on her urn reelin’d, 
- May fee light groups of jleafing vifions rife: 
And phantoms glide, but of celeftial kind.” 


There fame, her clarion pendant at her fide, - 
Shall feek forgiveneis af Opheli’s thade; 

& Why has fuch'worth, without dittinétion, dy" 
“ Why, like the defert’s lily, bloom'd to fade?” 


Then young fimplicity, averfe to feign, 
Shail unmoletted breathe her foftett figh : 

And candour with unwanted warmth complaia, 
And innocence indulge a wailful cry, 


Then elegance, with coy judicious hand, 
Shall cull frefh fowrets for Ophelia’s tomb: 
And beauty chide the Fates’ fevere command, 
‘That fhow’d the frailty of fo fair a bloom ! 


And fancy then, with wild ungovern’d woe, 
Shall her lov’d pupil’s native tatte explain 5 
For mournful fable ail her lues forego, 
And afk iweet folace uf the mule in vain! 


Ah, gentle forms, expect no fotid relict ; 
Too much the facred Nine their lofs deplore ; 
Vell may ye grieve, nor find an end of griet— 
Your bet, your brighteit favourite is no mote. 
: bade 


ELEGY Vv. 


He compares the turbulence of love with the 
: tranguillily of friendjhip. 
‘TO MELISSA HIS FRIEND. 


From love, from angry Jove’s inclement reign 

I pals a while to friendthip's equal fries ; 
Thou, generous maid, reliev’ft my partial pain , 
° And cheer’ the victim of another's eyes. 


°Tis thou, Mcliffa, thou deferv'tt my care: 
How can my will and reafon difagree? 

How can my paffion live bencath de{pair! 
How can my bofom figh for aught but thee? 


" Ab dear Meliffa! pleas'd with thee to rove, 
"My (oul has yet furviv’d its dreariet time; 
Hl can I bear the various clime of love ! 

Love is a pleafing, but a various clime! 





So fmiles immortal Maro’s favourite thore, 
“e Parthenope, with every verdure crown'd !! 
‘Wren. ftrait Vefuvio’s horrid cauldrons roar, 


Aad the dry vapour blaits the regions round, 










-ELEGIES _ 


} Oh blifsful regions! oh unrival’d plains! . 
When Maro to thefe fragrant haunts retir'd} 

Oh fatal realms! and oh accurtt domains ** 
When Pliny, *mid fulphureous clouds, expird lk 


f So {miles the furface of the treacherous main 
As o'er its waves the peaceful halcyons 

When foon rude winds their wonted rule regain, 
And iky and ocean mingle in the fray, --= 


But let or air contend, or ocean rave $ 
Ev'n hope fublide amid the billows telt ; 
Hope, ftilt emergent, ftifl contemns the wave, 
And not a feature’s wonted {mile is loi!’ 








: . os ELEGY VL 


TO A LADY ON THE LANGUAGE oP aIRDS. 


Come then, Dione, let us Tange the grove, = 
The fcieuce of the feather'd choirs explore s+ 
Hear linnets argue, Inrks defcant of love, "|| 
Ang blame the gloom of folitude no more. ye 
My doubt fubfides_'tis no Italian fong, 
Nor fenfele(s ditty, cheers the vernal tree: 
Ah! who, that hears Dione's tuneful tongue, 


Shall doubt that mufic may with fenfe agree 2 


And come, my mufe ! that lov’ the fylvan thade; 
Evolve the mazes, and the mitt difpel: 7 

Trandate the fong ; convince my doubting maid, 
No folemn dervile can explain fo well 


Penfive beneath the twilight thades I fate, * - 
‘The flave of hopelefs vows, and cold difdain? 

When Philome! addrets’d his mournful mate, 
And thus I contzued the mellifluent ftraine 


“* Sing on, my bird—the liquid notes prolong, 
At every note a lower fheds his tear ; 

Sing on, my bird---’tis Damon hears thy fong ; 
Nor doubt to gain applaufe, when lovers heary 





He the tad fource of our complaining knows ; 
A foe to Tereus, and to lawlefs love ! 

He mourns the ftory of our ancient woes; 
Ah could our mulic his complaints remove ! 


Yon’ plains are govern'd by a peerlefs maid: _ . 
And fee pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted fky, 

A train of lovers court the chequer'd fhade; 
fing on, my bird, and hear thy mate’s rep! 

Erewhile no thepherd to tifefe woods retir’d ; 
No lover bleit the glow-worm’s pallid ray : 

Bot ill-ftar’d birds, that liftening not admis’d, 
Or itftening envy’d our Superior lay. 





Cheer’d by the fun, the vaffals of his power, 
Let fuch by day unite their jarting ftrains } 
But let us choofe the calm. the lent hour, ~ 


Nor want fit audience while Diong reigns, 
“ELEGY VIE 
He dcferibeg bis vifign to an acquaintance, ‘s 


, 
&el 


“ Catera per terras omnes animalia, 
cae ee + Vine 


On diftant heaths, beneath autumnal fisies, 
Penfive I faw the sircling fhades defcend 3. 
: Epil 


yeh 
Weary and faint I heard the ftorm arife, 4 
While the fun vaniih’d, like a faithle(s friend. 


No kind companion led my fteps aright ; 
No friendly planet lent its glimmering ray; 
Ev'n the Jone cot refus’d its wonted light, ~ 
Where toil in peaceful flumber clos’d the day. 


‘Then the dull bell bad given a pleafing found; 
The village cur "twere tranfport then to hear 5 
Tn dreadful lence all was huth’d around, 
While the rude ftorm alone diftrefs’d mine ear. 


As led by Orwell's winding banks I ftray'd, 
‘Where towering Wolley hreath'd his native air; 
* A fudden Inftre chas’d the flitting thade, 
The founding winds were huth’d, and all was 
fair. : 


Inftant a grateful form appear’d confett ; 
White were his locks, with awful fcarlet crown'd, 
And livelier far than Tyrian feem'd his vett, 
That with the glowing purple ting’d the 
ground, : 


Stranger, he faid, amid this pealing fain, 
Benighted, lonefome, whither would'tt thou 
firay? s pee A 
Does wealth or power thy weary ftep conftrain? 
Reveal] thy wifl, and jet me point the way, 


For know I trod the trophy’d paths of power; 
‘elt every joy that fair ambition brings ; 
. And left the lonely roof of yonder bower, 
To ftand beneath the canopies of kings. 


I bade low hinds the towering ardour thare ; 
Nor meanly rofe, to blefs mylelf alone: 
I inatch’d the thepherd from his fleecy care, 
And bate his wholefome dictate guard the 
throne. a 


Low at my feet the fuppliant peer I faw ; 
1 faw prond empires my decifion wait; 
_ My will was duty, and my word was law, 
My fale was tranfport; and my frown was 
ate.” ' 


Ab me! faid I, nor power Tfeek, nor gain; 
Nor urg’d by hope of fame thefe toils endure ; 
A fimple youth, that feels a lover's pain, 
, And, from his friend's condolence, hopes a cute. 


He, the dear youth, to whofe abodes I roam, 
Nor can mine honours, ner my fields extend ; 
Yet for his fake I leave my diltant home, - 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend. 


Beneath that home I feorn the wintery wind ; 
The Spring, to fhade me, robes her taireit tree; 

And if a friend my grafs-grown threfhold find, *- 
O how my-lonély cot'refounds with giee $-"~ 


Yet, though averfe to gold in heeps amafs'd, 
. _ Lwith to blefs, I languifh to beftow ; - 
And though no friend to fame’s chftreperous blatt, 
Sel, to ber dulcet murmuss not a foe. 7 * 


‘Too proud with fervile tone ta deign addrefs; 
Teo mean to think that honours are my due: 
Yet, thould fome patron yield my flores to bleis, 

HU fare thout!d deem my boundlels thanks were few, 
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But tell me, thou ! that, Tike a meteor’sB ., 
Shot'tt blazing forth; difdaining dull degrees; 

Should I to wealth, to fame, to power afpire, 
Matt I not pafs more rugged paths than thefe ? 


Mutt I not groan beneath a guilty load, 
Praife hint fcorn, and him I love betray? * 
Does not felonious envy bar the road ? ent 
Or falfehood’s treacherous foot befet the way? 


Say, fhould I pafs through favour’s crowded gate, 
Mutt not fair truth inglorious wait behind ? 

Whilft I approach the glittering fcenes of ftate, 
My beft companion no admittance find? .* 


Nurs’d in the fhades by freedom’s lenient care, 
Shall f the rigid fway of fortune own? 

Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare 
To {purn an altar, and adore a throne? 


And when prond fortune’s ebbing tide recedes, 
And when it leaves me no unfhaken friend, 

Shall EF not weep that e’er I left the meads, 
Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend 


Oh! if thefe ills the price of power advance, 
Check not my fpeed where focial joys invite !-. 

‘The troubled vifion caft a mournful glance, 
And fighing yanith’d in the fhades of night. 


i & ELEGY VIL 


Me deferibes bis early love of poetry, and its cons 
Sequences. or 


_ TO MR. GRAVES, 1745. 
Written after the death of Mr. Pope. 


Au me! what envious magic thins my fold? 
What mutter'd fpell retards their late increafe 3° 
Such leffening fleeces mut the fwain behold, 
That e’er with Doric pipe effuys to pleafe? 


I faw my friends in evening circles meet;* ~ 
I took my vocal reed, and tun’d my lay; 

heard them fay my vocal rced, was fweet: 
Ah fool! to credit what I heard them fay 


Til fated bard! that feeks his {kill to thow, © 
Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear! 
Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 
To guide his doubtful ttep, has more to fear. 


Nor could my Graves miftake the critic’s laws, 
‘Till pious friendihip mark'd the pleafing way + 

Welcome fuch error! ever bleft the caufe! . 
Ev’n though it ied me boundlefs leagues aftray ! 


Couldt thou reprove me, when T nurs’d the flame 
On liftening Cherwell’s ofier banks reciin’d ? 
While, foe to fortune, unfedue' by fame, 
I footh’d the bias of a carelefs mind, 


Youth’s gentle kindred, health and love were met? 
What though in Alma’s guardian arms E play'd2 

How thail the muie thofe vacant, houts forget 2- 
Or deem that blifs by folid cares repaid? -~ 


Thou know’ ft how tranfport thrills thetenderbreatt, 
Where love and fancy fix their opening reign ? 
How nature Shines ia livelier colours dreit, 
‘To biefs their union, and to grace their train. 


ELEG 


Sat when Phoebas.met the Cyprian queen, 
AndTavour’d Rhadesheheld their pafGoncrown'd 
Vautual flowers enrieh’d the painted green; 
And iwift fpontaneous rofes blufh’d around, 


Now fadly lorn, from Twitnam’s widow'd bower, 
The drooping mules take their canal way ; 

And where they ftop, a flood of teaff thiey pour; 
Kad where they weep, no more the fields are gay. 


‘Where is the dappled. pink, the {prightly rofe > 
‘The cowflips golden cup no.more I (ee : 

Dark and difcalour'd every flower that blows, 
To form the garland, Elegy! for thee !— 


Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead ; 
Ah might we now the pious rage control ; 

Huth'd be my grief ere every limile be fled, 
Ere the deep welling figh fubvert the foul ! 


df near fome trophy {pring a ftripling bay, 
Pleas'd we behold the graceful umbrage rife ; 

But {oon too deep it works its baneful way, 
And, low on ezrth, the proitrate ruin lies, 


ELEGY & 
He deferibes his difinterefednefs to a friend. 
Tnr’er mutt tinge my lip with Celtic wines ; 
The pomp of India mut Eneter difplay ; 
Nor boaft the produce of Peruvian mines, 
Nor, with Italian founds, deceive the day. 


Down yonder brook my cryftal beverage flows; 
My gratetul theep their annual fleeces bring ; 
Fair m my garden buds the damatk rote, 
And, from my grove, I hear the throftle fing. 


My fellow fwains! avert your dazzled eyes: 
To vain ailur’d by glittering fpoils they rove. 
‘The fatesne’ertneant them for the thepherd's prize, 
Yet gave them ample tecompence in love. 


‘They gave you vigour from your parent’s veins ; 
hey gave you toils; but toils yonr finews brace; 
They gave you nymphs, that own their amorous 
pains, 
And thades, the refuge of the gentle race. 


t 


To carve your loyes, to paint your mutual flames, 
~ See! polith'd fair, the beech’s friendly rind ! 
‘Yo fing tott carrols to your lovely dames, 

Sce vocal grots, and echoing vales alfigo’d ! 


Would’ thou, my Strephon, love'sdelightedflave! 
- ‘hough fure the wreaths of chivalry to thare, 
Fovego the ribbon thy Matilda gave, 

sind, giving, bade thee in remembrance wear? 


Tl fare my peace, but every idle toy, 
Iftomy mind my Delia’s form it brings, 
Has truer worth, imparts fincerer joy, 
Than all that bears the radiant ttamp of kings. 


© ey foul weeps, my breatt with anguith bleeds, 
When love deplores the tyrant power of gain! 
Diflaining riches as the futile weeds, 


Tile fuperior, and the rich difdain. 





ObFrom the ftream, flow wandering down the glade, 
Penfive L hear the nuptial peal rebound ; 


ifs. sof 
“ Some mifer weds, Icry, the captive maid, 
“* And fome fond lover fickens at the found.” 


Not Somerville, the mufe’s friend of old, 
‘Though now exalted to yon ambient iky,: 
So thun’d a foul difain’d with earth and gold, 

So lov’d the pure, the generous breaft, as 1. 


Scorn'd be the wretch that quits his genial bowl, 
His loves, his friendthips, ev'n his felf sefigns ; 
Perverts the facred inftinct of his foul, 
And to a duceat’s dirty {phere confines. 


But come, my friend, with taite, with fciencebleft, 
Ete age impair me, and ere gold allure ; 
Reftore thy dear idea to my breatt, 
The rich depofit fhall the thrine fecure. . 


Let others toil to gain the fordid ore, . 
The charms of independence let us fing 5 
Bleft with thy friendthip, can I with for more? . 
Tl fpurn the boaited wealth of Lydia’s king. 


ELEGY xX. 
To Fortune ; Sugashing bis motive 


er difpenfations. 
Asx not the caufe, why this rebellious tongue 
Loads with freth curles thy detefted fway! « 
Aik not, thus branded in my fofteit fong, 
Why ftands the flatter’d name, which all ‘obey ? 


Tis not, that in my thed T lurk forlorn, 
Nor fee my roof on Parian columns rife ; 
That, on this breaft, no mimic ftar is borne, 
Rever'd, ah! more than thole that light ‘the 
tkies. : . 


Sor repining at 


’Tis not, that on the turf fupinely laid, 

I fing or pipe, but to the flocks that graze ; 
And, all inglorious, in the lonefome fhade, 

My finger ftiffens, agd my voice decays, 


Not, that my fancy mourns thy ftern command, 
When many an embryo dome i8 loft in airs 
While guardian pradence checks my eager hand, 


And, ere the turf is broken, cries, * Forbear. 


“ Forbear, vain youth 
gold, 
“ Nor let yon rifing column more afpire ; 
“ Ah? better dwell in ruins, than behold 
“ ‘Thy fortunes mouldering and thy domesentire. 


“ Honorio built, but dard my laws defy ; 

“ He planted, fcornful of my fage commands ; 
“ The peach's vernal bud regal'd his eye ; 

“ The fruitage ripen’d for more frogal hands. 


*be cautious, weigh thy 


See the fmall ftream that pours its murmuring tide 
O’er fome rough rock that would its wealth 
difplay, 
Difplays it aught but penury and pride > 
Ah conftrue wifely what fach murmurs fay. 
“* How would fome fiood, with ampler treafures 
Diftainful view the feantling drops diftil ! [hlea, 
How muft * Velino thake his reedy creft! 
How every cygnet mock the boaftive rill 





* A river 





italy. 





bog, THE WORKS OF SHENSTONE. 
Fortune, I yield ! and fee, I give the fign; 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home; 
Collects the fquare, the level, and the line, 
. And, with retorted eye, forfakes the dome. 








ftroke my din !* 


. Smit with the charms of fame, whofe lovely fpoil, 
Yes, I can patient view the Miadélefs plains ; The wreath, the garland, fite the poet's pride, 
Can unrepining leave the tifing wall: Itrim'd my 1 y p, confum'd the midi xf 





ime 


pres 





Check the fond love of art-that'§r'd my veins, But feon the paths of health and 
ng m ats : : 

And my warm : pe in fall purfuit, recall, Oft too I pray’d, "twas nature form’d the praye 

Defcend, y¢ ttorms't deftroy ‘my tifing pile ; To grace my native fcenes, my rural ho 

Loos'd: beth whirlwind’s ‘unremitting {way ; | To fee my trees expréfs my planter’s care, 

Contented, pithough the gazer fmile And gay, an Attic taodels, raifé my donic. 
To fee-itifiarce {urvive a winter's day. B Basa! Re ee 
jut now ‘tis o’er, the dear delufion’s o’er 


Let fome dull dotard baik in thy gay fhrine, A ftagnant bréezele’s air becalms my foal: 
Asin the fan regales his wanton herd ; A fond afpiring candidate no more, 

Guiltlefs of envy, why thould I repine, I fcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 
That his rude voice, his grating reed’s prefer’d? | youth! inchanting late, profuafely bleft ! 
Let him exult, with boundlefs wealth fupply’dy Bliis ev'n obtrufive courts the frolic mind 

Mine and the fwai’s téladtant pomage thare; ¢ Of health neglectfal, yét by health caret; ‘i 
Bat ah! his tawdry thepberde(s’s pride, Carelefs of favour, yet fecure to find. : S 
Gods’ imuft my Delis, muff my Delia bear? f ay glows the breatt, as opening rofes fair ; 


Moth Delia’s foftnets, elegance, and eate, More free, more vivid, than the linnet’s wing; 


Ty 














Submit to Marian’s dre($? to Marian’s gald? Honett as light, traniparent ev'n as air, 
Mu&. Marian’s robe from diftant India pleafe ? ‘Tender as buds, and layith ag.the fpring, 
‘The fimple fleece my Delia’s limbs enfold ? Not all the force of manhood’s a@ive might, 
“ Yet Gure-on Delia feelns the ruffet fair; Not all the craft.to fubtile age.atiga'd, 
* Yerglittering daughters of difguife, adieu!” | Not (cience thall extortithet dear delight, 
So talk the wife, who: jndgeto! Shape and air, Which gay delufion gave the tender mind. 
~ But will the rural thyne decide {@ true? 


‘ Adieu.foft raptures, tranfports void of care! 
Ah! what is ative worth afteem'd of clowns! Parent of raptures, dear deceit, adieu ! 
“ "Tis thy falfe glare, © fortune! thine they fee: | And you, her daughters, pining with defpair, 
*Tis for my Deha’s fake [dread thy frowns, Why, why fo foon ber fleeting fteps purfue ! 
And my laft gafp thail cusfes breathe on thee, Tedious again to curfe the drizling day ! 







ELEGY XL Again to trace the wintery tracks of fiiow ! 
, . . Or, footh’d by vernal airs, again furvey, 
He complaint how foon the pleafing novelty of ‘The feif-fame hawthornsbud, andcowflips blow! 
: Fife ts over, ae 
T0..R. | ib id O life! how foon of every blifs forlim ! 
: PR eel ccf What ftart falfe joys, and urge tedevibui face: 
» AM mé, my friend! it will ne, will got lat! Actondler:prey ; thet cheers your youthful morn, 
This faity-{cene, that chests qur youthful eyes! | “Then fake untimely, and defrauds the chafe. 
‘The charm diffolves; th; aerial mufic’s patt ; 
The Wanquét ceafes, and the vilion fies. 7 
‘Where are the fplendid fortis, the rich perfumes, ELEGY. XIE 


Where the gay tapers, where the fpaciousdome? 
Wanith'd the cattly pearls, the crimfon plumes, Beis jem 
And we, delightle(s, teit to wander home! No more the mufe obtrudes her.thin difguife ! 

: No more with awkwatd fallacy complains, 


Hiis recantation. 


Vain now are books, the fage’s wifdam vain! How every fervour from my bofom flies, 
What has the world to bribe our fteps aftray ? And reafon in her lonefome palace reigns. 
Ere realtn learns by fiudy’d laws to rei: n, Ere the’ cHill winter of our days arrive 
1 3 ie s ve, 
‘The weaken’d paffions, felf-fubdued, obey. No more the paints the breaft from palfion frec 
T feel, I feel one loitering with furvive— 
Ah, need I, Florio, name that with to thee! 


Scarce has-the fun feven annnal courfes roll’d, 

Scarce fhown the whole that fortune can fupply; 
Since, nae the miter fo carefe’d his gold, The ftar of Venns ufhers in the day, 

As L, for what it gave, was heard to figh, The firit, the loveliett of the train that thine ! 
On the world’s ftage I with’d fome fprightly part; | The itar of Veuus lends her brightelt ray, 

To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace! When other ftars their friendly beams refign. 
was life, "twas tafte, and—oh my foolith heart, 













Sabftantial j di cS Has Still in my breaft one foft defire remains, 
_ Sabftantial joy was Bx'd in power and place, Pure as that ftar, from guilt, from inte 
And you, ye works of art! allur'd mine eye, j Hes gentle Delia trip’d acrofs the 








“phe bicathing picture, and the liviug ftone + dT, Florio, name that v 


ELEGEES. 


Wake cluy'd to find the (cenés df Life the fame 

ve with’ carele(S hand my languid lays; : 

Some fecret impulfe wakes my former Raine, 
‘And fires thy ftrair with hore of brighter days. 


I flept not long beneath yon rural bowers ; 
‘And lo! my crook with flowers adlorn’d I fee = 
Elag gentle Delia pound my crook with flowers, 
‘And need f, Florio, nartie my hopes to thee? 


ELEGY XIll 
Lo a friend, on fore flight occafion oftranged from 
him. 


Viearrs to my friend, and many 4 cheerful day 
‘Around his feat may peaceful thades abide! 
Smoothflow the thinutes,traaght with fmilesaway, 


‘And, till they crown our union, gently glide. 


Ah me! too fwiftly flerts our vernal plaom ! 
Lot to our wonted friesdthip, Loft to joy ! 
Soon may thy breatt the cordial wih relume, 
Ere wintery doubt its tender warmth deftroy, 
Bry 0p 


Say, were it outs, by fortane’s wild command, 
By chance to meet beneath ‘the torrid: zone ; 
Would’tt thou reject thy Damon's plighted. hand ? 
Would’t thou with {corn thy once-lov'd friend 
difown ? 


Life is that ftranger- land, that alien clime : 
Shali kindred fouls forego their focial claim ? 
Luunch’d in the vaft abyis of {pace and time, 
Shall dark fufpicion quench the generous flame? 


Myriads of fouls, that knew one parent mold, 

"Ree {adly fever’d by the laws of chance | 

Myriads, in time’ perennial lift enrolt'd, 
Forbid by fate to charge one trantiéwe glance ‘ 


But we have met—where ills of every form, 
Where paffions rage, and burricanes defeend: 

Say, fhall we nurfe the rage, affitt the ftorm ? 
‘And guide them to the bot of a friend | 





Yes, wehave met---thro’ rapinc, fraud, and wrong: 
Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore | 
Why leave thy friend amid the boifteroug 


throng, 
Ere death divide ui, and -we part no 


re? 
For ch! pale ficknefs warns thy friend away ; 
For me no more the vernal rofes bloom ! 
L fee ftern fate his ebon wand difplays 
And paint the withcr'd regions of the tomb. 


Then the keen anguish from thine eye thall fart, 
Sad as thou follow’ft my untimely bier ; 

« Fool that I was--if friends fo loon meff part, 
“© To let fulpicion intermix a fear.” 


ELEGY XIV. 
‘ 

Declining an invitation fo vifit foreign countries. 
he takes occafion to intimate the advantages of 
bis own. : ‘ 

To LORD TEMPLE. 
Warte others, loft to friendfhip, lof to Jove, 


~ "Waite their beft minutes on a foreign ftrand, 


Be mine, with Britith nymph or {war to rove, 


* And court the genius of my 221 nd, 








Deluded youth | that quite thefe verdant plains, 
To catch the follies of am alien fol!" s 

To win the vice his genuine foul difdains, - 
Return exultant, and import the fpoil £ 


In vain he boafts of his detefted prizes me 
No ntore it blooms to Briti(f climes: corivey’d, 
Cramp'd by the impulle of ungenial tkies,, 
See its fret vigour in a moment fade+ 





Tl exotic folly‘knows its native clime; 
An awkward Rranger, if we waft it-o’er 5 
Why thenthefe toils, this coftly wate. of time, 
To fpread {oft poifon on our happy fhore ? 


T covet not the pride of foreign looms; 
In fearch of foreign modes I feorn to rove 5 - 
Nor, for the worthlefs hird of brighter plumes, 
Would change the meaneft warbler of my groves 


No diftant clime fhall fervile airs impart, 

Or form thefe limbs with pliant eafe to play} 
Trembling I-view-the Gaul’s illufive art, 

That {teals my lov'd rufticity away. 


‘Tis long fince freedom fled th’ Hefperian clime ; 
Her citron groves, her flower-embroidér'd thore; 
She {aw the Britifh’ oak afpire fublime, 
‘And {oft Campania’s olive charms mo more. 


Let partial funs mature the weftern mike, 
To fhed its luftre o’er th’ Iberian mald'; 
Mien, beauty, thape, O native foil, dre thine; 
Thy peerlets daughters afc no foreign aid. 
Let Ceylon’s envy’d plant * perfume the ‘tens,.. 
Till torn to feafon the Batavide bowl f°: 
Ours is the breatt whofe genuine ardowre-pleate, 
Nor need adeug to meliorate the foul. 


Let the proud Soldin wound th’ Arcadian groves, 
Or with rude lips th’ Aonian fount profane; 
The maufe no more by flowery Ladon roves, 
She feeks her Thomfon on the Britifh plain, 








Tell vot of realms by ruthlefs war difmay’d ; 
‘Ah! hapiets realms that war's oppreffion-feel § 

In vain may Auftria boaft her Noric blade,: 2. 1 
If Aultria bleed benéath her boafted fteel. 


Beneath her palm Idume vents her moan; 
Raptur'd the once beheld its friend'y fhade t 
And hoary Memphis boatts-her tombs love, 


The mournful types of mighty power decay dt 


No crefcent here difplays its banefal horns 5 
No turban'd holt the vice of truth reproves ; 
Learning’s free fource the fage’s ‘breaft adorns, 
And poets, not inglorious, chant their loves. 
Boatt, favour'd Media, boaft thy flowery ftores 5 
“Thy thoufand bues by chemic funs refin’d ; 
“fis not the drefsor min thy foul adores, 
*Tis the rich beautics of Britannia’s mind. 
While Grenvilic’s breat t could virtue’s ftores af- 
What envy"d-flota bore (0 fair a freight ?-ffurd, 


\ 











* The cinmamen. * 8 

$ Written a few years after the time of Capt 
i ich happened in 947. The 

awas wot created till 1749. 
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‘The mine compar’d in vain its latent hoard, 
The gem its luftre, and the gold its weight. 


Thee,Grenville,thee with calmeft courage franght, 
Thee the lov’d image of thy native thore 

‘Thee by the virtues arm’'d, the graces taught, 
When fhall we ceale to boatt, ur to deplore? 


Prefumptuovs war, which could thy life deftroy, 
What fhall it-now in recompence decree? 
While friends that merit every earthly joy, 
Feel every anguith ; feel the lofs of thee ! 


Bid me no more a fervile realm compare, 

No mote the mufe of partial praile arraign ; 
‘Britannia {ees no foreign breatt fo fair, 

And, if the glory, glories not-in vain. 


ELEGY XV. 


In the memory of a private family * in Worecfter- 
, foite. 


From a lone tower with reverend ivy crown’'d, 
‘The pealing bell awak’d a tender figh ; 

Stiles the village caught the waving found, 
A {welling tear diflream’d from every eye. 


So droop’d, I ween, each Briton’s breaft of old, 
When the dull curfew {poke their treedom fled ; 
For, fighing as the mournful accent roll’d, 
Our hope, they cry'd, our kind fapport is dead + 


Twas good Palemon-—near a thaded pool, 
A group of ancient elms umbrageous rofe ; 

The flocking rooks, by in(tin¢t’s native rule, 
(This peaceful fcene, for their afylum, chote. 


‘A few (mall fpires to Gothic fancy fair, 
Amid the thades emerging, ftruck the view; 
*Twas here his youth refpir'd its carliett air: 
"Twas here his age breath’d out its lait adieu. 


. One favour’d fon engag’d his tendereft care ; 
“One pious youth his whole affection crown’d : 
In his young breaft the virtues fprang.fo fair, 
Suchcharmsdifplay’d, fuch fweetsdiftus’daround. 


But whilft gay tranfport in his face appears, 
A noxious vapour clogs the poifon’d thy ; 
Blafts the tair crop---the fire is drown'd in tears, 
And, fcarce furviving, fees his Cyathio die « 


O'er the pale carfe we faw him geetly bend ; 
Heart-chill’d with grief--“ My thread, hecry’d, 
is fpun ! 
¥f heaven had meant E fhould my life extend, 
Heaven had preferv’d my life’s fuppost, my fon. 


Snatch’d.in thy prime ! alas, the ftrake were mild, 
Had my’ frau form obey'd the fate’s decree ! 

Bleft were my lot, O Cynthio! O my child! 
Heaven fo pleas'd, and I had dy’d for thee.” 


Five fleeplefs nights he ftem'd this tide of woes ; 

” Five irkfome funs he faw, through tears forlorn ! 

On his pale corfe the fixth fad morning role; 
¥rom yonder dome the mournful bier was borne, 


* The Penns of Harborough. 
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Twas on thofe downs, by Roman hoits annoys 
Fought our bold fathers ; ruftic, unrefin’ 
Freedom’s plain fons, in martial cares employ’é! 
They ting’d their bodies,. but unmatk’d theiz 
mod. 





‘Twas there, in happier times, this virtuots race, 
O milder mérit, fix’d their calm retreat ; 

War's deadly crimfon had forfook the place, * 
And freedom fondly lov'd the chofen feat. 


No wild ambition fir’d their tranquil breaft, 
To {well with empty founds a {potlefs name ; 
If foftering fkies, the fun, the fhower were bleft, 
Their bounty {pread; theirfieldsextentthe fame. 


Thofe fields, profufe of raiment, food and fire, 
They fcorn’d to lefien, carelefs to extend ; 
Bade luxury to lavith courts afpire, 
And avarice to city-breafts defcend. 


None, to a virgio’s mind, prefer'd her dower; 
To fire with vicious hopes-a-madeft heir: 

The fire, in place of titles, wealth cr power, 
Affign’d him virtue ; and-his lot was fair. 


They {poke of fortune, as fome doubtful dame, 
That fway’d the natives of a diftant fphere ; 
From lucre’s vagrant fons had learat her fame, 
But never with’d to place her banners here. 


Here youth's free fpirit, innocently gay, 
Enjoy’d the moft that innocence can give, 
Thoie wholefome fweets that border virtue’s ways 
‘Lhofe cooling fruits that we may tafte and live. 


Their board no ftrange ambiguous viand bore ; 
From their own ftreams their choicer fare they 
drew, 
To lure the fcaly glutton to the fhore, 
The fole deceit their artlefs bofom knew ! 


Sincere themfelves, ah tuo fecure to find 

The common bofom, like their awn, fincere? _ 
°Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind ; 

’Tis her own poifon bids the viper fear. 


Sketch’d on the lattice of th’ adjacent fane, fer: 
Their fuppliant bufts implore the reader’s pray- 
Ah gentle fouls! enjoy your blisful reign, 
And let frail mortals claim your guardian care. 


For fure, to blifsful realms the fouls are flown, 
That never flatter’, injur’d, cenfur'd, ftrove 5 

‘The friends of {cience | mute, all their own ; 
Mufic the voice of virtue and of love! 


The journeying peafant through the fecret thade, 
Heard their toft iyres engage his liftening ear; 
And haply deem’d fome courteous angel play’d; 
No angel play’d---but might with tranfport 
hear. 


For thefe the founds that chafe unholy ftrife! 
Solve envy’s charm, ambition’s wretch releafe! 
Raife him to {puro the radiant ills of life : 
To pity pomp, to be content witl peace. 


Farewell, pure fpirits! vain the praife we give, 
The praile you fought from lips angelic flows ; 
Farewell! the virtues which deferve to live, . 

Deferve an ampler blifs than life beftows. 
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Seof his race, Palemon, now no more 
The orodeft merit of his line difplay’d 5 
Then pious Hugh, Vigornia’s mitre wore--- 
Soft fleep the dutt of each deferving thade ! 


ELEGY XVL, 


HE fuggefts the advantages of birth to a perfor of 
merit, and the folly of afupercilionfne/s that 15 
built upon that fole foundation. 


Wuen genius grac’d with lineal {plendor glows, 
When title fhines with ambient virtues crown’d, 

Like fome fair almond’s flowery pomp it fhows ; 
The pride, the perfume of the regions round. 


» Then learn, ye fair! to foften fplendor’s ray ; 
Endute*the fwain, the youth of low degree 5 

Let meeknefs join’d its temperate beam difplay ; 
*Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree. 


Pity the fandal’d fwain, the fhepherd’s boy ; 
He fighs to brighten a neglected name ; 
Fee to the dull appulfe of vulgar joy, 
He mourns his lot; he wifhes, merits fame. 


In vain to groves and pathle(s vales we fly; 
Ambitiott there the bowery haunt invades ; 
Fame’s awful rays fatigue the courtier’s eye, 
But gleam fill lovely through the checquer’d 
hades, 


Vainly, to guard from love’s unequal chain, 
Has fortune reac’d ug in the rurul grove ; 
Should ####'s eyes illume the defert plain, 
Ev'n I may wonder, and ev’n I mutt love. 


Nor unregarded fighs the lowly hind ; 

Though you contemn, the gods refpect his vow ; 
Vindidtive rage awaits the fcornful mind, 

And vengeance, too fevere ! the gods allow. 


On Sarum’s plain I met a wandering fair; 

“The took of forrow, lovely ftill the bore ; 

Loofe flow'd the foft redandance of her hair, 
And, on ber brow, a flowery wreath fhe wore. 


Oft ftooping as the ftray’d, the cull’d the pride 
Of every plain; the pillag’d every grove ! 
The fading chaplet daily the fupply’d, 
And ftill hér hand tome various garland wove. 


Erroneous fancy fhap’d her wild attire ; [fray’d 5 
From Bethlem’s walis the poor lymphatic 

_ Scem’d with her air her accent to confpire, 
When, as wild fancy taught her, thus fhe faid : 


« Hear me, dear youth! oh hear an haplefs maid, 
Sprung trom the {cepter’d line of ancient kings ! 
Scora’d by the world, f afk thy tender aid ; 
‘Thy gentle voice fhall whifper kinder things. 


The world is frantic---fly the race, profane--- 
Nor I, nor you, fhall its compaffion move ; 
Come friendly let us wander, and complain, 
And tell me, thepherd! haf thoa feen my love? 


My love is young---but other loves are young ; 
- -And other loves are fair, and fo is mine ; 
&a ait divine difciofes whence he {prung ; 
He is my love, who heals thar ur div-ae. 


63 
No vulgar Damon robs me of my reft, 

Janthe liftens to no vulgar vow ; 
A prince, from gods defcended, fires her breaft; 

A brilliant crown diftinguithes his brow. 


What, thalll ftain the glories of my race? 
More clear, more lovely bright than Hefper’s 
beam ? i 
The porcelain pure with vulgar dirt debafe? 
Or mix with puddle the pellucid ftream? 


@ 
See through thefe veins the Sapphire current 
thine! F 
’Twas Jove’s own neétar gave th’ ethereal hue: 
Can bafe plebeian forms contend with nsine? 
Difplay the lovely white, or match the blue? 


The painter ftrove to trace its azure ray; . 
He chang’d his colours, and in vain he ftrove; 
He frown’d—-I fmiling view'd the faint effay ; 
Poor youth! he little knew it flow’d from Jove. 


Pitying his toil, the wondrous truth I told; 
How amorous Jove trepann'd a mortal fair : 
How through the race the generous current roll’dy 
And mocks the poet’s art, and painter’s care. 


Yes, from the gods, from earlieft Saturn, {prune 
Our facred race; through demigods, convey'd 5 
And he, ally’d to Phoebus, ever young, 
My godlike boy, muft wed their duteous maid. 


Oft when a.mortal vow profanes my ears, 

My fire’s dread fury murmurs through the fy; 
And thould I yield---his inftant rage appears; 

He darts th’ uplifted vengeance, and I die. 


Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll! 
Have you not feen more horrid lightnings glate t 

Twas then a vulgar love enfnar’d my foul 
Twas then--- Phardly fcap'd the tatal fnare. 


Twas then a peafant pour'’d his amorous vows 
Allas I liften’d to his vulgar ftrain ;--- 

Yet {uch his beauty---would my birth allow, 
Dear were the youth, and blilsful were the 

plain. 

But oh! I faint! why waftes my vernal bloom, 
In feuitleis fearches ever doom’d to rove? 

My nightly dreams the toilfome path re(ume, 
‘And I fhall diebefore I find my love. - 


When laft I flept, methought my ravith'd eye, 
On diftant heaths his radiant form furvey'd ; 
Though night’s thick clouds encompafe'd all the 

tky, {thade. 
The gems that bound his brow, difpell'd the 


O how this bofom kindled at the fight ! 
Led by their beams'l urg’d the pleafing chafe ! 
Till, on a fudden, thefe with-held their hght--~ 
All, all things envy the fublime embrace, 


But now no more—-behind the diftant grove, 
Wanders my deftin’d youth, and chides my ftay + 
See, fee, he grafps the fleel---forbear, my love: 
Tanthe comes; thy princefs haftes away.” 
Scornful the fpoke, and heedlefs of reply 
The lovely maniac bounded o’er the plain ; 
The piteous victim of an angry fky ! 
Ah me ! the victim of her proud diffain! 
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ELEGY XVI 
He indulges the fuggeftions of fpieen. 
AN ELEGY To THE WLNDS. 


« Fole, namque tibi divim pater atque hominum 
“Et mulcere dedit mentes, & tollere vento.” [rex 


Srexy monarch of the winds, admit my prayer! 
” A while thy fury check, thy (torm confine ! 
No trivial blaft impells the pellive airs 

Hut brews: a tempeft in a breatt like mine. 


‘What Wands of black ideas fpread their wings! 
‘The ‘peaceful regions of content invade! 

With deadly poifon tains the cryfal fprings! 
With noifome vapour plat the verdant thade! 


Tknow their leader, fpleen; and dread the fway 
Of rigid Eurns, his detetted fire; + 
‘Through ore my-blntioms and my ftuits decay + 
Through ane my pleafires and.gy hopes ¢x- 
. pire. - 
Like‘fome pale Mripiing, when his icy way 
Relenting yields beneath the noontide beam, 
T ftand aghatt; and, chill’ with fear, furvey 
_ How far Pve tempted life's cecvitiul ftream ! 





Where, by remorfe impeli’d, repuls'd by fears, 
Shall wretched fancy e retmat explora? 

She Mes thie tid ralitge of coming yeurs, 

And forrowirig-dwetls on-pleatures now-no more! 

Again with ‘ons aod withtriends fle raves ; 

. But friends end patrons never to return ! 

She fecs the nymphs, the praees, and the loves, 
Eut fees them, weeping o'er Lucinda’s urn. 





She vilits, Ifis! thy forfaken ftream, 
Oh iN forfaken for Bocotian air! 

She deems no flood reflect fo bright a beam, 
No reed fo verdapt, and no flowers fo fair. 


She dreams bencath thy facred thades were peace, 
Thy bays might, ev'n the civil ftorm repel ; 
Reviews thy focial bli, thy learned eafe, 
And with no cheerful accent cries, farewell ! 


Farewell, with whom to thefe retreats I ftray’d! 
By youthful fports, by youthful toils ally’d | 
Joyous we fojourn’d in thy circting thade, 
And wept to find the paths of life divide. 
She paints the progre(s of my rival's vow ; 
Sees every Minfe a partial ear incline ; 
Binds with luxuriant bays bis favcar’d brow, 
Nor yields the refufe of his wreath to mine. 


She bids the flattering mirror, form’d to pleafe, 
Now blult wy hope, now vindicate de(pair ; 

Bids my fond verfe the love-fick parley ceafe ; 
Accule my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 

Where circling rocks defend fome pathlefs vale, 
Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove ! 

Alas! there echo will repeat the tale--- 
Where fhall I find the filent fcenes I ove > 


Fain would Imourn my lucklefs fate alone ; 
Forbid to pleafe, yet fated to admire; 


; Let banith’d Marius, lowering by thy, 
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, Away my friends ! ‘my forrows ave wy.own ra 


Why Should Fbteathe around my fiek.defiie ? 


Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pale 
le well! 


Near fome fad tuin’s ghaftly thade to 
There let me fondly eye the rede remains, 
And from the mouldering refafe, build my cell ! 


| Genius of Rome! thy prottrate pemp difpiay !- ~ 


Trace every difmal proof of fortune’s power : 


| Let me the wreck ef theatres farvey, 


Or penfive fit beneath fome nodding tower. 


Or where fome duct, by tolling feafens worn, 
Conspy’d pure ftreams to ve's imperial wall, 

Neat the wide breach in filence.let me mourn 5 
Or tune my Girges to the water's fall. 

Genius of Carthage ! paint thy ruin’d pride ; 
‘Towers, arches, fanes, ia wild conf! 





rae 


Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 
F Ah not thou monarch of the ftornss! forvear! 


My trembling § abhor thy rude controui; 
Aol {carce a pleafing twilight my cate, 
Ere one vat death like darkii hil, : 


Forbear thy rage---on no perennial bale 

Is built frail fear, or hope’s deceitful pile ; 
My pains are fled---my joy refumes its place, 

Should the tky brighten, or Meliffa {mite. 

ERE OY’ XVI 

He repeats the fang of Colin, a difterBi ig Peep, 

herd ; lamenting the flate of the woollen manu- 

Sakory. 

“ Ergo omni ftudio glaciem ventofque nivales, 

“ Quo minus eft ilijs cure mortalis egettas, 

“ Avertes: vidhumque feres.” Vira 
Near Avon’sbank,on Arden’s flowery plain, 

A *® tuneful aspherd charm’d the litening 
And funny Cotfol fondly lov'd the firain ; [wave ; 

Yet nof a garlind‘crowns the ifieplerd’s grave } 
Oh! loft Ophelia! fmoothly flow'd the day, 

To feel his mufic with my flames agree ! 


To tafte the beauties of his melting lay, 
To tafte and fancy it was dear to thee. 








When, for his tomb, with each revolvin 
T fteal the mutk-rofe from the {cent 

I flrew my cowflips, and I pay my. tear, 
T'll add the myrtle for Ophelia’s fake. 


Shivering beneath a feaflefs thorn he lay, 
When death’s chill rigour feiz'd his flowing 
tongue; 
The more I found his faultering notes decay, 
The more prophetic truth fublim’d.the fong. 


year, 


brake, 


“ Adieu my flocks, he faid ! my wonted care, 
By funny mountain, or by verdant fhore ! 

May fome more happy hand your fold prepare, 
And may you need your Colin’s crook no more» 


And you, ye fhepherds! lead my-gentle theep ; 
To breezy hills, or teafy thelters lead 


* Mr. Somervile. 


” Of have 


ELEGIES. 


But if the fky with ‘thowers inceffant weep, 
Avoid the putrid moifture of the mead. 


Where-theawild thyme perfumed the -purpled 
heath, 
Long loitering there your fleecy gribes extend— 
‘But what avail the maxims I bequeath ? 
The fruithels gift of an officious friend ! 


 { what avails the timtorogs lambs to guard, 
Though nightly cares, with daily labours, join? 

If foreign Moth obtain the rich-reward, 

Tf Gallia’s craft the ponderous fleece purloin. 








Was it for this, by conftant vigils worn, 
¥ met. the terrors of an early grave ; 

For this 1 led them from the pointed thorn ? 
For this ¥ bath’d them ia the lucid wave ? 


Ah heedlefs Albion! too benignly prone 

Thy blood to lavish, and thy wealth refign ! 
Shall every other virtue grace thy throne, 

But quick-ey’d prudence never yet be thine ? 


From the fair natives of this peerlefs hill 
"Yhougav’it the fheep that browZe Iberian plains: 
Their plaintive cries the faithlefs region fill, 
Their ficece adorns an haughty foz’s domains, 
W-fared flocks! fronr cliff to cliff they ftray; 
Far from their dams their native guardians far ! 
Where the foft fhepherd, all the livelong day, 
Chaunts his proud miftrefs to his hoarfe guittar. 


But Albion’s youth her native fleece defpife ; 
Unmov'd they hear the pining shepherd's moan: 

In filly folds each nervous limb difguife, 
Allur’d by every treafure, but their own. 


horry’a down the rocky ftecp. 

Anxious, to fee the wintery tempeft drives 

Preferve, faid 1, preferve your fleece, my fheep ! 
Fre long will Phillis, will my love arrive. 








Ere long fhe came: ah! woc is me, fhe came! 
Rob’d in the Gallic loom’s extraneous twine: 

For gifts like thefe they give their fpotlefs fame, 
Refign their’bloom, their innocense refign. 





‘Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known, 
Give the rich growth of Britifft hills to fame ? 

And let her charms, and her example, own + 
That virtue’s drefs, and beauty’s are the fame. 


‘Will no fam'd chief fapport this generous maid ? 
Once niore the patriot’s arduous path refume ? 

And, comely from his native plains array’d, 
Speak future glory to the Britifh loom ? 


What power unfeen my ravifh’d fancy fires? 
T pierce the dreary fhade of future days ; 
Sure ‘tis the genins of the land infpires, 
To breathe my latett breath in *4*s praife. 


O might my breath for ***’s praife faffice, 
How gently fhould my dying limbs repofe ! 
© might his fature'glory lek mine eyes, 
My ravith’d eyes! how calmly avoid they clofe! 


*** was born to fpread the general joy ; 
By virtue wrapt, by party uncontroul’d; 
zitons for Britain fall the crook employ ; 
Britons for Britain’s glory thear the fold.” 





ELEGY XIX. 
“Written in Spring 1943+ 


Acatn the labouring hind inverts the foils 


‘Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave :" 
Anolher fpring renews the foldier’s toil, 
And finds me vacant in the rural caves * 


‘As the foft lyre difplay’d my wonted lovesf* ” 
The penfive pleafure and the tender pain, | ~~ 

The fordid Alpheus hurry'd throogh my groves; 
Yet op'd to vent the didtates of difdain. 

He glanc’d contemptuous o’er my rnit"d fold 5 
He blani'd the graces of mry favourize bower 5 

My breatt, unfully'd by the hitt of gold; : 
My time, unlavith’d in purfait of power. 

Yes, Alpheus! fly the purer paths of-fate; ...” 
Abjure thefe fcenes from venal paflions free 5 

Know, inthis grove, I vow’d perpetual hate, 
War, endlefs war, with lucre and with thee. 





Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 
Idreft an altar to Thalia’smame: | 

Here, as 1 crown’d the verdant ihrinc with flowers, 
Soft on my tabours {tole the fmiling-dame..- 


Damon, fhe cry’d, if pleas’d with honeft praife, 
Thou court fuccefs by virtue or by fong, - 
Fly the falfe dictates of the venal race 3 
Fly the grofs aécents of the venal tongue. 


Swear that no lucre fhall thy zeal betrays 
Swerve not thy foot withfortune’s voteriecsstore 

Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifelefs fay— 
‘The winning phantem urg’d me, and héwore. 


Forth from the ruftic altar fwift I flray’d, 
« Aid my firm purpofe, ye-celeftial powers! 
Aid me to quell the fordid breaft; I aid?” [sowers i 
And threw my javelin tow’rds their hoffile 
‘Think not regretful I furvey the deed ; . 
Or added years no more the zeal allows 
Still, Milk obfervant, to the grove I fpecd, 
The fhrine embellifh, and repeat the vow. 


Sworn from his cradle Rome’s relentlefs foe, 

Such generous hate the Punic champion. + bore 5 
Thy lake, O Thrafimene ! beheld it glow, 

And Canna’s walls, and Trebia’s crimfon fire. 


But let grave annals paint the warrior’s famé ; 

Fair fhine his arms in hiftory enrol?’d; ae 
Whilf humbler lyres his civil worthrochaim, 
His nobler hate of avarice and gold. — 





Now Punic pride its final eve furvey’d 
its hofts exhaufted, and its fleets on fire: 
Patient the vidtor’s lurid frown obey'd, 
And faw th’ unwilling elephants rctire. 





But when their gold deprefs’d the yielding feale, 
"Their gold in pyramilic plenty pil’d, ‘ 

He faw th’ unutterable grief prevail; 

He faw their tears, and in his fary fmii’d. *~ 


Think not, he cry'd, ye view the files of cafe, 


Or this firm breaft difc a patriot’s pain ; 








* A Roman cereminy 


declaring war. 
+ Hannibal. 
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To taint his virtué with a forei; 


Here if my vifta point the mouldering pile, _ 
Where hood and cowl devotion’s afpe& wore, 
I trace the tottering reliques with a fmile, 
To think the mental bondage is no more! 


Pleas’d if the glowing landfcape wave with corn ;} 


Or the tall oaks, my country’s bulwark, rife ; 
-Pléas'd if ming eye, o’er thoufand vallies borne, 
Difcern the. Cambria hills fupport the fkies. 


And fee Plinlitimon ! ev'a the youthful fight 


Scales the proud hill’s ethereal cliffs with pain! 


Such Caer-caradoc! thy ftupendous height, 
‘Whofe ample fhadetobfcores th’ lernian main. 


' Bleak, joylefs regions! where, by feience tir’d, 
Sorhe prying fuge his lonely ftep may bend; 

*'THere, by tlie love of novel plaints infpir'’d, 
Invidious view the clambering goats afcend. 


Yet for thofe mountains, clad with lafting fiow, 
‘Lhe freeborn Briton left his greeneft mead, 
Receding fullen from his mightier foe, 
For here he faw fair liberty recede. 


‘Then if a chief perform’d a patriot’s part, 
Suiiain’d her drooping fons, repell'd her foes, 
Above all Perfian luxe, or Attic art, 
‘The rude majeftic monument arofe. 





Progreflive ages caroll’d forth his fame ; 
Sires, to his praife, 


“ Go forth, my fona!—for what is vital breath, 
Your gods expell’d, your liberty refign’d? 

Go forth, my fons! for what is inftant death 

" ‘Lo fouls fecure perennial joys to find ? 


For fcenes there are, unknown to war or pain, 


Where drops ‘the balm that heals a tyrant’s 


wound ; 


Where patriots, blett with houndlefsfreedom, reign, 


With mifletou’s myterious garlands crown’d. 


Such are the names that grace your myftic fongs ; 


Your folemn woods refound their martial fire ; 
To you, my fons, the ritual niced belongs, 
Ifin the catife you vanquith or expire, 





awful voice my raptur’d bofom warms ; 
‘Thisis the favour’d moment heaven approves, 


Sound the fhrili ump; this inftant, found to’ 


arms.’ 


‘Theirs was the fcience of a martial race, 
‘Vo fhape the lance, or decorate the fhield ; 
Ev'n the Bir virgin ftaiu’d her native grace, 
‘To give acw horrors to the tented field. 
Now, for fome cheek where guilty bluthes glow, 
For fome falfe Vlorimel’s impure difguife, 
‘Vhe lifted youth, nor war’s loud fignai know, 
Nor virtue’s call, nor fame’s imperial prize. 
Then if foft concord lull'd their fears to fleep, 
Inert and filent flept the manly car ; 
But ruth’d horrific o’er the fearful {teep, 
» If freedony’s awful clarion breath’d to war. 


Now the fleek courtier, indolent, and vain, 
‘Thron’d in the fplendid carriage glides fupi 





attun’d their children’s 
The hoary druid fed the generous flame, [tongue ; 
While in fuch ttrains the reverend vizard fung. 


from the facred oak that crowns the groves, 


ftain, 

Or at a favourite’s board his faith refign. 
Leave them, O luxury! this happy foil ! 

Chafe her, Britannia, to fome hoftile thore ! 
Or * ficece the baneful peft with annpal fpoil, 

And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more ! 


ELEGY XXi. 
Written ia the year 1» when the rights of fepulture. 
were fo frequently violated. 
Sav, gentle fleep, that lov’ft the gloom of night, 
Parent of dreams! rhou great magici: fay, 
Whence my late vifion thus endures the light ; 
‘Thus haunts my fancy through the glare of day 2 
The filent moon had fcal’d the vaulted fkiei 
And anxious care refign'd my limbs'to reit’; 
A fadden luftre ftruck my wondering eyes, 
And Silvia ftood before my couch confeft. 
Ah ! not the nymph fo blooming and fo gay, 
‘Phat ted the dance beneath the feftive tha 
But the that, in the morning of her day, 
Entomb’d beneath the grafs-green fod was hid. 


No more her eyes their wonted radiance catt ; 
No more her breatt infpir’d the lover's flame, 

No more her cheek the Pattan rofe furpatt ; 
Yet feem’d her Jip’s etherial file the fame. 


Nor fuch her hair as deck’d her living face; 
Nor fuch her voice as charmr'd the liftening 
crowd; i 
Nor fich her drefs as heighten’d every grace 
Ales! all vanith’d for the monrnful thrond & 
Yet feem’d her lip’s ethereal charm the fame rae 
That dear diftin@ion every doubt remov'd ; 
Perith the lover, whofe imperfed flame . 
Forgets one feature of the nymph he low’d. 








“ Damion, fhe faid, mine hour allotted flies ; 
Ch! do not wate it with a fruitlefs tear! 

Though griev'd to {ce thy Silvia’s pale difguife, 
Sulpend thy forrow, and attentive hear. 

So may thy mufe with virtnous fame be bleft ! 
So be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 

So may thy bones in facred filence reft, . 
Fait by the relics of fome happier maid ! 


‘Thou know’ft, how lingering on a diftant there’ 
Difeate invidious nipt my flowery prime ; 

And oh! what pangs my tender bofom tore, 
‘Yo think I ne'er maft view my native clime ! 


No friend was near to raife my drooping liead ; 
No dear companion wept to fee me die ; 
Lodge me within my native foil, Ufaid; 
‘There my fond parents honour'd reliques fie. 


‘Though now debarr’d of each domeftic tear 5 
Unknown, forgot, { meet the fatal blow; 

There many a friend fhall grace my woful bier, 
And many a figh hall rfc, and tear fhall flow. 


I fpoke, nor fate forbore his trembling Spoil s 
Some vernal mourner lent his carelefs aid; 

And focn they bore me to my native foil, « 
Whcre my fond parents dear remains were laid. 





® AN de S028; 





on Lisury, 


or 


I fmile, but from a foul eftrang’d to peace, 
Frantic with grief, delirious with difdain ! 
But were it cordial, this deteited fmile, 
Seems it lefs timely than the grief ye thow? 
© fons of Carthage! grant me to revile 
‘The fordid fource of your indecent woe ! 


‘Why weep ye now! ye faw with tearlefs eye 
When your fleet perith’d on the Punic wave; 

‘Where lurk’d the coward tear, the lazy figh, 
When Tyre’s imperial ftate commenc’d a flave? 


"Tis paft—-O Carthage!’ vanquith’d! honour'd 
Shade! 


Go, the ‘mean forrows of thy fons deplore ; 
; Has freedom thar'd the vow to fortune paid, 
She ne'er, like fortune, had forfook thy fhore ! 


He ceas’d—abath'd the conscious audience hear ; 
Their pallid cheeks a crimfon bluth unfold ; 

Yet o’er that virtuous bluth diftreams a tear, 
And falling moiftens their abandon’d gold. 


ELEGY XX. 


He compares his bumble fortune with the diftrels of 
others ; and his fubjeclion to Delia with the mifer~ 
able ferwitude of an African flave. 


‘Wry droops this heart, with fancy’d woes forlorn, 
Why finks my foul beneath this wintery fky ? 

‘What penfive crowds, by ceafticfs labours worn, 
‘What myriads, with to be as bleft as 1! 


What though my roofs devoid of pomp arife, 
- Nor tempt the proud to quit his deftin’d way ? 
‘Nor coftly art my flowery dales difguife, 
Where only fimple friendfhip deigns to ftray ? 


See the wild foné of Lapland’s chill domain, 
"That {coop their couch beneaththe drifted fnows! 

How void of hope they ken the frozen plain, 
Where the fharp eaft for ever, ever biows! 


Slave though I be, to Delia's eyes a flave, 
My Delia’s eyes endear the bands I wear 5 

‘The figh the caufcs well becomes the brave, 
‘The pang fhe canfes, tis ey'n blifs to bear. 


See the poor native quit the Libyan fhores, 
Ah! not in love's delightful fetters bound ! 

‘No radiant fmile his dying peace refores ; [wound. 
Nor love, nor fame, nor friendihip, heals his 


Let vacant bards difplay their boafted woes, 
Shall I'@he mockery of grief difplay ? 

No let the mufe his piercing pangs difclofe, 
Who bleeds and weeps his fum of life away. 


On the wild beach in mournful guife he ftood, 
Bre the fhrill boatfwain gave the hated fign; 
He dropt a tear unfeen into the Rood; 
He ftole one fecret moment, te repine. 


Yet the mufe liften’d to the plaints he made ; 
Such moving plaints as nature could infpire : 
“To me the mufe his tender plea convey’d, 
But fmooth’d, and fuited to the founding tyre. 


“ Why am I ravith’d from my native ftrand? 
What favage race protects this impious gain ? 
Shall foreign plagues infeft this teeming land, 
And more than fea-born menfters plough the main? 
3 
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Here the dire locufts horrid {fwartns prevails 
Here the blue afps with livid poifon fwell ; 

Here the dry dipfa with his finuous mail; 
Can we not here fecure from envy dwell ? 


When the grim lion urg’d his cruel chafe, 

When the ftern panther fought hismidnight preys 
What fate referv'd me for this Chriftian race ?~ 

A race more polifh’d, more fever. than they! 


Ye prouling wolves, purfue my lateft cries! 
Thou hungry tiger, leave thy reeking den ! 
Ye fandy waites, in rapid eddies rife! 
O tear me from the whips and {corns of men { 


Yet in their face fuperior beauty glows; 
Are files the mien of rapine and of wrong? 
Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows, 
Aad ev'n.religion dwells upon their tonguc. 


Of blifsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes, 
Where gentle minds convey’d by death repair, 
But ftain’d with blood, and crimion'd o’er with 
crimes, . 
Say, fhall they merit what they paint fo fair? 
No, carelefs, hopélefs of thofe fertile plains, 
Rich by our toils, and by our forrows gay, 
They ply our labours, and enhance our pains, 
And feign thefe diftant regions to repay. 





For them our tufky elephant expires 5* , 
For them we drain the mine's embowel’d gold; 
Where rove the brutal riations wild defires ? 
Our limbs are purchas’d, and our life is fold! 


Yet fhores there are, bleft fhores for us remain, 
And favour'd ifles with golden fruitage crown’d, 

Where tufted flowcrets paint the verdant plain, , 
Where every breeze Miall med’ cine every wound. 

‘There the fern tyrant that embitters life 
shall, vainly fuppliant, fpread his afking hand ; 

There fhall we view the billows raging Rrife, 
Aid the kind breaft, and waft his boat to lend, 

ELEGY XXI. 

Taking a vier of the country from bis retirement, be ts 
Jed to meditat: on the chavaéter of the ancient Britons. 
Written at the time of a rumoured tax upon tuxury, 
1746. 

Tuvs Damon fung—What though unknown te 

praife = 
Umbrageous coverts hide my mufe and me ; 

Or ’mid the sural fhepherds, flow my days, 

‘Amid the rural thepherds, I am free. 


To view fleck vaffals crowd a flately hall, 
Say, fhould 1 grow myfelf a folemn flave! 
To find thy tints, O Titian! grace my wall, 
Forego the flowery fields my fortune gave? 
Lord of my time my devious path 1 bend, 
Through fringy woodland, or fmooth-‘thaven 
Or penfile grove, or airy cliff afcend, [lawn ; 
‘And hail the fcene by nature's pencil drawn. 


Thanks be to fate—though nor the racy vine, 
Nor fattening olive clothe the fields {rove, | 

Sequefter’d thades, and gurgling founts are ming. 
And every Givan grott the mufs love, 
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"Twas then the youths; from every plainand grove, , 
Adom’d with mournful verfe thy Silvia's bier; } 


°T'was then thienymphstheir votive garlands wove, 
And ftrew’d the fragrance of the youthful year. 
But why, alas! the tender feene difplay ? 
- Could Damon s foot ‘the pious pat Jecline ? 
Ah no! ’twas Damon firft attun’d his lay, 
And fure no fonnet was fo dear as thine. 


‘Thus was !-bofom’d inthe peaceful grave ; 

My placid ghoft no longer wept its doom ; 
‘When favage robbers every fanction brave, 

And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb! 


Shall my poor corfe, from hoftile realnrs convey’d, 
 Lofe the cheap portion of my native fands ; 
Or, in my kindred’s dear embraces laid, 

Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands? 


Say, would thy breaft no déeath-like torture feel, 
To fee my limbs the felon’s gripe obey ; 

‘To fee them gath’d beneath the daring fteel ? 
‘To crowds a fpectre, and to dogs a prey ? 


If Puan’s fons thefe horrid rites require, 
wy Hf health’s fair fcience be by thefe refin'd, 
ét guilty convicts, for their ufe, expire ; 
And let their breathlefs corfe avail mankind. 
+ Yet hard it feoms, when guilt’s laft fine is paid, 
"To fee the victim's corfe dcny’d repofe ! 
Now,, more fevcre! the poor offencclefs maid 
* Dreads ‘the dite coutage of inhuman foes. 
Where is the faith of ancient pagans fled ? 
Where the fond care the wandering manes claim? 
Nature, in{linctive, cries, Prove& dead, 
And fucred be their afhes, and their fame : 


Arife, dear youth! ev’n now the danger calls; 

Ev'n now the villain fnaffs his wonted prey; 
See! fee! I lead thee to yon’ facred walls— 

+h! fly to chafe thefe human wolves away.” 


ELEGY XXII 


1. Ryladtions faggefied by bis ; 
Born near thefcenc for Kenelm’s fate renown'd 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove, 
And raife my lay, and bid the rocks relound 
‘Vhe favage force of empire, and of leve. 
Faft by the centre of yon’ various wild, 
Where fpreading ni 
Kendria’s arts a brother's youth begnil’d ; 
‘There nature ure’d her tendcrett pleas in vain. 








Soft o’er his birth, and o’er his inf: 
Th’ ambitions maid could every Joy 3 

‘Then with afliduous fondnefs cropt the Lowers, 
To deck the cradle of the princely boy? 








But foon the bofom’s pleafing calm is f 
Love fires her breait; the fultry paff 
A tavour'd lover fecks the Mercian t! ) 
And views her Kenelra with a rivel’s eyes. 











How kind were fortune, ah! how jultw 
Would fate ci 







See, garnifh’d f 
To thefe Ione 
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‘The youth all prone the fitter guide obey’d, 
Ml-fated youth! himfelf the deftin’d prey. 

But now, nor thagey hill, nog -pathlefs plain, 
Forms the lone refuge of the fylvan game ; 

Since Lyttleton has crown’d the fweet domain 
With fofteg pleafures, and with fairer fame. 

Where the rough bowmanurg’d his headlong eed . 
Tromortal bards, a polifh’d race, retire ; : 

A\nd where hoarfe feream’d the ftrepenthorn fucceed 
The melting graces of no vulgat lyre. 


See Thomfon loitering near fomelimipid well, 
For Britian’s friend the verdant wreath prepare,; 
Or, fudions of revolving feafons, tell, ‘ 
How pecrlefs Lucia made all feafons fair ! 


See ** ****? from civic garlandadly, 
And in thofe groves indulge his tuneful vein ! 
Or from yon’ fummit, with a guardian’s eye, 
Obferve how freedom’s hand attires the plain ‘ 


Here Pope, ah never nmi that towering mind 
To his tov’d haunts, or dearer friend, return? 
What art! whet friendfhips! oh! what fame ite- 
fign’d! 
—In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn. 
Where is the breaft can rage or hate retain, 
And thefe gladftreams and fmiling lawnsbehold? 
Where is the breaft can hear the woodland ftrain, 
And think fair freedom well exchang’d for gold? 


Through thefe foft fhades delighted let me ftray, 
While o’er my head forgotten.funs defcend! 
‘Through thefe dear val bend miy cafual way, 

‘Till fetting life a total thade extend ! 


Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares, 
PU mufe how much I owe mine humbler fate : 
Or fhrink to find, how much ambition dares, 
‘To fhine in anguifhi and to grieve in ftate! 


Canft thou, O fun! that fpotlefs throne difclofe, 
Where her bod arm has left no fanguine ffhin 

Where, fhow me where, the lineal fceptre glowd 
Pure, as the fimple crook that rules the plain? 


‘Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diftruft, and fear} 
In kindred bofoms folve the focial tie 5 

There not the parent {mile is half fincere ; 
Not void of art the confort’s mekinig eye. 


‘There with the friendly with, the kindly flume, 
No face is brighten’d, and no bofoms beat ; 

Youth, manhood, age, avow one fordid aim, 
Andev’n the beardlefs lip aflays deceit. 


‘Tiere coward romours walk their murderous 
* round; 
‘The glance, that more than rural blame inftills 
Whifpers, that ting’dwith friendfhip doubly woun 
Pity that injures, and concern that kills. 


There anger whets, but love can ne’er engage 5 
Careffing brothers part but to revile ; 

There ail men fmile, and prudence warns the wife, 
‘Fo dread the fatal ftroke of all that fmile. 


‘There all ber rivals! fifter, fon, and-fire, 
With horrid purpofe hug deitructive arms; * 
‘There foft-cy’d maids in murderous plots co®fpire, 
And feorn the gentler mifchicf of their charmé. ; 


ELEGIES. 


Fa ; 
* Let fervile minds one endlefa watch endore 
#. Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard refign; 
But lay me, fate! on flowery benks fecure, 
‘Though my whole foul be, like my limbs, fupine. 


‘Yes, may my tongte difdain a vaflal’s care ; 
My lyre refonnd no proftituted lay ; 

‘More warm to merit, more elate to wear 
‘The cap of freedom, than the crown of bay: 


* Sooth’d by the murmurs of my pebbled flood; 
I with it not o'er golden fands to fow ; 
€heer'd by the verdure of my fpiral wood, 
Ufcorn the quarry, where no fhrab can grow. 


No midnight pangs the fhepherd’s peace purfie ; 
His tongue, his hand, attempts no fecret wound; 
He fings his Delia, and if fhe be true, 
His love at once, and his ambition’s crown’d. 


ELEGY XxIv. 


He tales nccafion, from the fate of Eleanor of Bretagne, 
tofuggefl the imperfeel pleafures of a Solitary life. 
‘Wuen beauty mourns, by fate's injurious doom, 
Hid from the cheerful glance of human eye; 
When nature's pride inglotious waits the tomb, 
Hard is that Reart which checks the rifing figh, 
Fair Eleonora! would no gallant mind, 
"The caufe of love, the caufe of juftice awn ? 
Matchiefs thy charms, and was no life refign'd 
Yo fee them fparkle from their native throne ? 


Or had fair frecdom’s hand anveil'd thy charms, 
Well might fuch brows the regal gem refign ; 

‘Thy radiont mien might feorn the guilt of ams, 
Yet Albion’s awful empire yield to thine. 

© fhame of Britons! in one fullen tower 
She wet with royal tears her daily cell; 

She found keen anguith every rofe devour 3. [fell. 
‘They fprung, they fione, they faded, and they 

Through one dim lat 
Succaifive fans a kanriid radiance threw 5 

To paint how fierce hier angry guar frown'd, 
‘To mark how faft her waning beauty flew. 

‘This, age might bears then fated fancy palls, 
Nor warmly hopes what fplendour can Supply 5 

Pond youth inceffant mourns, if rigid walls 
Reitrain ts liftening ear, is curious eye. 
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Believe me, ****, the pretence is vain ! 

‘This beafted caim shat imoorhs our early days, 
For never yet could youthful mind reftrain 

‘Th’ alternate pant for pieafure und for praife, 


Evin me, by thady oak, or limpid fpring, 
Ev'n me, the feenes of pol!th'd life allure; 
Some genius whifpers, « Life is on the wicg, 
And hard his lot that languithes obicute. 


What though t! » viper mind admire no more 
The fhini ure, and the broider’d fold, 
Can piecce like lightning through the figur'd ore, 

And melt to drofs the radiant forms of gold. 
Furs, ¢:taines, rods, may well attrac thy feorn ; 
The fncile prefents.of capricious powet ! 
» But wit, but wo th, the public Sphere adorn, 
- And who but envies then the focial hour? 
Vou. XL 
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Can virtue, carelefs of her pupil's heed, 
Forget how ** ** fuftains the thepherd’s caufe ? 


Content in fhades to tune a lonely reed, 
Nor join the founding pzan of applaufe ?. 
For public haunts, impell’d by Britain’s weal, 
See Grenville quit the mufe’s favourite eafe + 
And fhall not fwains admire his noble zeal ? 
Admiring praife, admiring ftrive ta pleafe? 
Life, fays the fage, affords no blifs fincere ; 
And courts and cells in vain our hopes review : 
But ah! where Grenville charms the liftening ear; 
‘Tis bard to think the cheerlefs maxim true. 


The groves may {mile ; the rivers cently glide; 
Soit through the vale refound the lonefome lays 
Ev’n thickets yield delight, if tafte prefide ; 
But can they pleafe, when Lyttelton’s ayvay ? 
Pure as the fwain’s the breaft of *** glows, 
Ah! were the fliepherd’s phrafe, like his, r:- 
fin’d! 
Eut, how improv’d the generotis di@ate flows 
Through the clear medium of a polifh’d mind! 


Happy the youths who, warm with Britain’s love; 
Her inmoft with in ***'s petiods hear! + 1 

Happy that in the radiant circle move, [fphere! 
Attendant orbs, where Lonfdale the 


While rural faith, ard every polifh’d drt, 
Each friendly charm,-in *** confpire, 

From public feenes all penfive muft you part; 
All joyleis to the greeneit fields retire! 


Go, plaintive youth! no more by fount or flream, 
Like fome lone halcyon, facia pleafure Mita g, 
Go dare the light, enjoy its cheerful beam, * 
And hail the bright proceflion of the.fun. 
‘Then cover’d by thy ripen'’d thades, refame 
The filent walk ;' no more by paflion tot : 
Then feek thy tuftic haunt$; the. dreary gloom, 
Where every art, that colours life; is loft.’—= 
Tn vain! 









he likening mufe attends in vain! 
in hoftile bands her niotions waite 





Yet will f grieve, and fadden all my ftrain, 
When injur'd beauty moums the miufe’s fate: 


ELEGY Xxv. 


To Delia, with fome flowers ; complaining Bow much 
bis benevolence fuffers on account of bis humble forfune. 
Waate’er could foulpture’s cutious art employ 
Whate’er the lavith fend of wealth can fhower, 
Thefe would { givesmand every gift enjoy, 
‘That pleas'd my fair—but fate deniés the power. 
Bleft were my lot to feed the focial fres! 
‘Yo learn the latent wilhes ofa friend! 
To give the boon his native tafte admircs, 
And, for my tranfport, on his file depend! 
Ble? tod is he, whofe evening ramble flrays, 
‘here droop the fons of indégence and care! 
His uttle gifts their gla-ten’d eyes amaze, 
And win, at fail expence, their fondet prayer! 
And ob the joy! to thun the confcious light, 
re fpare the moteft binth ; to give unfeen ! 
Like fhowers fall behind the veil of night, 
Yet deeply tinge the fmiling vales with green. 
as 
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But happi¢f they, who drooping realms relieve ! 


Whoie virtue in our cultur’d yaies appear ! 
For whofe fad fate a thoufand fhepherds grieve, 
And fading fields allow the grief fincere. 


To call loft worth from its oppreflive fhade ; 
‘To fix its equal (phere and fee it thine; 
‘To hear it grateful own the generous aid ; 
This, this is tran{port—but fiuft ne'er be 
mine, 


Faint is my bounded blifs; nor I refufe 

. To range where daifies open, rivers roll; 

While profe or fong the languid hours amufe, 
And footh the fond impatience of my foul. 


A while Ull weave the roofs of jafinine bowers, 
And urge with trivial cares the loitering year ; 

A whilg P'l} prune my grove, proteét my flowers, 
Then, unlamented, prefs an carly bier ! 


‘Of thofe lov’d flowers the lifelefs corfe may fhare ; 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath beftow : 

‘The reft will breath as fweet, will glow as fair, 
As when their mafter fmil'd to ee ther glow, 


‘The fequent morn thall wake the fylvan quire ; 
“The kid again fhall wanton ere ’tis noon ; 

Nature will mile, will wear her beft attire 5 
O! let not gentle Detia fimile fo foon! 


While the rude hearfe conveys me flow away, 

. And carelefs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim, 

Let thy kind tear miy utmott worth o’erpay ; 
And, foftly fighirig, vindicate my fame.—— 


© Delia! checr’d by thy fuperior praife, 
I blefs the filent path the fates decree 3 
Pleas’d, from the lift of my inglorious days, 
Toraife the momentscrown'd with blifs andthee 


‘ELEGY XXVI. 


Defevibing the forrow of an ingenuous mind, on the me- 
lancholy event ofa licentious ariour, 
i fa 
‘Wuy mourns my friend! why weeps his down- 
caft eye! 7 
. * That eye where mirth, where fancy us’d to 
thine ? 
‘Thy cheerful meads reprove that (welling fighi} 
Spring ne'er enamell’d fairer meads than thine. 
Art thou not lodg’d in fortune’s warm embrace ? 
Wert thou not form’d by nature’s partial care? 
Bleft in thy fong, and bleit in every grace 
‘That wins the friend, or that inchants the fair? 


Damon, faid-he, thy partial praife reftrain ; 
Not Damon’s friendthip can my peace reftore ; 
Alas! his very praife awakes my pain, 
And my poor wounded bofom bleeds the more. 


For oh! that nature on my birth had frown’d, 
Or fortune fix’d me to fome lowly cell; 

‘Then had my bofom ’feap'd this fatal wound, 
Nor had 1 pid thefe vernal fweets, farewell. 


But led by fortune’s hand, her darling child, 
‘My youth her vain licentious blifs admir'd ; 

In fortune’s traitfthe fyren Aattery fmil’d, 
And rathly hallow’d ali her queen infpir’d. 
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Of foliy ftudious, ev’n of vices vain, 
Ah vices! gilded by the rich and gay ! 

I chas'd the guilelefé daughters of the plain, 
Nor dropt the chafe till Jefly was my preys 


Poor artlefs maid! to flain thy fpotlefs name, 
Expence, and art, and toil, united ftrove ; 

To lure a breaft that felt the pureft flame, 
Suftain’d by virtue, but bettay’d by love. 


Szhool'd in the {cience of love’s mazy wiles, - 
I cloth'd cach feature with affected {corn ; 

I fpoke of jealous doubts, and fickl= fmiles, 
And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 


‘Then, while the fancy’d rage alarm'd her care; 
Warm to deny, and zealous to ilprove; 

I bade my words the wonted foftnefs wear, 
And feiz’d the minute of returning love. 


To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reft ? 
Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 

Affar’d that virtue, by misfortune preft, 
Feels not the sharpnefs of a pang like mine. 


Nine cvious moons matur’d her growing fhame ; 
Ere-while to flaunt it in the face of day ; 

When, fcorn’d of virtue, ftigmatiz’d by fame, 
Low at my feet defponding Jeffy lay. 


“ Henry, the faid, by thy dear form fubdued, 
See the fad relics of a nymph undone! 

I find, 1 find this rifing fob renew’d : 
I figh in fhadea, and fickes! at the fun. 


Amid the dieary gloom of night, I cry, 
When wilf the morn’s once pleafing fcenes re~ 
turn? j 
Yet what can morn’s returning ray fupply, 
But focs that triumph, or but friends that mourn! 


Alas! no more that joyous morn appears 
That led the tranguil hours of fpotlefs fame; 
For I have fteep'd a father’s couch in tears, 
And ting’d a mother’s glowing cheek with 
fhame, < 


The vocal birds that raife their matin ftrain, 
‘The fportive lamps, increafe my penfive moan ; 
All fee to chafe me from the cheerful plain, 
And talk of truth and innocence alone. 


{f through the garden's flowery tribes 1 ftray, 
Where bloom the jafmines that could onceallure, 
Hope not to find delight in us, they fay, 
For we are fpotlefs, Jefly ; we are pure. 


. Ye flowers that well reproach a nymph fo frail ; 


Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare ? 
‘The brightett bud that feents the vernal gale 
Was not fo fragrant, and was not fo fair. 


Now the grave old alarm the gentler young ; 
Atfd all my fame’s abhorr'd contagion flee ; 

‘Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue, 
‘That bids the morn propitious fmile on me. 


Thos for your fake I fhun each human eye; 
{bid the fweets of blooming youth adieu ; 

To die | Janguith, but I dread to die, 
Left my fad fate fhould nougith pangs for you. 


Raife me from earth ; the pains of want remove, 
And let me filent feck fome friendly hore; , 


ELE 


Phere on'y, banith’d from the form ! love, 
‘My weeping virtue fhall relapfe no more. 


Be but my friend; I afk no dearer names 7 
Be fuch the meed of fome more artful fair ; 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chafe my fhame, 
‘That pity gavé, what love refiis'd to fhare. 
Ferce not my tongue to afk its feanty breads 

Nor hurl thy Jelly to the vulgar crew ; 
Not fuch the parent’s Board at which I fed ! 
Not fuch the precepts from his lips 1 driv ! 


Faply, when age has filver'd o’er my hair, 
Malice may lcarn to {corn fo mean a fpoil ; 
Envy may flight a face no longer fair ; 
And pity, welcome, to my native foil.” 


She fpoke——nor was [ born of favage race ; 
Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon affign ; 


GIES. . 
Grateful the clafp’d me in a laft embrace, . 
And vow'd to wafte her life in pray’rs for 


mine. 


I faw her foot the lofty bark afcend ; 
i faw her breait with every paffion héave 3 
Tleft her—torn from every earthly friend ; 
Oh! my hard bofom, which could bear to 
Jeave t < ’ 


tri 


Brief let me be ; the fatal Rorm arofe 5 : 
‘The billows rag’d, the pilot's art was vain 3 

O’cr the tall maft the circling {urges clofe ; 
My Jeffy—floats upon the watery plain ! 


And fcc my youth’s impetuous fires decay ; 
Seek not.to ftop reflection’s bitter teat 5 

But warn the frolic, and inftru@ the gay, 
From Jeffy floating on her watery bier !- 


Ray Cost atin Bags og 
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RURAL ELEGANCE. 
ay ODE TO THE LATE DUCHESS OF SOMERSET, 
Written 1750. 


Write orient fies reftore the day, 

And dew-drops catch the lucid ray ; - 
Amid the fprightly fcenes of morn, 

Will aught the mufe infpire ! 
Oh! Peace to yonder clamorous horh 

‘That drowns the facred lyre! 


Ye rural thanes that o'er the moffy down 
‘Some parting, timorous hare purfue ; 
Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 
Say, does fhe {mooth her lawns for you? 
For you does echo hid the rock3 reply, cry? 
And urg’d by rude conftraint refound the jovial 


See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn 
‘The wretched fwain your {port furvey ; 
He finds his faithful fences tort, 
He finds his laboue’d crops a prey ; 
¥ He fees his flock—no more in circles feeds 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed, 
And 4vith no random curles loads the deed. 


Nor yet, ye fwains, conclude 
“Chat nature fmiles for you alone; 
Your bounded fouls, and your conceptions crude, 
Vhe proud, the felfifh boat ditown : 
Yours be the produce of the ieil : 
O may it ftill reward your toil! 
Net ever the defencelefs train 
Of clinging infants aik fupport ia vain } 


Dut though the vatiousharveft gild your plains, 
Dees the mere landtcape featt your eye ? 

Or the warm hope of diftant gains 
Far other caufe of glee fuyply ? 
Ig not the red-ftreak’e turute juice 
The fource of your delight profound, 

Where Ariconium pours her gems profufe, 

Purpling a whole horizon round ? 





BALLADS, &é. 


Athirft ye praife the limpid ftream, ‘tis true: 
But though, the pebbled fhores among, 
It mimic no unpléafing fong, 

The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 


Unpleas’d ye fee the thickets bloom, 
Unpleas’d the {pring her flowery robé refumes 

Unmov'd the mountain's airy pile, 

The dappled mead without » tail ‘ 

O let a rural confcious mufe, 
For well the knows, your froward fenfe accufe: 
Forth to the folemn oak you’bring the fquare, 

And {pan the mafly trunk, before you cry, ‘tis fair. 


Nor yet ye leart’d, hor yet ye courtly train, 
If haply from, your_haints ye ftray 
To watte with us a furamer’s day. 
Exclude the tatte of every fwain; 
Nor our untuter’d fenfe difdain : 

"Tis nature only gives exclufive right 
‘T> relith her fapreme delght ; 
She; where fhe pleafes kind or coy, 

Who furnifhes the fcene and forms us to enjoy, 


Ther hither bring the fair ingenuous mind, 
By her aufpicious aid refin’d ; - 
Lo! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows, 
Or bumble hair-beli paints the plain, 
‘Or valley winds, or fountain flows, 
Or purple heath is ting’d in vain: 
For fuch the rivers, dah the foaming tides, 
- The mountain {wells the dale fubfides ; 
Ew’n thriftlefs furze detains their wandering 
_ fight, [delight, 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with 





With what fafpicious fearfal eare 
‘The fordid wretch fecures his Qaim, | 
If haply fome luxurious heir 7 
Shotld alienate the fields that wear his 
name! 
What fcruples leit fome future birth 
Shovid litigate a fpan of earth | 
Qa 
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‘Bonds, contracts, feoffments, names unmeet for 
profe,, 
‘The towering mufe endures not to difclofe ; 
Alas ! Ker unrevers’d decree, 
More comprehenfive and more free, 
Her lavith charter, taite, appropriates all we fee. 


Let gondolas their painted fiegs unfold, 
~ And'be the folemn day entoll'd, ~ 
‘When, to confirny his lofty plea, 
In nyptial fort, with bridal gold, 
The grave Venetian weds the fea: 
Each laughing mufe derides the vow ; 
Ev'n Adria {corns the mock embrace, 
To.fome jone hermit on the mountain's brow, 
Allotted from his natal hour, 
"With all het myrtle thores in dower. 
His breaft to admiration prone 
Enjoys the (mile upon her face, 
Enjoys triumphant every grace, 
And finds her more his own. 


Fatigu’d with form’s oppreffive laws, 
When Somerfet avoids the great ; 
When, cloy’d with merited applaute, 
_ She feeks the ruralcalm retreat ; 
Does the not praife each moily ceil, 
And. feel the truth my numbers tell? 
‘When deafén'd by the loud acclaim, 
Which genius grac’d with rank obtains, 
Could the not more delighted hear 
You throftte chiannt the rifing year? 
Could fre not fpumithe wreaths of fame, 
To crop the primrofd of the plains > 
Does the not fweets in eath fair valley find, 
Loft to the fons of power, unknown to half man- 
kind ? 


Ah, can the covet there to fee 
The fplendid flaves, the reptile race, 
1 That oil the tongue, and bow the knee, 
That tlight her.merit, but adore her place ? 
Far happier, if aright I deem, 
‘When from gay throngs, and gilded fpires, 
‘To where the lonely halcyons play, 
Her philofophic ttep retires: 
While ttudious of the moral theme, 
She, to fome fmooth fequefter’d ftream 
Likens the {wain’s inglorious day ; 
Pleas'd from the flowery margin to furvey, 
Now cool, ferene, and elear, the current glides 
away. 


O blind to truth, to virtue blind, 
Who flight the (weetly penfive mind! 
On whofe fair birth the graces mitd, 
And every mule prophetic fmil'd, 
Not that the poet’s boafted fire 
Should fame’s wide-echoing trampet fwell ; 
Or, on the mufic of his lyre 
Each future age with rapture dwell; 
The vannted fweets cf praife remove, 
Yet thal) fuch bofoms claim a part 
tn-aff that glads che humun heart: [prove 
Yet thefe the fpirits, form’d to judge and 
All nature’s charms immenfe, and heavens un- 
! hounded love. 


And oh! the tranfport, moft ally’d to forg, 
In fome fair villa’s peaceful bound, 
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‘To catch foft hints from nature’s tongue, 
And bid Arcadia bloom around: 
Whether we fringe the floping hill, 
Or farooth below the verdant mead ; 
Whether we break the falling sill, 
Or through meandering mazes lead; 
Or in the horrid bramble’s room 
Bid carelefs groups of rofes bloom ; 
Or let fome shelter’d lake ferene : 
Reflect flowers, woods and fpires, and brighter: 
all the fcene. 


© fweet difpofal of the rural hour 
O beauties never known to cloy! [bower, 

While worth and genius haunt the favour'd 
And every gentle breaft partakes the joy ! 

While charity at eve furveys the fwain, 
Enabled by thefe toils to cheer 
A train of helplefs infants dear, 
Speed whiftling home-acrofs the plain; 

- See vagrant lurury, her hand-maid grown, 
For half her gracelefs deeds atone, 
And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it 

with her own. 


Why brand thefe pleafures with the name 
Of foft, unfocial toils, of indolence and fhame ? 
Search but the garden, or the wood, 
Let yon admir'd carnation own, 
Not all was meant for raiment, or for food, 
Not all for needful ufe alone; — [dwel, 
There while the feeds of future blofums 
"Tis colour’d for the fight, perfum'd to pleafe 
the fmell. ‘ 
Why knows the nightingale to fing ? 
Why flows the pine’s neCtareons juice ? 
Why thines with paint the linnet’s wing ? 
For fuftenance alone ? For ufe? 
For prefervation? Every fphere 
Shall bid fair pleafure’s rightful claim appear. 
And fure there feem, of human kind, 
Some born to fhun the folemn ftrife ; 
Some for amufive tatks defign’d, 
To footh the certain ills of life ; 
Grace its lone vales with many a budding rofe, 
New founts of blifs difclofe, 


Gall forth refrething fhades, and decorate repofe. 


From plains and woodlands; from the view 
Of ruraj nature’s blooming face, 
Smit Ly the glare of rank and place, 
To courts the tons of fancy flew ; 
Theve long had art ordain’d a rival feat ; 
There had the lavith'd all her care 
Yo form a fcene more dazzling fair, 
And cail’¢ them from their green retreat 
To fhare her proud controui ; 
Had given the robe with grace to flow, 
Had taught exotic gems to glow; 
And, emulous of nature’s power, 
Mimic’d the plume, the leaf, the flower 5 
Chang’d the complexion’s native hue, 
Moulded cach ruttic limb anew, 
And warp’d the very foul. 
A while her magic ftrikes the novel eye, 
A while the fairy forms delight ; 
And now aloof we feem to fly 
On purple pinioas through a purer fy, 
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Where all is wondrous, all is bright: With mild effective beams? 


Now landed on fome fpangled thore ‘Who bands of fair ideas bring, 
A while each dazzled maniac roves By folemn grot, or thady fpring, 
By fapphire lakes, through emerald groves. To join their pleafing dreams! 
Paternal acres pleafe no more; ‘Theirs is the rural blifs without alloy, 
Adieu the fimple, the fincere delight—« They only that deferve, enjoy. 
Th’ habitual fcene of hill and dale, What tho” nor fabled Dryad haunt their grove, 
‘The rural herds, the vernal gale, Nor Naiad near their fountain rove, 
The tangled vetch’s purple bleom, Yet all embody’d to the mental fight, 
The fragrance of the bean’s perfume, A train of {miling virtues bright 
Be theirs alone who cuJtivate the foil, Shall there the wife retreat allow, 


And drink the cupof thirft,andeatthe bread oftoil. | Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wane: ~ 


derer’s brow. 
But foon the pageant fades away ! EES DEOW 


°Tis nature only bears perpetual (way. And though by faithlefs friends alarm'd, 
We pierce. the counterfeit delight, Art have with nature wag’d prefupptuons wary 
Fatigu’d with fplendour’s irkiome beams. By Seymaur’s winning in: ¢ Charm'd, 
Fancy again demands the fight Iu whom their gifts united thine, 
Of native groves and wonted ftreams, No longer fhall their couniels jar, 
Pants for the {cenes that charm’d ber youthful °Tis her to mediate the peace ; 
eyes, (guite. | Near Percy-lodge, with awe-ftrack mien, 


Where truth maintains her court, and banithes dif. The rebel feeks her awful queen, 
And havoc and contention ceafe. 
I fee the rival powers cémbine, 
And aid each other's fair defign ; 
Nature exalt the mound where art thall build ; 
Art Aupe the gay alcove, while nature paints the 
field. 


‘Then hither oft, ye fenators, retire, 

With nature here high converfe hold ; 
For whe like Stamford her delights admire, 
Like Stamford: thall with {corn behold 
Th’ unequal bribes of pageantry and gold; 

Beneath the Bricith oak’s majettic fade, 


Shall fee fair truth, immortal maid, Begin, ye fongfters of the grove! 

Friendfhip in artlets guife array'd, O warble forth your novlet lay ; 

Honour and moral beauty thine {divine. Where Somerfet vouchiafe to rave, 
With more attractive charins, with radiance more Ye leverets, ireely {port and play, 


~ : 
Yes, here alone did higheft heaven ordain Let Berea peti teriaten niorn, 

‘The lafting magazine of charms, No founds inelegant and rude 
Whatever wins, whatever warms, Her facred folitudes profane 

Whatever fancy feeks to fhare 7 Uniefs her candour not exclude 

The great, the various, and the fairy The lowly thepherd’s votive ttrain, 

For ever fhould remain ! Who tunes his reed amidit his rural cheer, 
Her impulfe nothing may reftrain— Fearful, yet notaverte, that Somer(et thould hear, 
Or whence the joy ‘mid columns, towers, “ 

"Mid&t all the city’s artful trim, 


‘To rear fome breathlefs vapid flowers ODE TO MEMORY. 1748. 


Or fhrubs fuliginoufly grim : O memory! celeftial maid! 
From rooms of filken foliage vain, Who glean’ft the flawerets cropt by time 5 
‘To trace the dun far diftant grove, And, Suffering not a leaf to fade, 
Where, {mit with undiffembled pain, Preferv'tt the blofloms of our prime ;. 
‘The wood-lark mourns her abfent love, Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind 
Borne to the dutty town from native air, When life was new, and Lefbia kind, 
‘To mimic rural life, and footh fome vapour'd fair. | and bring that garland to my fight, 
But how mutt faithlefs art prevail With which my favour'd crook fhe boitnd ; 
Should all who taite our joy fncere And bring that wrceash of roles beige | 
To virtue, truth, or fcience dear, Which then my feftive temples crown'd ; 
Forego acourt’s alluring pale, And to my Teoma cat convey fk 
For dimpled brook and leafy grove, The gentle things ign’d to fay. 
For that rich fuxury of thought they love! And tketch with care the mufe’s bower, 
Ah no, from thefe the public {phere requires Where Ifis rolls her filver tide ; 
Examples for its giddy bands: Nor yet omit one reed or flower 
From thefe impartial heaven demands That fhines on Cherwell’s verdant fide ; 


To fpread the flame itfelf infpires 5 
To fitt opinion’s mingled mats, 
Imprefs a nation's tafte, and bid the fterling pafs. 


If fo thou may’ft thoie hours prolong, 
When polith’d Lycon join’d my fong. 


The fong it *vails not to recite--- 


si Happy, thrice happy they, But ture, to footh our youthful dreams, i 
Whole graceful deeds have exemplary fhone | Thofe banks and itreams appear’d more bright 
Keund the gay precingts of a throne, Than other banks, than other ftreams; 


Qa ij 


og 


Or, by thy foftening pencil flown, 
_ Affume thy beauties not their own ? 


And paint that fweetly vacant fcene, 
~ When, all beneath the poplar bough, 
My fp:rits light, my foul ferene, 

I breath’d in verfe ‘one cordial vaw : 
‘That nothing thhould my foul infpire, 
Bat friendthip warsn, and love entire. 


Dull to the fenfe.of new delight, 

On thee the drooping mufe attends; 
AAs fome fond lover, robb’d of fight, 
* On thy exprelfive power depends; 
Nor would exchange thy glowing lines, 
To live the lord of all that thines, i 


But let me chafe thofe vows away 
Which at amibition’s fhrine I made; 
Nor ever let thy fkill difplay =~ | 
Thofe aiixions moments, ill repaid : 
Oh! from my breaft that feafon raze, 
And bring my childhood id its place.” 


Bring me the bells, the rattle bring, 
And bring the lfobby I bettrode ; 
‘When, pleas'd in many’ a ‘portive ring, 

‘Around the roam 1 jovial rode: ”' 
¥y'n Jet me bid my lyre adieu, 
-And bring the whiftle that I blew. 


- Then will I mufe, and penfive fay, 
Why did not thefe enjoyments laft; 
How fweetly watted [t day, 3 * 
While innocence allow'd té watte | 
Ambition’s toils alike are vain, 2 
“But ah ! for pleafure yield us pain. 


‘THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH: 


A ballad alluding to a flory recorded of her, wher 
“fhe was prifoner at Woodstock, 1554. 
‘Wart you-hear how once repining 
Great Eliza captive lay? 
Each ambi;ious thought reigning, 
Foe to riches, pomp, and fway- 


‘While the nymphs and fwains delighted 
Tript around in all théir pride; 
Envying joys by others flighted, 
Thus the’ royal maiden cry’d. 


“ Bred on plains, or born in vallies, 
Who would bid thofe fcenes adiea? 
Straugerte the art of malice, 
Who would ever courts purfue ? 


Malice never taught to treafure, 
Cenfure never taught to bear: 
Love is all thé thegherd’s pleafure ; 
Love is ail the damilel’s care. 


How can they of humble ftation 

Vainly blame the powers above ? 
Or accule the difperifatios 

Which allows them all to Tove ? 
Love like air is widely given ; 

Power nor chance can thefe reftrains 
‘Truett, nobleit gifts of heaven!’ 

Only purelt on the piain! 
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Peers can no fuch charms difcover, 
All in ftars and garters dreft, 

As. on Sundays, does the lover 
With his nofegay on his breatt. 


Pinks and rofvs in profufion, 
Said to fade when Chloe’s near ; 
Fops may iafe the fame allufion; ~ 
But the thepherd is fincere. 


Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail 

Cowrlips all around her fpringing 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 


Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo {prightly, look fo fai 

Never breaft with jewels laden 
Pour 2 fong fo void of care. 





Would indulgent heaven had granted 
Mg fome rural damfel’s part ! 

All the empire I had wanted 
‘Then had been my fhepherd’s heart. - 


Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains, 
Free from fetters, might I rove : . 

Fearlets tafte the cry (tal fountains ; 
Peaceful fleep beneath the grove. 


Ruftics had been more forgiving; . 
Partial to my virgin. bloom : 

None hat envy'd me when living ; 
None had triumph’d o'er my tomb.” 


ODE TO & YOUNG LADY. 


Somewhat too folicitous about her manner of exa 
preffion. 
Survey, my fair! that lucid ftream, 
Adown the fmiling valley ftray; * 
Would art attempt, or fancy dreamy 
‘To regulate its winding way ? 


So pleas'd I view thy thining hair 
Tn loofe difhevell’d ringlets flow : 
Not all thy art, not ali thy care, 
Can there one fingle grace beitow. 


Survey again that verdant hill, 
With native plantsenamell’d o'er; 
Say, can the painter’s utmoft fkill * 
Initruct one flower to pléafe us more ? 


As vain it were, with artful dye, 
To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofe; 
And oh may Laura, ere the try, . 
With freth vermilion paint the rofe. 


Hark how the wood-lark’s tuneful throat 
Can every ftudy’d grace excel ; 

Let art confrain the rambling note, 
And will ihe, Laura, pieafe fo well? 


Oh ever keep thy native eafe, 

By no pedantic law confin’d! 
For Laura's voice is form’d to pleafe, 
* So Laura’s words be not unkind. 





NANCY OF THE VALE. A BALLAD. 


“ Nerine Gallatea! thymo mihi dulcinr Hyble ! 
“ Candidior cygnis! hedera formofior alba!” 


Tue weltern tky was purpled o’er 
With every pleafing ray : 

Afd flocks reviving felt no more 
‘Ihe fultry heats of day 


‘When from an hazle’s artlefs bower 
Soft warbled Strephon’s tongue ; 
He blett the fcene, he bleft the hour, 

While Nancy's praife he fang. 


“ Let tops with fickle falfehood range 
“Phe paths of wanton love, 

While weeping maids lament their change, 
And fadden every grove ; 


But endlefs bleffings crown the day 
I faw fair Etham’s dale! : 

And every bleffing find its way 
To Nancy of the Vale. 


*Twas from Avona’s banks the maid 
Diffus’d her lovely beams 

And every thining glance difplay’d 
The Naiad of the ftreams. 


Soft as the wild-duck's tender young, 
‘That floats on Avon’s tide; 

Bright as the water-lily, {prung, 
And glittering near its fide. 


Fre(h as the bordering flowers, her bloom : 
Her eye, all mild to view ; 

The little halcyon’s azure plume- 
Was never half fo blue. 


Her fhape was like the reed (0 fleek, 
So taper, ftrait, and fair; 
Her dimpled {mile, her bluthing cheek, 
“How charming tweet they were! 


Far in the winding vale retir’d, 
This peerlefs bud I'found ; 

And fhadowing rock and woods confpir’d 
‘To fence her beauties round. 


That nature in fo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph fo tweet ; 

Qr fortune to her fecret-cetl 
Conduct my wandering feet ! 


- Gay lordlings (ought her for their bride, 
But the would ne’er incline : 
“* Prove to your eqdals true, fhe cry’d, 
«is I will prove to mine. 


*Tis Strephon, on the mountain’s brow, 
Has won my right good will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'l! climb the hill.” 


Struck with her charms and gentle trath, 
I clafp'd the conftant fair; . 

To her aloné 1 gave my youth, 
And vow my future care, 


load when this vow fhall faithlefs prove, 
Or [ thofe charms forego ; 
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The ftream that faw our tender love, ~ 
That ftream fhall ceafe to flow. 








ODE TO INDOLENCE. 817 §00 


An! why for ever on the wing 
Perfifis my wearied foul to roam? 

Why, éver cheated, ftrivesto bring 
Or pleafure or contentment home? 


Thus the poor bird, that.draws his name 
From paradife’s honour'd groves, - 
Careleis fatigues his little frame > 
Nor finds the retting-plaze le loves. 


Lo! on the rural moffy bed 
My limbs with carelefs eale reclin’d ; 

Ah, gentle floth! indulgent fpread 
‘Vhe fame toft bandage o’er my mind. 


For why thould lingering thought invade, 
Yet every worldly protpect choy ? 

Lend me, foft futh, thy friendly aid, 
And give me peace, debarr'd of joy. 


J Lov’ft thou yon calm and fiient flood, 

That never ebbs, that never flows; 
Protected by the circling wood 

From each tempettuous wind that blows?» 


Analtar on its bank hall rife, 
Where oft thy votary fhall be found ; 
What time pale autumn lulls the fkies, 
And fickening verdure fades around, 


Ye buty racey ye factious train, - 
‘That haunt ambition’s guiiry fhrine ; 

No“more perplex the world in vain, 
But offer here your vows with mine. 


And thou, puiffant queen ! be kind 
Ife’er I thar'd thy balmy power ; 
If ever I fway’d my active mind 
To weave for thee the rural bower ; 


Diffolve in fleep each anxious care ; 
Bach unavailing igh remove ; 

Aad only Jet me wake to hare, 
‘The iweets of triendthip and of love, 


ODE TO HEALTH. 37300 ° 


© wears, capricious maid ! 

Why doft thou fhun my peaceful bower, 

Where I had hope to thare thy power, 
And blefs thy laiting aid? 


Since thou, alas! art flown, 
It °vails not whether mufe or grace,” 
With tempting {mile, frequent the place: 
T figh for thee alone. 
Age not forbids thy ftay; 
Thou yet might'ft aét the friendly part 3. 
Thou yet might’ft raife this languid heart ; 
Why {peed fo {wift away ? 
‘Thou fcorn’ft the city-air; 
I breathe frefh gales o’er furrow’d ground, 
Yet haft nat thou my withes crown'd, 
O fale! Q partial fair!. - 
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T plunge into the wave ; 
And though with puref hand Iraife 
A rural altar to thy praife, 

(Thou wilt not deign to fave. 


Amid my well-known grave, 
Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boafted name, and titles fair, 

Why fcorns thy foot to rove ? 


Thou hear’tt the fportiman’s claim ; 
Enabling him, with idle noife, 
‘To drown the mufe's melting voice, 
And fright thé timorous game. 


Is thought thy foe? adieu, 
Ye midnight lamps! ye curious tomes, 
‘Mine eye o'er hills and valleys roams, 
' And deals nq more with you. 


Is it the clime you flee? 
Yet, ’midft his unremitting fhows, 
The poor Laponian’s bofom glows; 
And hares bright rays frem thee. 


There was, there wag a time, 
When, though I fcorn'd thy guardian care, 
Nor made a vow, nor faid a prayer, 

I did not rue the crime. 


Who then mare bleft than I? 
‘When the glad {choo}-bay’s tafk was done, 
And forth, with jocund fprite, 1 run 

To freedom and to joy? 

“How joyial then the day ! 
‘What fince have all my labours found, 
‘Thus climbing life, to gaze around, 

‘That can thy lofs repay ? 


‘Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 
Methinks no frown that: fortune wears, 
Nor leffen'd hopes, nor growing cares, 

Could fink my cheerful mind, ° 


‘Whate’er my ftars include j 
‘What other breaits convert to paip, 
‘My towering mind fhall foon difdain, 
Should fcorn---Ingratitude ! : 
Repair this mouldering céil, 
And bieft with objects found at home, 
And envying none their fairer dome, — 
How pleas'd my foal thould dwell’; 


Temperance fhould guard the doors; 
From room to room fhonld memory ftray, 
And ranging all in neat array, 3 

Enjoy her pleafing ftores--— 

There Jet them reft unknown, 
‘The'types of many a pleafing fcene : 
But to preferve them bright or clean, 

Js thine fair queen! alone. 


TQ A LADY OF QUALITY 4, 


FITTING UP HER LIBRARY. 1738, 


Aw! what is fcience, whag is art, 
‘Or what the pleafure thefe impart? 


2 Lady Lugborcugh, 


Ye trophies, which the leagn'd puriue 
Through endilefs fruitiels tefi¢-adien ! 
What can the tedious tomes befttaw, 

To footh the mjferies they how? 
What, like the blifs for him decreed, 
Who tends his flock, and tunes his teed # 


Say, wretched fancy! thus refin’d 
From all that glads the fmpleft hind, 
How rare that object which (upplies 
A charm for tou difcerning eyes! 


The polith’d bard, of genius vain, 
Endures a deeper fenfe of pain: 

As each invading bla devours 

The richet fruits, the fairett flowers. 


Sages, with irkfome wafte of time, 

The fteep ufcent of knowledge climb; 
Then from the towering heights they fcale, 
Behold contentment range-~-the vale. J 


Yet why, Afteria, tell us why 

We fcom the crowd, when you are nigh; 
Why then does reafon feem fo fair, 

Why learning, then, deferye our care ? 


Who can unpleas’d your fhelves behold, 
While you fo fair a proof unfold 

What force the brighte& genius draws 
From polith’d wifdam’s written laws ? 


Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 
What ftrange perfection bids us own 
‘That blifs with toilfome fcience dwells, 
And happiett he, who moft excelis ? 


y 


UPON A VISIT TO THE SAME, IN WIN: 
TER. 1748. 


On fair Afteria’s blifsfil plains, 
Where ever-blooming fancy reigns, 
How pleas'd we pafs the winter’s day ; 
And charm the duil-ey’d fpleen away $ 


No linnet, from the leaflefs bough, 
Pours forth her note melodious no" 
But all admire Afteria’s tongue, 

Nor with the linnet’s vernal fong. 





No flowers emait their tranfient rays: 
Yet fure Afteria’s wit difplays 

More various tints, more glowing lines, 
And with perennial beauty shines, 


Though rifled groves and fetter'd ftreams 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams: 
Afteria’s prefence wakes the lyre: 

And well fupplies poetic fire. 


The fields have loft their lovely dye ; 
No cheerful azure decks the ficy ; 
Yet itill we blefs the low’ring day ; 
Afteria {miles—-and all is gay. 


Hence let the mufe no more prefume, 
To blame the winter's dreary gloom ; 
Accufe his loitering hours no mote ; 
But ah! their envious haite deplore ! 


For foon, from wit and friendthip’s reign; 
‘The focial beasth, the {prightly: vein, 
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J go---to meet the coming year, 
On favage plains, and defertedrear ! 


I go---to feed on pleafures flown, 
Nor find the fpring my lofs atone, 
But ’mid the flowery fweets of May 
With pride recall this winter's day. © 


AN IRREGULAR ODE AFTER SICKNESS. 
17g. 


“ ...Melius, cum venerit ipfa, canemus.” 


Too long a ftranger to repofe, 

At length from pain’s abhorred couch I yofe, 
And wander’d forth alone ; 

To court once more the balmy breeze, 

And catch the verdure of the trees, 
Ere yet their charms were flown, 


*Twas from a bank with panfies gay 
Thail'd once more the cheerful day, 
The fun's forgotten beams : 
O fan ! how pleafing were thy rays, 
Reflected from the polith'’d face 
Of yon refulgent ftreams ! 


Rais’d by the fcene, my feeble tongue 
Effay'd again the fweets of fong : 
And thas, in feeble ftrains and flow, 
‘The loitering numbers ’gan to flow. 


* Come, gentle air: my languid limbs reftare, 
And bid me welcome from the Stygian fhore ; 

For fure, I heard the tender fighs, 

T feem'd to join the plaintive cries 
Of haptefs youths, who through the myrtle grove 
Bewail for ever their unfinith'd love ; 

To that unjoyous clime, 
‘Torn from the fight of thefe ethereal fies ; 
Debarr’d the laftre of their Delia’s eyes ; 
» And banifh’d in their prime. 


Come, gentle air! and, while the thickets bloom, 
Convey the jas’mine’s breath divine ; 7 
Convey the woodbine’s rich perfume, 
Nor {pare the fweet-leaft eglantine. 
And may’ft thou fhun the rugged ftorm 
‘Till health her wonted charms explain, 
With rural pleafure in her train, 
To greet me in her faireft form. 
While from this lofty mount I view 
‘The fons of earth, the vulgar crew, 
. Anxious for futile gains beneath me ftray, 
And feck with erring ftep contentment’s obvious 
way., 


Come, gentle air! and thou, celeftial mufe, 
Thy genial flame infufe ; 
Enough to lend a penfive bofom aid, 
And gild retirement’s gloomy thade ; 
Enough to rear fach ruttic lays 
As foes may flight, but partial friends will Praife.” 


The gentle air allow’d my claim; 
And, more to cheer my drooping frame, 
She mix’d the balm of openiag Rowers: 
_ Such as the bee, with chemic powers, 
~~ From Hybla’s fragrant hills inhales, 
Or {cents Sabea’s blooming vales. 


: Bey 
But ah ! the nymphs that heat the penfivé mind, 
By preferipts more refin'd, Z 
Neglect their votary’s anxious moun 
Ob, how fhould they relieve ?-—-the mufes all were 


flown. 


By fiowery plain, or woodland fhades,’ 

I fondly fought the charming maids; 

By woodland fhades, or flowery plain, — * 

I fought them, faithlefs maids ! in vain! 
When lo! in happier hour, . 

I leave behind my native mead, . 

‘To range where zeal and friend{hip lead, 
To vifit Luxborough’s honour’d bower. 


Ah foolith man ! to feek the tuneful maids 
On other plains, or near lefs verdant fades; ~ 
Scarce bere my footfteps prefs'd the ‘favour’d 
rqund, 
Whee founds ethereal frike my ear 5 
At once celeftial forms appear ; 
My fagitives are found! . 
The mules here attune their lyres, 
Ah partial! with unwonted fires ; 
Here, hand in hand, with carelefs mien, 
The fportive graces trip the green. 


But whilft I wander'd e’er a fcene fo fairy 
Too well at one furvey I trace, 
How every mufe, and every grace, 
Had Jong employ’d their care. . 
Lurks not a ftone enrich’d with lively ftain, 
Blooms not a flower amid the vernal fore, 
Fails not a plume on India’s diftant plain, 
Glows not a thell on Adria‘s rocky thore, 
But, torn methought from native lands or (eas, 
From theit arrangement, gai freth power to~ 
pleafe. 


And fome had bent the wildering maze, 
Bedeck'd with every thrub that blows; 
And fome entwin’d the willing {prays, 
To thield th’ illuftrious dame’s repofe: 
Others had grac’d the fprightly dome, 
And taught the portrait where to glow ; 
Others arrang’d the curious tome; ’ 
Or, ‘mid the decorated fpace, 
Affign’d the laureil’d buit a place, 
And given to learning all the pomp of thew, 
And now from every tatk withdrawn, 
They met and frifk'd it o’er the lawn. 


Ah! woe is me, faid I; 
And * * *’s hilly circuit heard my cry, 
Have I for this, with labour ftrove, 
And Igvith’d all my little fore 
To fence for you my fhady grove, 
And {collop every winding thore ; 
And fringe with every purple rofe, _ a 
The fapphire ftream that down my valley flows? 


Ah! lovely treacherous maids! 
To quit unfeen my votive thades, 
When pale difeafe, and torturing pain, 
Had torn me from the breezy plain, 
And to a reftlefs couch confin’d, 
Who ne’er your wonted tafks declin’d. 
She needs not your officious aid 
To fwell the fong, or plan the fhade ; 
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By genuine fancy fir'd, . 
Her native genius guides her hand, 
And while fhe marks the fage command, 
More lovely fcenes her fkili fhall raife, 
Her lyre refound with nobler lays 

Than ever you infpir'd. 
‘Thus may rage and grief difplay ; 
But vainly blame, and vainly mourn, 
Nor will a grace or mufe return 

‘Tilt Luxborough lead the way. 


oe 


. TO A LADY, 


‘WITH SOME COLOURED PATTERNS OF FLOWERS* 
. October 7, 1736. 
Mapam, 


Toucu rude the draughts, though artlefs feem 
the lines, 
From one unfkill’d in verfe, or in defigas ; 
Oft has good-nature been the fool’s defence, 
And honeft meaning gilded want of fenfe. 
Fear not, though flowers and beauty grace my 
lay, 
‘To praite one fair, another fhall decay. 
No lily, bright with painted foliage, here, 
Shall ouly languith, when Selinda’s near: 
A fate revers'd no fmiling rofe thail know, 
Nor with reflected luftre doubly glow. 
Praifes which Janguith when apply'd to you, 
‘Where flattering ichemes feem obvioufly true. 
Yet fure your fex.is near to flowers ally'd, 
Alike in foftnefs, and alike in pride : 
Foes to retreat, and ever fond to thine, 
Both ruth to danger, and the thades decline ; 
Expos’d, the fhort-liv’d pageants of a day, 
To painted flies or glittering tops a prey + 
Ghang’d with each wind, nur one ihort day the 
fame, 5 
Each clouded fky affects their tender frame. 
In glaring Chloe’s man-like tafte and mien, 
Are the grofs {plendours of the tulip feen: 
Diftant they ttrike, inelegantly gay, 
To the near view no pleafing charms difplay. 
To form the nymph, a vulgar wit mut join, 
As coarier foils will moft the flower refine. 
Ophelia’s beauties let the jas’mine paint, 
‘Too faintly folt, too nicely elegant. 
Around with feéming fanétity endued, 
‘The paflion-flower may beft exprefs the prude. 
Like the gay rofe, too rigid Silvia fines, 
‘While, like its guardian thorn, her virtue joins-— 
Happy the nymph ! from all their failures free, 
Happy the nymph! in whom their charms agree. 
Faint thefe productions, till you bid difclofe, 
‘The pink new [plendours, and freth tints the rofe: 
And yet condemn not trivial draughts like thefe, 
¥Form’d to improve, and make ev’n trifles pleafe. 
A power like yours minuter beauties warms, 
And yet can blaft the moft aipiring charms: 
‘Thus, at the rays whence other objects thine, 
‘The taper fickens, and its flames decline. 
‘When by your art the purple violet lives, 
And ihe pale lily {prightlier charms receives 
Garters to me fhall glow inferior far, 
And with Icis pleafing luftre thine the ftar. 
Let lerious trifiers, fond of wealth or fame, 
Qn toils like thefe beitow too foft a name ; 
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Each gentler art with wife indifference view, 
And fcorn one trifle, millions to purfue : 
More artful I, their {pecious fchemes deride + 
Fond to pleafe you, by you in thefe employ’d; 
A nobler tafk, or more fublime defire, 
Ambition ne’er could form, nor pride infpire = 

The fweets of tranquil life and rural eafe 
Amufe fecurely, nor lefs jufly pleafe. 

Where gentle pleature thows her milder power, 
Or blooms in fruit, or {parkles in the flower ; 
Smiles in the groves, the raptur’d poet’s theme 3 
Flows in the brook, his Naiad of the ftream ; 
Dawns, with each happier ftroke the pencil gives, 
And, in each livelier image, {miling lives ; 

Is heard, when Silvia trikes the warbling ftrings, 
Selinda tpeaks, or Philomela fings 

Breathes with the mory; attends, propitiows maid, 
The evening ramble, and the noon-day glade: 
Some vifionary fair the cheats our view, 

Then only vigorous, when fhe feems like you. 
Yet nature fome for {prightlier joys defign’d, 

For brighter fcenes, with nicer care, refin’d. 
When the gay jewel radiant ftreams fupplies, 
And vivid brilliants meet your brighter eyes; 
When drefs and pomp around the fancy play, 

By fortune’s dazzling beauties borne away ; 
When theatres for you the fcenes forego, 

And the box bows, obfequioufly low: 

‘How dull the plan which indolence bas drawn, 
The mofly gratto, or the flowery lawn! 

Though rofeate {cents in every wind exhale, 
And fylvan warblers charm in every pale. 

Of thefe be hers the choice whom all approve 5 
And whom but thofe who envy, all muft love: 
By nature modell’d, by experience taught, 

To know and pity every female fault : 

Pleas’d ev’n to hear her fex’s virtues thown, 

And blind to none’s perfections but her own: 
Whilft, humble fair ! of thefe too few the knows, 
Yet owns too many for the world’s repofe : 

From wit’s wild petulance ferenely free, > 
Yet bleft in all that nature can decree. 

Not like a fire, which, whilft it burns, alarsas 3 
A modett flame, that gently thines and wari 3 
Whofe mind, in every light, can charms difplay, 
With wifdom ferious, and with humour gay ; 
Juft as her eyes in each bright pofture warm, 
‘And fiercely trike, or languithingly charm: 
Such are your honours—mention’d to your coatt, 
Thofe leait can hear them, who deferve them molt: 
Yet ah! forgive—the lefs inventive mufe, 

If e’er the fing, a copious theme muft choofe. 





Written in a Flower Bock of my own colouring, 
defigned for Lady Plymouth. 1753-4: 


“ Debite nymphis opifex coronz.” Hor. 


Brine, Flora, bring thy treafures here, 
The pride of all the blooming year ; 
And let me, thence, a garland frame, 
‘To crown this fair, this peerlefs dame! 
But ah! fince enyions winter lowers, 
And Hewell meads refign their flowers, 
Let art and friendfhip joint effay 
Diffule their flowerets in her way, 








ODES, 


Not nature can herfelf prepare - 
A. worthy wreath for Lefbia’s-hair, 
Whofe temper, like her forchead, fmooth, 
Whole thoughts and accents form'd to footh, 
Whole pleafing mien, and make refin’d, 
Whofe artlefs breaft, and polifh’d mind, 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove, 
Deiétv'd and won my Plymouth’s love. 

ANACREONTIC. 1738. 

"Twas in a coal Aonian glade, 

The wanton Cupid, {pent with toil, 
Had fought refrethment from the thade ; 
And ftretch’d him on the moffy foil. 

A vagrant mufe drew nigh, and found 
‘The fubtle traitor fatt afleep; 

And is it thine to fuore protuund, 
She fuid, yet leave the world to weep? 


But hufh—from this au(picious hour, 
The world, I ween, muy reft in peace; 

And, robb’d of darts, and {tript of power, 
Thy peevith perulance decreafe, 


Sleep on, poor child ! whilft I withdraw, 
And this thy vile artillery hide— 
When the Cattalion fount the faw, 
And plung’d his arrows in the tide. 


That magic fount--i!l judging maid! 
Shall caufe you foon to curte the day 

You dar’d the fhafts of love invade; ‘s 
And gave his arms redoubled {way. 


For in a ftream fo wondrous clear, 
When angry Cupid fearches round, 

Will not the radiant points appear ? 
‘Will not the furtive fpoils be found ? 


Too foon they were ; and every dart, 
Dipt in the mufe’s myftic {pring, 

Acquir'd new force to wound the heart ; 

k And taught at once to love and fing. 

i 


‘Then qrewell, ye Pierian quire ; 
For who will now your aitars throng ? 
From love we learn to fwell the lyre; « 
And echo afks no fweeter fong. 


ODE. wruirren 1739+ 


“ Unit {pes animi credula mutui.? Hor. 


"Tyas not by beauty’s aid alone, 
y That loye ufurp'd his airy throne, 
His boatted power difplay’d ; 
°Tis kindnels that fecures his aim, 
*Tis hope that feeds the kindling flame, 
Which beauty. firft convey’d. 


In Clara's eyes, the lightnings view ; 

Her lips with all the rofe’s hue” 
Have all its fweets combin’d ; 

‘Yet vain the bluth, and taint the fre, 

‘Fill lips at once, and eyes contpire 
To prove the charmer kind..- 


Thoggh wit might gild the tempting fnare, 
Tith iofte¢ accent, fweetett air 


By envy’s felfadmis'd ; : 





~ 
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If Lefbia’s wit betray'd her fcorn, 
In vain might every grace adorn 
What every muie infpir’d. 


Thus airy Strephon tan’d his lyre-— 

He fcorn’d the pangs of wild defire, 
Which love-fick iwains endure : 

Refolv'd to brave the keeneft dart ; 

Since frowns could never wound his heart; 
And fmiles---muft ever cure. 


But ali ! how falfe thefe maxims prove, 

How frail fecurity from love, 
Experience hourly fhows ! 

Love can imagin'd (miles fupply, 

On every charming lip and eye 
Eternal fweets beftows. 


Jn vain we truft the fair-one’s eyes 5 
In vain the fage explores the tkies, 
To learn from ftars his fate : - 
Till, led by fancy wide attray, 
He finds no planet mark his way ; 
Conyine'd and wife---tov late, 


As partial to their words we prove ; 
Then boldly join the lifts of love, ~ 
With towering hopes fupply’d : 
See heroes, taught by doubtful thrines, 
Mitook their deity’s defigns; 
Then took the field---and dy’d. 


THE DYING KID. 


“ Optima quaque dies miferis mortalibus evi 


“ Prima fugit——"" Vira. 
A TEAR bedews my Delia’s eye, 

To think yon playful kid muft die; 
From cryftal fpring, and flowery mead, 
Mutt, in his prime of life, recede ! 


Erewhile, in {portive circles round 

She faw him wheel, and frifk, and bound ; 
From rock to rock purfue his way) 

And on the fearful margin play, 


, Pleas’d on his various freaks to dwell, 


She faw him climb my ruftic cell ; 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright; 
And fem all ravith’d at the fight. 


She teils, with what delight he flood, 
‘To trace his features in the flood : 
‘Then fkipp'd alvof with quaint amaze; 
And then drew near again to gaze. 


She tells me how with eager {peed 
He flew, to hear my vocal reed; = 
And how with critic face profound, 

And ftedfaft ear, devour’d the found. 


His every frolic, light as air, 
Delerves the gentle Delia’s care ; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 

To think the playful kid mutt die... 


But knows my Delia, timely wife, 
How foon this blamelefs era flies 3 
While viclence and craft fucceed ; 
Untair defign, and riithlefs deed} 


oe 


Soon would the vine bis wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple gifts no more ; 

Ah foon, eras’d from every grove 

‘Were Delia’s name, and Strephon’s love. 


No more thofe bowers might Strepbon fee, 
‘Where firft he fondly gaz’d on thee ; 

No more thofe beds ot flowerets find, 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd. 


Each wayward paffion foon would tear 
His bofom, now fo void of care ; 

And, when they left his ebbing vein, 
‘What, but infipid age, remain? 


‘Then mourn not the decrees of fate, 
‘That gave his life fo thort a date; 
And I will join thy tendereft fighs, 
‘To think that youth fo fwiftly flies! 


ee 
SON GS,. 


WRITTEN CHIEFLY BETWEEN THE YEARS 1937 
"AND 1742, 


SONG IL 


I roup my nymph, I told her true, 
My-fields were {mall, my flocks were few; 
While favltesing accents fpoke my fear, 
‘That Flavia might not prove fincere. 


Of crops deftroy’d by vernal cold, 
And vagrant theep that left my fold: 
OF thefe fhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How chang’d by fortune’s fickle wind, 
‘The friends 1 lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and fhed a generous tear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if the deign my love to blefs, 
My Flavia mutt not hope for drefs ; 
‘This too the heard, and {mii’d to hear; 
And Flavia fure mutt be fincere. 


Go thear your flocks, ye jovial fwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
Defpoil'd of all which you revere, 
know my Flavia’s love’s fincere. 


SONG I. 
THE LANDSCAPE. 


How pleas’d within my native bowers 
Erewhile I pais'd the day ! 

‘Was ever {cene fo deck’d with flowers? 
Were ever flowers fo gay? 


How fweetly fmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landfcape round ! 

‘The river gliding down the dale! 
The hill with beeches crawn’d ! 


But now, when urg’d by tender woes 
I {peed to meet my dear, 

That hill and itream my zeal oppofe, 
And check my fond career 
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No more, fince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I fee: 

That verdant hill, and filver ftream, 
Divide my love and me. 


SONG OL 


Ye gentle nymphs and generous dames, 
That rule o’er every Britith mind ; 

Be fure ye footh their amorous flames, 
Be fure your laws are not unkind. 


For hard it is to wear their bloom 
Tn unremitting fighs away : 

To mourn the night's oppreffive gloom 
And faintly blets the rifing day. 


And crue! ’twere, a free-born twain, 
A Britifh youth, thould vainly moan; 
Who, fcornful of a tyrant’s chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alone. 


Nor pointed fpear, nor links of feel, 
Could e’er thofe gallant minds fubdue, 

Who beauty’s wounds with pleafure fec!, 
And boaft the fetters wrought by you. 


SONG WW 
THE SKY-LARK. 


Go, tuneful bird, that glad’ft the fkies, 
To Daphne’s window fpeed thy way ; 

And there on quivering pinions rife, 
And there thy vocal art diiplay, 


And if the deign thy notes to hear, 
And if the praife thy matin fong, 
Tel! ber the iounds that iooth her ear, 
To Damon’s native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array"d, 

‘he bird from Indian groves may fhine ; 
But aflt the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compar’d to thine ? .- 


Then bid her treat yon witle(s beau 
And all his daunting race with fcorn ; 
And lead an ear to Damon’s woe, 
Why fings her praife, and fings forlorn, 


SONG VY. 


“ Ah! ego non aliter triftes evincere morbos - 
“ Optarem, quam t¢ fic quoque velle putenis® 


ON every tree, in every plain, 

I trace the jovial fpring in vain | 
A fickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And fait my waning vigour flies. 


Nor flowery plain, nor budding tree, 
That fmile on others, fmile on me ; 
Mine eyes from death fhail court repofe, 
Nor fhed a tear before they clofe. 


What blefs to me can feafons bring? 
Or what the neediefs pride of {pring ? 
‘The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier, 
Retaias its yerdure all the year 
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°Tis true, my vitie fo freth and fair 
Might claim a while my wonted cafe ; 
My tural ftore fome pleafure yield ; 
So white a flock, fo green a field ! 


My friends, that each in kindnefs vie, 
Might well expe one parting figh ; 
‘Might well demand one tender tear; 
For vhen was Damon infincere ? 


But ere 1 af once more to view 

‘Yon fetting fun his race renew, 

Inform me, fwains; my. friends, declare, 
‘Will pitying Delia join the prayer ? 


SONG VL 
THE ATTRIBUTE OF VENUS 


Yes; Fulvia is like Venus fairs 

Has all het bloom, and fhape gnd. gir: 
But ftill, ta perfect every grace, 

She wants---the {mile upon her face. 


The crown majeftic Juno wore ; 

And Cynthia’s brow the crefcent bore, 
An helmet mark’d Minerva’s mien, 

But fmile’s diftinguith’d beauty’s queen. 


ater train was form’d of {miles and loves, 
-Her chariot drawn by gentleé doves: 
And from her gone, the nymph may find, 
“ITis beauty’s province to be kind. 


Then {mile, my fair; and all whofe aim 
Afpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 

Or bid her breathe in living ftone, 

_ Shall take their forms from you alone. 


SONG VIL 1744 


Tur lovely Delia {miles again ; 

That killing frown has left her brow: 
Can fhe forgive my jealous pain, 

nd give me back my angry vow? 


Love is an April’s doubtful day + 

A while we fee the tempet lower ; 
Anon the radiant heaven furvey, 

And quite forget the flitting fhower. 


The flowers, that hung their languid head, 
Are burnifh’d by the tranfient rains ; 

‘The vines their wonted ‘tendrils {pread, 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 


The {prightly birds, that droop’d no lefs 
Beneath the power of rain and wind, 
In every raptar’d note expre!s 
‘The joy I feel-—-when thou art kind. 


SONG VL 174% 


Wuen bright Roxana treads the green, 
In all the pride of drefs and mien; 
Averfe to freedom, love, and play, 

‘The dazzling rival of the day: 

None other beauty flrikes mine eye, 
The lilies droop, the rofes die. 


Buc when, difclaiming art, the fair 
Ssames a loft.engaging air; | 


Mild as the opening mogn of May, 
Familiar, ftiendly, free. and gay ; 

‘The {cene improyes, where’er the goes, 
More {weetly fmile the pink and rofe. 
O lovely maid! propitions hear, 

Nor deem thy shepherd infincere ; 

Pity a wild illufive flame, © 

That varies objects ftill the fames 
And let their very changes prove 

The never-vary’d force of love. 


SONG [K. 1743. 
VALENTINE’S DAY, 


Tis faid that under diftant tkies, 
Nor you the fact deny ; . 

What firft attracts an Indian's eyes 
Becomes his deity. 


Perhaps a lily, or a rofé, 
That thares the morning's ray, 
May to the waking {wain difclofe 
The regent of the day. 


Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 
Envich'd with fragrant power, 

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove, 
Where blooms the fovereign flower< 


Perch’d on the cedar’s topmoft boughy 
And gay with gilded wings, 

Perchance, the patron of his vow, 
Some artlefs linnet fings. 


The fwain furveys her pleas’d, afraid, 
Then low to earth he bends; * 
And owns, upon her friendly aid, 
His health, his life, depends, 
Vain futile idols, bird or flower, 
To tempt a votary’s prayer ! 
How would his humble homage tower 
Should he behold my fair ! 


Yes---might the pagan's waking eyes, 
Over Flavia’s beauty range, 

He there would fix his lafting choice, 
Nor dare, nor with to change. 


SONG X 1743 


Tue fatal hours are wondrous near, 

‘That from thefe fountains bear'my dear; 
A little fpace is given ; in vain: 

She robs my fight, and fhuns the plain. 


A little fpace, for rhe to prove - 
My boundlefs flame, my endlefs love 5 
And, like the train of vulgar hours, 
Invidious time that fpace devours. 


Near yonder beech is Delia’s way 
On that I gaze the livelong day ; 
No eaftern monarch’s dazzling pride 
Shall draw my longing eyes afide. 


The chief that knows of fuccours nighy 
And fees his mangled legions die, 
Cafis not a more impatient glance, 


To fee the loitering aids advances” 


et 


Not more, the fehool-boy that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To fee fome friend's familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's laft embrace-— 


She comes---but ah! what crowds of beaux 
4n radiant bands my fair enclofe ! 

Ob! better hadft thou thunn’d the green, 
Oh, Delia! better far unfcen. 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 
By all my fighs, by all my tears, 

’ J might from torture now be free— 
*Tis more than death to part from thee! 


“SONG XL 


PeRaAaps it is not love, faid I, 

That melts my'foul when Flavia’s nigh ; 
‘Where wit and fenfe like her's agree, 
One may be pleas’d, and yet be free. 


‘The beauties of her polith’d mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find; 

"The hermit freezing in hig cell, 
Might with the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not lave---averfe to bear 

The fervile chain that lovers wear ; 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 
My doubts difpel--it is not love-—— 


‘Oh when did wit fo brightly thine 
In any form lefs fair than thine ? 

It is—it is love's fubtle’ fire, 

And under friendthip lurks defire. 
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SONG XIL 1744 


O's defert plains, and rufhy meers, 
And wither'd heaths, I rove ; 

‘Where tree, nor {pire, nor cot appears, 
T pafs to meet my love. 


But though my path were damatk'd o'er 
With beauties e’er fo fine 5 

My buy thoughts would fly before 
To fix alone---on thine, 


No fir-crown’d hills could give delight, 
No palace pleafe mine eye: 

No pyramid’s aerial height, 
‘Where mouldering monarchs lie. 


Unmov'd, thould eaftern kings advance j 
Could I the pageant fee: 

Splendour might catch one feornful glance, 
Nor fteal one thought from thee. 


SONG XfIf. 


THE SCHOLAR’S RELATSE. 


Br the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 

"Where whifper’d the beech, and where murmur’d 
the ritl; 

1 vow'd to the mufes my-time and my care, 

Since neither could win me the {miles of my fair. 


Free I rang’d like the birds, like the birds free T 
fung, {tongue ; 
And Delia's lop’d name fearce efeap’d trom my 
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But if once a fmooth accent delighted my eat, 
I fhonlet with, unawares, that my Delia might 
ear. ‘ 


With fairef ideas my bofom I ftor'’d, 

Allufive to none but the nymph f ador’d! 
And the more I with ftudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreffion fhe made on my mind. 
So long as of nature the charms I purfue, 

I ftill muft my Delia’s dear image renew : 
The graces have yielded with Delia to rove, 
And the mufes are all in alliance with love, 


SONG XIV. 
THE ROSE-BUD. 


Sex, Daphne, {ce, Florelio cry’dy 

And learn the fad effects of pride ; 
Yon thelter’d rofe, how fafe conceal’d ! 
How quickly blafted, when reveal’d'- 


The fun with warm attractive rays 
‘Tempts it to wanton-in the blaze: . 
A gale fucceeds from eaftern fkies, 
And all its bluthing radiance dies. 


So you, my fair, of charms divine, 
Will quit the plains, too fond to thine 
Where fame's traniporting rays allure, 
Though here more happy, more fecure, 


The breath of fome neglected maid 
Shall make you figh you left the thade ; 
A breath to beauty’s bloom unkind, 
.As, to the rofe, an eaftern wind. 


The nymph reply’d---You firft, my {wain, 
Confine your fonnets to the plain; 

One envious tongue alike difarms, 

You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 


What is, unknown, the poet's fkill?” 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill? 
What, unadmir’d, a charming mien, 
Or what the rofe’s blufh, unfeen? 


SONG XV. 
WINTER. 1746. 


No more, ye warbling birds, rejoice : 
Of all that cheer'd the plain, 
Echo alone preterves her voice, 
And the---repeats my pain. 


Where’er my love-fick limbs I lay, 
To thun the rushing wind, 

Its bufy murmurs feem to fay, 
* She never will be kind !* 


The Naiads, o’er their frozen urns, - 
In icy chains repine ; 

And each in fulien filence mourns 
Her freedom ioft, like mine! 


Soon will the fun’s returning ray3 

The cheerlefs froft controul 5 

When will relenting Delia chale 
The winter of my foul? 
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For I have chofe-a fairer hour 
To, take my fill of love and play. 


‘You too, my Silvia, fure will own 
‘Life’s azure feafons twiftly roll: 

‘And when our youth or health is flown, ° 
To think of tove but fhocks the foul. 


Could Damon but deferve thy charms, 
And thou art Damon’s only theme ; 
He'd fly as quick to Delia’s arms, 
As yooder halcyon skims the ftreams 


ODE 
So dear my Lucio is to me, 
So well our minds and tempers blend ; 
That feafons may for ever flee, 
‘And ne’er divide me from my friend ; 
But jet the favour'd boy forbear 
To tempt with love my voly fair. 


@ Lycon, born when every mufe; 
When every grace benignant {mil’d, 
‘With all a parent’s breaft could choofe 
To blefs her lov’d, her only child: 
*Tis thine, fo richly grac’d to prove 
More noble cares, than cares of love. 


‘Together we from early youth 
Fave trod the flowery tracks of time. 
‘Together mus’d in fearch of truth, 
Yer learned fage, or bard fublime 5 
“And well thy cultur'd breaft I know, 
‘What wonderous treafure it can how. 


Come then, refume thy charming lyre, 
And fing fome patriot’s worth fublime, 
‘Whilft I in fields of foft defire 
Confume my fair and fruitlefs prime 5 
‘Whofe reed alpires but to difplay 
"The flame that burns me night and day. 


© come! the dryads of the woods ~ 
Shall daily footh thy ftudious mind, 

‘the blue-ey’d nymphs of yonder floods . 
Shall meet and court thee to be kind ; 

‘And fame fits liftening for thy lays 

"To fwell her trump with Lucio’s praife. 


Like me, the plover fordly tries 
To lure the fpartfman from her neft, 
And fluttering on with anxious cries, 
‘Top plainly thows her tortur’d breaft s 
© let him, confctous of her care, 
Pity her pains, and leara to fpate. 


A PASTORAL ODE, 
TO THE RON. SIR RICHARD LYTTLETON. 


‘ qhnz morn difpens'd a dubious light 
AS fallen mift had ftoi’n from fight 
_Each pleafing vale and hill; 
When Damon left his humble bowers, 
Wo guard his flocks, to fence his fawers, 
Or check his wandering rill. 
"Yhough {chool’d from fortune’s paths to fly, 
‘Lhe iwain beneath each lowering fky, 
. Would oft his fate bemoan; _ 


































That he in fylvan fhades, forfom! ~ 
Mutt watte his cheerlefs ev’n and mora. 
Nor prais’d, nor lov’d, nor known. 
No friend to fame’s abftreperous nvife; 
Yet to the whifpers of her voice, 
Soft murmuring, not a foe: 
The pleafures he through choice declin'd, 
When gloomy fogs deprefs'd his mind,” 
It gtiev'd him to forego. ~ 
Griev'd him to lurk the lakes befidey 
Where coats in rufhy dingles hide, 
And moorcocks fhun the day ; 
While caitiff bitterns, undifmay’d, 
Remarks the fwain’s familiar fhadeg 
And fcorn to quit their prey. 


» 


But fee the radiant. fun ance mote 

The brightening face of heaven reftore_ 
And raife the doubtful dawn ; 

And, more to gild his rural fphere, 

Atonce the brighteft train appear, 
That evér trod the lawn. 


Amazement chill’d the fhephertl’s ffartte, ~ 

To think * Bridgewater’s honour’d name 
Should grace his ruftic cell s 

That the, on all whofe motions wait 

Diftinction, titles, rank, and ftate, 
Should rove where thephetds dwell. 


But true it is, the generous mind, 

-| By candour {way’d, by tafte refin'd, 
Will nought bute vice. difdain ; 

Nor will the breatt where fancy glows 

Deem every flower a weed that blows 
Amid the defart plain. 


Befeems it fuch, with honour crown’d, 
To dealits lucid beams around, 
Nor equal meed receive : 
At moft {uch garlands from the field, 
As cowflips, pinks, and panfies yield, 
And rural hands can weave. 


Yet ftrive, ye thepherds, ftrive to find; 
And weave the faireft of the kind, 
‘The prime of all the {pring ; 
Ifhaply thus yon lovely fair . 
May round their temples deigh to weat 
The trivial wreaths you bring, 


O how the peaceful halcyons play’d, 

Where’er the confcious lake betray’ 
Athenia’s placid mien ;~ 7 

How did the {prightlier linnets throng, 

Where Paphia’s charms requit'd the fongy 
*Mid hazel copfes green; 


Lo, Dartmouth on thofe banks reclin’d, 
While bufy fancy calls to mind : 
The glories of his line; 
Methinks my cottage rears its head, 
The ruin’d walls of yonder thed, 
As through inchantment, fhine. © * + 


But who the nymph that guides their way? 
Could every nymph defcend to ftray 
From Hagley’s fam’d retreat? ~~ 





* The Duchefs, married to Sir R. Lyttleton’ 
: 3 
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Elfe, by the blooming features fair 
‘The faultlefs make, the matchlefs air, 
’Twere Cynthia's form complete. 


So would fome tuberofe delight, é 
That ftruck the pilgrim’s wondering fight 
°Mid lonely defarts drear ; 
Ail as at eve, the fovereign flower 
Difpenfes round its balmy power, 
And crowns the fragrant year, 


Ah, now no more, the fhepherd cry'd, 
Muft I ambition’s charms deride, 
Her fubtle force difown ; 
No more of fawns or fairies dream, 
While fancy, near each cryftal ream, 
shall paint thefe forms alone. 


By low-brow’d rock, or pathlefs mead, 

I deem’d that Splendour ne'er fhould lead 
My dazzled eyes aftray 3 

But who, alas! will darc contend, 

If beauty aid, or merit blend 
Its more illuftrious ray? 


Nor is it long--O plaintive fwain! ° 
Since Guerntey faw without difdain, 
Where, hid in woodlands green, 

The * partner of his early days, 
And once the rival of his praife, 
Had ftol’n through life unfeen, 


Scarce faded is the vernal flower, 

Since Stamford left his honour'd bower 
‘To fmile familiar here : 

O form'd by nature to difclofe 

How fair that courtefey which Bows 
From focial warmth fincere. 


Nor yet have many moons decay’d, 

Since Pollio fought this lonely thade, 
‘Admir'd this rural maze: 

The nobleft breaft that virtue fires, 

The graces love, the mufe infpires, 
Might pant for Pollio’s praife. 


Say, Thomfon, here was known to reft, 
For him yon vernal feat 1 dreft, 

Ah, never to return! 
In' place of wit and mehing trains, 
And focial mirth, it now remains 

To weep befide his urn. 


Come then, my Lelius,“come once more, 
And fringe the melancholy fhore 
With rofes and with bays, 
While Icach wayward fate accufe, 
“That envy’d his impartial mufe 
To fing your early praife, 


While Philo, to whofe favour'd fight, 
Antiquity with full delight, 

Her inmoft wealth difplays; 
Beneath yon ruins moulder’d wall 
Shall mufe, and with his friend recal ! 

‘The pomp of ancient days, 

Here too fhall Conway's name-appear, 
He prais’d the ftream fo lovely clear, 
That thone the reeds among ; 





* Lhey were febvolfellews, 
Vou. 1X. 
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Yet clearpefs could it not difciofe,, 
To match the rhetoric that flows 

From Conway’s polifh’d tongue. 


Ev'n Pitt, whofe fervent periods roll 
Refiftiefs! through the kindling foul 
Of fenates, councils, kings! Z 
Though form’d for courts, vouchfaf'd'to rove 
Inglorious, through the thepherd’s grove, 
‘And ope his baihful {prings. 
But what can courts difcover more, 
Than thefe rude haunts have fen before, 
Each fount and fhady tree? 
Have not thefe trees and fountains feen 
‘The pride of courts, the winning mien 
Of peerlefs Aylefoury ? 
And Grenville, the whofe radiant eyes 
Have mark’d by flow gradation rife 
The princely piles of Stow ; 
Yet prais’d thefe unembellith’'d woods, 
And {mil'd to fee the babbling floods 
‘Through telf-worn mazes flow. 


Say, Dartmouth, who your banks admir’d, 
Again beneath your caves retir’d, 

Shall grace the penfive fhade ; 
With all the bloom, with’ all che truth, 
With all the fprightlinefs of youth, 

By cool reflection fivay’d? . 


Brave, yet humane, fhall Smith appezr, 

Ye failors, though his name be dar, 
Think him not yours alone: 

Grant him in other fpheres to charm, 

The thepherds’ brealls though mild are warm, 
And ours are all his own. 


O Lyttleton! my honour’d gueft, 

Could I defcribe thy onerous bréait, 
‘Chy firm, yet polith’d mind; 

How public love adorns thy name, 

How fortune too confpires with fame ; 
The fong fhould pleafe mankind. 


VERSES 
Written towards the clofe of the year 17484 
‘TO WILLIAM LYTTLETON, ESQ; 


How blithly pafs’d the fummer’s day! 
How bright was every flower! 

While friends arriv’d, in circles gay, 
To vifit Damon's bower! 


But now, with filent ftep, F range 
Aloyg fome lonely shore; 

And Damon’s bower, alas the change! 
Is gay with friends no more. 

Away to crowds and cities borne 
In queft of joy they fteer; 

Whilft 1, alas! am left forlorn, — 
To weep the parting year! 

O penfive autumn! how I grieve ~ 
‘Thy forrowing fice to feel 

When languid funs are taking leav@ 
Of every drooping tree, 

Ah let me not, with heavy eye, 
This dying feene furvey! 

Hate, winter, haite ; ufurp the fy; 
Complete my bower’s deen: 

: r 
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‘Til can I bear the motely caft 
Yon fickening leaves retain ; 

That {peak at once of plevfure pat, - 
And bode approaching pain. 

At home unbleft, f gaze around, . 
My diftant fecnes require; 

‘Where all in murky vapotirs drown'd 
Are hamlet, hill, and fpire. 


Though Thomfon, fweet defcriptive bard! 
Infpiring autuehn fung ; 

Yet how thould we the months regard, 
Yhat ftopt his flowing tongue ? 

Ah lucklefs ‘months, of all the reft, 
‘To ‘whofe hard share it fell! 

For fure he vas the gentleit breaft 

. That ever‘fung fo well. : 


And fee, the fwallows now difown. 
The roofs they lov'd before 5 

Fach, like his tuneful genius, flown 
To glad fome happier fhore, 


‘The wood-nymph ‘eyes, with pale affright, . 


The fportiman’s frantic deed ; s 
‘While hounds and horns and yells unite 
‘To drowy the mufe’s reed. 2 
‘Ye fields with blighted herbage brown, 
Ye fkies no longer blue! 
‘Too much we feel from fortune’s frown, 
To bear thefe frowns from you. 


‘Where is the meaq’s unfullied green? - 
‘The zephyr’s balmy gale? 

And where’ fwect friendthip's cordial mien, 
"Phat brighten’d every vate? 


‘What theugh the vine difclofe her dyes, 
And boaft her purple fore ; . 

Not all the vincyard’s rich fupplies 
Can footh our forrows more. 


‘He! he.is gone, whofe moral ftrain 
Could witand mirth refine ; . 

He! he is gone, whofe focial vein 
Surpats’d the pow’r of wine. 

Patt by the Greams he deign’d to_praife 
In yon fequetter’d grove, 

‘Lo him a votive urn [ raife; 
‘To him, and friendly love. 


» 





‘Yes, there, my friend! forlorn and fad, 
T’grave your Thomfon's name; 
And there, his lyre; which fate forbade 

To found your growing fame. 
‘There fhall my plaintive fong recount 
Dark themes ef hopelef woe ; 
And fafter than the dropping fount, 
T'll teach mine eyes to flow. 


‘There leaves, in fpite of autumn green, 
Shall fhade the hallow’d ground ; 

And fpring will there again be feen, 
Tocall forth flowers around. 


~ But no kind fons will bid me thare, 
Once more, his focial hour; 

‘Ah fpring! thou never cant repair 

“This lofs, to Damon’s bower. 





LOVE AND MUSIC. 


WRITTEN AT OXFORD, WHEN YOUNG. 







Start. love alone for ever claim 

An univerfal right to fame, 
An undiiputed fway ? ; 

Or has not mufic equal charms, 

‘To Gil the breait with ftrange alarins, 
And make the world obey? 


The Thracian bard, as poets tell, 
Could mitigate the powers of hell; - 
Ev’n Fluto’s nicer ear: 
His arts, no more than love’s, we find 
‘Lo deities or ‘men confin’d, 
Drew brutes in crowds to hear. * 





Whatever favourite paffion reign’d, 
The poet-fti)l his right maintain’ 
O'er all that rang’d the plain: 
The fiercer tyrants could affeage, 
Or fire the timorous into rage, 
Whene’er he chang’d the ftrain. 


In milder lays che bard began; 

Soft notes through every finger ran, 
And echoing charm’d the place : 

See! fawning Lions gaze around, 

And, taught to quit their favage found, 
Affume a gentler grace, ' 


When Cymon vjew’d the fair one’s charms, 
Her ruby Nps, and frowy 
And told her beaxties o’er: - 

When Jove reform’d his awkward tone, 
-And made eath clownith gefture known, 
{t fhow’d but equal power. » 


The bard now trics a fprightler found, 

When all the feather'd race around 
Perceiv’d the varied trains; 

The foaring lark the note purfuess 

‘The timorous dove around him coos, 

And Philcmel complains. 





i 





An equal power of love I've feen, 
Incite the deer to {cox 
And chafe his bari 
Sometimes has love, with greater might, 
To challenge—nay—fometimes—to fight 
Provok’d-th’ enamour’d beau. : 
When Silvia treads the {miling plain, 
How glows the heart of every fwain, 
By pleafing tumults toft ! 
When Handel’s folemn accents roll, 
Each breaft is fir'd, each raptur’d foul 
In fweet confufion loft. 











If the her melting glances dart, 
Or he his dying airs impart, 

Ouz fpirits fink away. 
Enough, enough! dear nymph, give o’er; 
And thou, great artift! urge no more 
‘Thy unrefifted fway. 


‘Thus love er found affeéis the mind 

But when their various powers are j 
Fly, daring mortal, fy! 

For when Selinda’s charms appear, 

And i her tuneful accents hears 
I burn, f faint, Pie! . 
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‘Yheir colours and their fafh he wore, 
And in the fatal drefs was found ; 
And now he muft that death endure, 


Which gives the brave the keeneft wound. 


How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 
When Jemmy’s fentence reach’d her ear ! 
. For never yet did Alpine fhows 
So pale, or yet fo chill appear, 


‘With faultering voice, the weeping faid, 
Oh Dawlon, monarch of my heart; 
Think not thy death fhall end our loves, 


, For thou and I will never part, 


Yet might fweet mercy find a place, 
‘And bring relief to Jeramy's woes, 

O George, without a pray’r for thee, 
My orizons fhould never clofe. 


The gracious prince that gave him life, 
Would crown a never-ying flame ; 
And every tender babe 1 bore 
Should learn to lifp the giver’s name. 


But though he fhoutd be drag 
‘Vo yonder ignominious tree 

He fhall not want one conftant friend 
To thare the cruel fates’ decree. 


© then her mourning. coach was call*d, 
‘The fledge mov'd flowly on before ; 
» Though bosne in a triumphal car, 
- She had not lov'd her favourite more, 


She follow'd him prepar’d to view 
The terrible hehels of law; 

And the'laft feene of Jemmy's ‘woes, 
With calm and Rtedjaft eye the faw, 


Diftorted was that blooming face, 
Which fhe had fondly lov’d fo long ; 
And ftifled was that tuneful breath, 
Which in her praife had fweetly fung.. 


And fever’d was that beanteous neck, 
Round which her arms bad fondly clos’d; 
And mangled was that beauteous breatt, 
On which her lovesfick head repowd: 





in {corn 


And ravith'd was that conftant heart, 
She did to every heart prefer; 

For though it could its king forget, 
"T'was true and loyal ftill to her. 


Amid thofe unrelenting flames, 
She bore this conftant heart to fee; 
But when ’twas moulder’d into duft, 
Yet, yet, the cry’, I follow thee. 


My death, my death alone can fhow 
‘The purc and lafting love I bore; 
Accept, O heav’n! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more. 


‘The difmal fcene was o’er and paft, * 
‘The lover's mournful hearfe retir'd; 
‘The maid drew back her languid head, 
And, fighing forth his name, expir'd, 
‘Though juftice ever muft prevail, 
‘The tear my Kitty fheds is due: 
Fey feldom thall fhe hear a tale 
$0 fad, fo tender, yet fo true, 


aeareesssecay 


A PASTORAL BALLAD, 
IN FeUR PARTS. 1743. 
"© Arbuita humilefque myricz.” Virq, 
I, ABSENCE, 


Ye thepherds fo cheerful and gay, 
Whole flocks never carelefsly roam ; 
Should Corydon’s happen to ftray, 
Oh! call the poor wanderers home, 
Allow me to mufe and to figh, 
Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None once was fo watchful as 1; 
T have left my dear Phillis behind. 


Now I know what it is, to have ftrove 
With the torture of doubt and defire ; 
What it is to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admure. 
Ah, lead forth my flock in the morn, 
And the damps of each evening repels 
Alas! Iam faint and forlorn: 
—I have bade my dear Phillis farewell. - 


Since Phillis vouchfaf’d mea look, - 
I never once dreamt of my vine: 
May 1 lofe both my pipe and my crook, 
If] knew of a kid that was mine, 
I priz'd every hour that went by, = 
Beyond all that had pleas’d me before; 
But now they are paft, and I figh; 
And I grieve that I priz’d them no more, 


But why do E languifh in vain; 
Why wander thus penfively here? 
Oh! why did ( come fram the plain, 
Where I fed on the {miles of my dear? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, Loe 
The pride of that yalley, is flown. 
Alas! where with her I have ftray’d, 
1 conld wander with pleafure, alone. , 


When forc’d the fair nymph to forego, 
Whcet anguifh 1 felt at my heart: 
Yet I thought—but it might not be fo— 
*Twas with pain that fhe faw me depart, 
She gaz’d, as I flowly withdrew ; 
My path I could hardly difeern; 
So fweetly the bade me adieu, 
I thought that fhe bade me return. 


The pilgrim that journcys all day 
‘To vifit fome far-diftant fhrine, 
If he bear but a relique away, 
Is happy, of heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, + 
Where my vows, my devation, I ows. 
Soft hope is the relique I-bear, 
And my folace, wherever I go, 


Ui. HOPE. ‘ 
My banks they are furnith'd with bees, 
Whofe murmur invites one to fleep 3 
My grottos.are fhaded with trees, | 
And my hills arc white over with fheep, 
I feldom have met with a lof, 
Such health do my fountains beftow ; 
My fountains ail border’d with mofs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 
Not a pine in my grove is there feen, 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 
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Not a beéch’s more hematiful gicen, you that have beer of her train, 
But a fweet-briar entwines it, aroatd. : Come and join in tay amorous lays; 
. Not my fields in the prime of the year, I could lay down my Iife-for the fwain, 
More charms thats thy cattle unfold ; | ‘That will fing but 4 fong im ker-praife. —- 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, When he fings, may the nymphé of the town 
But it glitters with filtes of gold. Come trouping, and. i the wile; 
» @ne would think the might like to retire Nay, on him let not Phyllide frows 
To the bower I have labour’d to rear; —But I cannot allow her to firile: . . 


' Nota thrub that 1 heard her admire, For when Paridel tries.in the cance 
But U hafted and planted it there.” * Any favout wit Phyllis to find, 
O how fndden the jeffamine ftrove .O how, with one triviat glance, 

With the lilac to render it gay! Might the ruin the peace of my mind ! 
Already it calls:for my. love,’ In ringlets he dreffes hjs tins 
To prune the wild Pratiches away. a ier Eye his crook is bedbudded around ; 
nd his pipe—ob: beware 
From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, Ofa fate These 3 Ff inthefonnd: 





What firains of wild melody flow!: Pte bicagt 
How the nightingales warble Their loves as hae with mpc pacioa tt Blow . 

From thickets of tofes that blow ! «cis bis in Sinooth tales to unfold 
And when her bright form hall appear, Faas inebas ici or agri 

son} ; 4 Z a Ly 

Each bird fhiall Farmoniontly join How the uightingales Sabo the fain, 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear, With th not cele abate iG ic 

As—fhe may not be fond to refign. How they vary theit a oan iain a 
1 have foutid out.a gift for my fair ; Repine at her triurtips, aid die”” 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : the garden hé a 
But let me that plunder: forbear, ne . Ae Fitages pose 3 freys 

She will fay "twas a barharous deed. ‘Then fuiting the wreath to’his hy: ~ 
For he ne'er could be true, fhe aver’d, He throws it at-Phylits feet. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young: « O Phyllis, he whif more fair, 
And } low’d her the more when I heard More fweet than the jeffamine’s flower 
Such tendernefs fall from her tongue. What are pinks in a morn, to. compare? 

Thave heard het with fweetnefs unfold What is eglantine after a thower? 
Flow that pity was due toa dove : Then the lily no longer is white; ~ 
The : ares pane the bokd ee the tofe iy depriv'd isoms 
nd fhe call’d it of love. Then the violets die wit! = 
But her words fuch @ eS oerey, And the woodbines give 4 
So much 1 her ‘secehts fidore, Thus glide the foft n along, 
Let her peak, and whatever the fay, And he fancies n¢fhepherd his peers 
Methinks I fhould love her the more. —Yet IL never fh énvy thé’ fong, 
an a bofom fo gentle remain . Wess not Phyllis to lene it an ear. 
v Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs! Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
‘Will 4 nymph that is fond of the plain, So Phyllis the trophy defpife + . 
Thefe plains and this valley defpife ? Let his forehead with laurels bé erown’d, 


Dear regions of filence and thade! So they fhine not in Phyllis’s eyés. . 
Soft {cenes of contentment’and eafe ! ‘The language that flows from the heart. 
‘Where 1 could have pleafingly ftray'd, Is a ftranger to Paridel’s tongue ;, 
If aught in her abfence could pleafe. =-Yet may the beware of hie arty: - 


But where docs my Ehyltida fray ? Or lure|t mull cavy We eg 



















And where are her grote and her bowers ? IV. DISAPPOINTMENT, 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 1 A ay,” 
‘And the fepherd as gente as Our? Seer, wee heed ty hs 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, ‘They have nothing to do but to 
And the face of the vallies as fines I have nothing to do-but #6 wéep. 
The {wins may jn manners compare, Yet do not my folly regite : 
But their Jove is net equal to mine. She was fair—and my began; 
. She fmiP'd—aridT could not but eves 
Ill, SOLICITUDE. She is faithlefs—and F am undone, 
Wuy will you my paffion reprove ? Perhaps 1 was void of all thoughif es 
Why term it a folly to grieve? Perhaps it was plain to forefée; 
Erc I fhow you the charms of my lave, ‘That a nymph fo complete would be fought 
She is fairer than you can believe, By a {wait more engaging ‘than te, 
‘With her mien fhe enamours the' brave ; Ah! love every hope cattii ets 
.__ With her wit the engages the free ; It banifhes wifdom the while; 
‘AVith her modetty pleales the grave ; And the lip of the aymph-we admire 
She is every way pleafing to me. J Scems for ever adern’d witha finite, ° 
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She is faithtefs, and arm undone ; : The fweets of a dew-fprinkled role, 
*. Yeuthat witnela the woes] endure} “The found of anturmuring ftream, 
_ Let reafon inftragt you tofbun The peace which from folitude flows, 
What it cannot infiruét:yor’to cure. Hencetorth shall be Corydon’s theme, 
Beware how you loiter in'vain High tran{ports are fhown to the fight, 
Amid nymphs of an higher degrea 2. But we are not to find thetn our own ; 
"It is not for me to explain. . Fate never beftow'd fuch delight, 
How fajr, and how fickle, they be. As [ with my Phyllis had known,” 
Alas! frome the day that we met, i O ye woods, fpread your branches apace 
What hope of a ‘end té'my secs? : x your des vot Tepelles fly; 
‘When cannot endare to for T would hide with.the Feats of the chafe; 
The glance that undid my: repotb. 1 would vanifh from every eyc. : 
‘Yer time may diminifh the pain: Yet my reed thall refound through the grové 
‘The flower, and th: fhrub; and the tree, + |. With the fame fad complaint it begun; 
‘Which I rear'd for her pleaftre i in vain, - Héw the fmil’d, and I,could not but love ; 
In time may have comfort forme, at i Was faithlefs, and I am undone! 


is 
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LEVITIES; OR PIECES OF HUMOUR. 
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* ON MISS 5 Nie DANCING, 19436 Byles had wit, had fpirits too ; 
'o hear the one, the ‘other view,’ 
«Or all that givespolitenefs birth, ‘ Salpended held the feales: 
> Of all'that claims to.pleafe ' Her wit, her youth tod, claim’d its hare, 
«In motion, manners, or in mirth, Let none the preference declare, 
. The fureft fource is cafe. But turn up~heads’ ‘or tails. 
“With filent ftep;'and graceful srs STANZAS To THE, MEMORY OB AN; 


* Sey pean Sylvia moves. 
Whil ft heedlels gazers, unaware, : AGREEABLE LAD’ 
~ Refign their foul to love. * - BURIED IN MARRIAGE TO A'PERSON UNDESERY: 


‘ Accentplih’d maid! my trivial chyme :1NG BERS 
Mult do thy graces wrong; Iways held, and ever will, 
whe doft not only dance int ‘te ge mankind, difereeter, 
But fteal, like tive, along. stictpate-a lefler iil, 
Than undergo a greater, + 
*1MPROMPTU To MLSS UTRICIASMITH, | When mortals dread difeates, pain, 
ue ON HER, NOT DANCING, 1743+ And languifhin conditions ; 
‘Whilft roupd. in-wild rotations burl’d, Who don't the lefler ills fuflain 
Theft glittering forma d’view, Of phyfic and--phyficians ? 
Methinks, the bufy reftle warld : Rather than lofe his while eftaté, 
Is pidtur’d in.a few. ae | _ He that but litele wife is, 
So may the bufy wotld advante, moe gladly pays four parts in eight 
Sifice thue the fated decree: o.taxts and exces: 











It till may have its bufy dattce, 4 ‘Our metchatts Spain has near undone 
Whilft I retire with thee. + For loif thips not requitting : 
This bears ous noble 
FLIRT AND PHILL; The lofs of blood—in fighting! 
A DECISION WOR THE LADIES. . Wah numerpae il, in fin Je Hfe, 
A by lanig el fir Be hrc 
A deaw, but of the sural kind, : ‘And much the cafe is riended! 


‘To Sylvia made dan equal 3 
“They both nore an-equal love ; 


Yet hop’d by diferent:means to move 
Her Fudgntept ot het fenfes. hl ro attend a monkey here, 

Young fprightly Flirty of blooming mien, jelore'an ape below, . Fe 

Watch'd the beft minutes to be feen ; COLEMIRA; A CULINARY ECLOGUE. 


‘Went—when his glags advis} 'd him: 2 eo e Sn gy 
While meagre Phill ge books iiyquir'd ; « Nec tantum Vencris, quantum ftudiofa culinz. 


Poor Grutia i her twentieth year, 
Perefeeing fature woe, 


A wight, for wit.and parts admir’ ‘ds ‘ Nicur’s fable clouds had half the globe o’erfpread, 
And witty ladies priz’d him. . And filence reign’d, and folks were gone to bed: 
Pe ene . | When love, which gentle fleep can ne "er ret Enfpires 
* No printed i in amy former ‘dition of Us words. | Had feated Damon c the kitchen fire, in 
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But more of trap and bait, Sir, 

Why fhould I fing, or either? = 
Since the rat, who knew the flight, 
Came in the dead of night, 

And dragg’d them away together: 


» Both trap and bait were vanith’d, 
: Through a fradure in the flooring ; 
‘Which, though fo trim . * 
it now may fcem, 
“Had then+—a dozen or more in, 


Then anfwer this, ye fages! 

, Nor deem a man to wrong ye, 
Had the rat which thus did feize on 
‘The trap, lefs claim to reafon, * 

‘Than many a skull among ye? 


Dan Prior’s mice, 1 own. it, 
Were vermin of condition; 
But this rat who merely learn’ 

‘What rats alone concern’d, 
‘Was the greater politicians 


That England ’s topfy-turvy, 

Is clear from thefe mifhaps, Sir; 
Since traps we may determine, 
Will no fonger take our vermin, 

But vermin * take our traps, Sir; 


Let fophs, by rats infefted, 
Then truft in cats to catch "em; 
* Left they Cited as learn’d as we, 
In our ftudics; where, d’ ye fees 
No mortal fits to watch ‘em, 


Good hick betide our captains; 
’ Good luck betide our cats, Sir; 
. And grant that the one 
" May quell the Spanifh Don, 
And the other deftroy our rats, Sit. 


1 
ON CERTAIN PASTORALS. 


So rude and tunclefs are thy lays, 
‘The weary audience yow, * 
“Yis not th’ Arcadian fwain that fings, . 
But "tis his herds that low. 


ON MR. C-t—. OF KIDDERMINSTER’s 
‘ POETRY. 


‘Tuy verfes, friend, are Kidderminfter + ftuff, 
And I muft own you've meafur’d out enough. 


TO THE VIRTUOSOS, 


Hatz, ctrious wights! to whom fo fain 
‘The for of mortal flies is! 

Who deem thofe grubs beyond compare, 
Which common fenfe defpifes, 


‘Whether o’er hill, morafs, or mound, 

You make your {portfman fallies ; 
Or that your.prey in gardens found ~_ 

. Is urg'd through walks and alleys. 

* Yet, in the fury of the chafe, 

No flope could e'er retard you 
Written at the time of the Spani, ‘ 
. t Famous for a coarfe walla mon 
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Bleft if one fly repay the race, 
Or painted wings reward yous 

Fierce as Camilla o’er the plain 
Purfucd the glittering rangers 

Still ey'd the purple’s pleafing ftain, 
And knew not fear nor danger. 

*Tis you difpenfe the favonrite meat 
‘To nature’s filmy people; 

Know what conferves they choofe te eat, 
And what liqueurs to tippie. 


And if her brood of infeéts dies, 
You fage affiftance lend her ; 
Can Roop to pimp for amorous flies, 
And help them to engender. Ms 
*Tis you protect their pregant houm; 
And when the birth’s at hand, . 
Exerting your obftetric power, 
Prevent a mothlefs land. 


Yet oh ! howe’er your towering view 
Above grofs objects rifes, 

Whate’er refinements you purfue, 
Hear, what a friend advifes: 


| A friend, who, weigh'd with yours, muft prize 


Domitian’s idle paffion ; 


That wronght the death of teazing flies 


But ne’er their propagation. 


Let Flavia’s eyes more decply warm, 
Nor thus your hearts determine, 

To flight dame nature’s faireft form 
And figh for nature’s vermin. 


And {peak with fome refpect of beaux, 
Nor more as triflers treat ’em : 
Tis better learn to fave one’s clothes, 
‘Than cherifh moths, that cat ’em. 
* 


THE EXTENT OF COOKERY. 
« Aliufque et idém,” 


Wuen Tom to Cambridge firft was fent, 
A plain brown bob he wore; 

Read much, and look’d as though he meapt 
‘To be a fop no more. 


See him to Lincoln’s Inn repair, 
His refolution flag: 

He cherithes a length of hair, 
And tucks it in a bag. 

Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, ... _ 
But gets into the houfe, 

And foon a judge’s rank rewards ° 
His pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu, ye bobs! ye bags, give place! 
Full bottoms come inftead ! - 

Good Lord! to fee the various ways 
Of drefling—a calf’s head? 


“: SHE PROGRESS OF ADVICE: 
A COMMON. case. . 


* Suade, nam certum eft.” 


Says Richard to Thomas (and feem’d half afraidy 
fam thinking to marry ily miftrefs’s maid; 


Now, becaufe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well known, 
1 will do’t if thou bid& me, or let it alone. 


Nay don’t make a jeft on’t; ’tis no jeft to me; 
For "faith I’m in earneft, fo pr’ythee be free, 
T have no fault to find with the girl fince I knew 


er, 
Bus I'd have thy advice, ere I tie myfelf to her.” 


Said Thomas to Richard, “To {peak my opinion, 

‘There is not fuch a bitch in King George’s do- 
minion, 

And I firmly believe, if thou knew'ft her as I do, 

Thou would choofe out a whipping-poft, fisit to be 
ty’d to. 

She’s peevith, the’s thievith, the’s ugly, fhe’s old, 

Anda liar, anda fool, and a flut, and a fcold,” 

Next day Richard haften’d to chuech and was wed, 

And ere night had inform’d her what Thomas had 
faid. 


% A BALLAD. 
« Trahit fua quemque voluptas.”” 


From Lincoln.to London rode forth our young 
{quire, [admire ; 
To bring down a wife whom the fwains might 
But, in fpite of whatever the mortal could fay, 
The goddefs objected the length of the way ! 


‘To give up the opera, the park, and the ball, 
Tor to view the flag's horns in an old country- 


al; 
‘To have neither China nor India to fee! 
Nor a laceman to plague ina morning—not she ! 


To forfake the dear play-houfe, Quin, Garrick, 
and Clive, | 

Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive; 

To forego the full box for his lonefome abode, 

© heavens! fhe fhould faint fhe would dic on the 

7. road; 

To forego the gay fathions and geftures of France, 

And leave dear Augufte in the midft of the dance, 

And Harlequin too twas in vain to require it ; 

And fhe wonder’d how folks had the face to de- 
fire it. 


She might yicld to ‘refign the fweet fingers of 


Ruckholt, 
Where the citizen-matron feduces her cuckold; 
But Ranelagh foon would her footfteps recal, 
And the mufic, the lamps, and, the glare of Vaux- 


hall. ; 
To be fure fhe could breathe no where elfe but in 
town, [clown ; 


‘Thus the talk’d like 2 wit, and he look’d like a 
But the while honeft Harry defpair’d to fucteed, 
A coach with a coronet trail’d her to Tweed 


i: ° SLENDER’S GHOST. Fide Skal/peare. 


Bixeara a church-yard yew, 
Decay'd and worn with age, 
At dufk of eve me thought F fpy’d 
Poor Slender’s ghoft that whimpering ied, 
© fweat, O lweet Anne Page! 
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Levitres °° | bag 


Ye gentlé bards! give ear! 
Who talk of amorous rage, 
Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofe, 
Come Teac of me to weep your woes: 
© fweet, O fweet Anne Page !+ 


Why fhould fuch labour’d ftrains 
Your formal mufe engage ? 

I never dream’d of flame or dart, 

‘That fir’d my breaft or piere’d my heart, 
But figh’d, O fweet Anne Page! 


And you! whofe leve-fick minds 
No med’cine can affuage! 
Accufe the leeche’s art no more, 
But learn of Slender to deplore 3 
 O fweet, O {weet Anne Page! 
And ye whofe fouls are held, 
Like linnets in a cage! 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend and imitate my ftrains ? 
O fweet, O fweet Anne Page! ‘ 


And you who boaft or grieve, 

What horrid wars we wage! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eyez 
Yet mean as I do, when I figh, 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page! 


Hence every fond conceit 

Of fhepherd or of fage; 
°Tis Slender’s voice, "tis Slender’s way 
Expreffes all you have to fay,* 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page! 


‘THE INVIDIOUS. © 


O rortune! if my prayer of old 

) Was ne’er folicitous EY gold, 

With better grace thou may’ft allow 

My fappliant with, that afks it now. 

Yet think not, goddefs! I require it 

For the fame end your clowns defire it. 

In a well-made effe@ual ftring, - 

Fain would I fee Lividio fwing ! 

| Hear him, from Tyburn’s height haranguing. 
But fuch a cur’s not worth one’s hanging, 

| Give me, O goddefs! ftore of pelf, 

| And he will tic the knot himfelf. 


Marr. 


THE PRICE OF AN EQUIPAGE. 


“ Scrvum-fi potes, Ole, non habere, 
“ Et regem potes, Ole, non habere."” Mart. 


Tasx’p a friend amidft the throng, 

Whofe coach it was that trail’d along: 

« The gilded coach there-dont ye mind? 
‘That with the footmen ftuck behind” 

O Sir! fayshe, what! han’t you feen it? 
°Tis Darhon’s coach, and Dazmon in it. 
°Tis odd, methinks, you have forgot 
Your friend, your neighbour, and—what not? 
Your old acquaintance Damon !—* ‘Truc ; 
But faith his equipage is new.” 

* Bicfs me, faid I, where can it end; 
What madnefs has poffefs’d my friend ? 
Four powder’d flaves, and thofe the talleft, 

Their Qomachs doubslefs not the fmalleft | 


Le 

Can Damon's revenné maintain * 

Jn lace and food, fo large a ? 

1 know his land—each inch of ground— 

*Tis not a mile to walk it coud 

If Damon’s whole cftate can bear 

"Yo keep his Jad and one-horfe chair, 

Town ‘tis paft my comprehenfion.” 

Yes, Sir, but Damon has a penfion— 
‘Thus does falfe ambition rule us, . 

‘Thus pomp delude and folly fool us 3, 

To keep a race.of flickering knaves, 

He grows himfelf the wortt of flaves, _ 












HINT FROM VOITURE. 


Ler Sol his annual journeys run, 

And when the radiant taik is done, + poet 
Confefs, through all the globe, "twould pofe him, 
To match the charms that Celia fhows him, 


And fhould be boaft he once had feen 
Asjuit a form, as bright a mien, 

Yet muft it fill for ever pole him, : 
‘To match—-what Celia never fhows hint, 


: INSCRIPTION, nen 
“TO THE MEMORY OF A. L, ESQUIRES 


. ‘To the memory 
OF A. L. Pfquire, 
Jaflice of the peace for this cbuntys 
‘Who in the whole courle of his pilgrimage 
Through « tri ridiculous world, 
Maintaining his proper dignity, 
Notwithflanding the fcoffs of ill-difpofed perfons, 
: And wits of the age, 
‘That ridiculed his behaviour, 
Or cenfured his breeding ; 
Following the dictates of 
Defiring to eate the afft ; 
Eager to fet the puifoners at liberty, 
: Withcut having for his cnd : 
The noife, or report fuch things generally caufe 
. in the world, 
(As he was feen to perform them of none) 
But the fole relief and happinefs 
Of the party in diftrefs 5 
on Himfelf refting ealy, 
When he could render that fos 
Not griping or pinching hinutelf, 
‘To hoard up fuperfluities ; 
Not-coveting to keep in his polfeffion 
“What gives more difquictuds, than pleatare 
But charitably diffufing it 
To all round about him: 
Making the moft forrowful countenance , 
To finile 
In his pretence $ 
' Always bellowing more than he was afked, 
Always imparting beYore he was defired ; 
Not proceeding in this manner 
Upon every trivial fuggeition, 
ut the moft mature and folemm deliberation; 
ith an incredible prefence and undauntednefs 
- of mind; 
With an inimitable gravity and economy 
3 of face ; 
Bidding loud defiance 
To politenefs and the fafhion, 
. Bared let a feet. - 
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"THE WORKS OF SHENSTONE. 


TO A FRIEND. 
Have you ne’er feen, my gentle fquire; 


The humours of your kitchen fire? 


Says Ned to Sal, “1 lead a fpade, 

Why don’t ye play ?—the girls afraid— |, 
Play fomething—dny thing—but play— 
*Tis but to pafs tie time away— 
Phoomhow fhe ftands—biting her nails— 
As though fhe play’d for half her vails— 
Sorting her catds, lagling and picking — 
We play for nothing, do us; chicken ?— 
‘That card will do—blood never doybt it, ; 
It’s not worth while to chink about it.” ~ 


Sal thought,. andthoaght, and mifs'd her aim, 
And Ned ne'er fiudying, won the gaie. 

Methinks, old friend, ’tis wofidrous true, 
That verfe is but a game at loo. 


“While many a bard, that fhows fo clearly 


He writes for his amufement merely, 
Is known to ftudy, fret, and toil ; 
And play fer nothing all the while: 
Or praife at_moft; for wreaths of yore 
Ne’cr fignify’da farthing more: 

Till having yaiuly toil’d to gain it, 

He fees your dying pen obtain it, | 





Throngh fragrant {cenes the trifler roves, 
And hallow’d haunts that Phoebus loves: 
Where with ttrange heats his bofom glows, 
And myftic flames the God beftows. 

You now none other flame require, 
‘Than a good blazing parloug fire; . 
Write verfeseto defy the feorners, 
In fhit-houtes and chiminey-cornérs: ° 


Sal. found her deop-laid fchemes were vain— 
‘The cards are cut-—come deal again 
No gogd comes on it when one. lingers— 
V'll play the cards come next my fingers== 
Fortune could never let Ned loo her, 
When fhe had left it wholly to her. 


_.Well now, who wins? why fill the fame— 
For Sal has loft another game, 


 Yve done; ‘fhe mutter'd) f was faying, 
It did not argufy my playing. : 
Some folks will win, they cannot choofe, 
But think or not think—{fome muft lofe. 
1 may have won a game or fom 
But then it was an age ago—,. 
It ne"er will be my lot again-= 
I won it of a babby then— 
Give me an ace of tramps and feey. . ' 
Our Ned will beat me with a three. + 
*Tis all by luck that thinge are carry’d— 
He'll futfer for it, when he’s marry’d.” 

‘Thus Sal with tears im either eye ; 
While victor Ned fat tittering by. 

Thus I, long envying your fuccefs,’ 
And bent to write and ftudy lefs, 
Sate down, and {cribbled in a trice, 
Juit what you fee—-and you defpife. _ 

You; who can frame a tuneful fong, 
And hus: it a5 you ride along 5... 
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636- , 

—“ Upon mine honour, I'll not ftir-=”? 

Sir, I’m at home, confider, Sir,— 

w* Excufe me, Sir, I'll not go firft.” 

‘Well, if I mutt be rade, | mui— 

But yet 1 with f could evade it— 

"Tis ftrangely clownith, be perfuaded—~ 

Go forward, cits! go forward, {qyires ! 

Nor feruple each, what cach admires. 

Life fquares not, friends, with your proceeding ; 

It flies, while you difplay your breeding ; 

Such breeding as one’s granam preaches, 

Or fome old dancing-matter teaches. 

© for fome rude tumultaous fellow, 

Wall crazy, or, at leaft, half mellow, 

To come behind you unawares, 

And fairly puth you both down fairs! 

But death’s at hand—let me advife ye, 

Go forward, friends! or he’ll furprife ye. 
Befides, how infincere you are t : 

Do ye not flatter, lie, forfwear, 

And daily cheat, and weekly pray, 

And ali for this—to lead the way? 
Such is my theme, which means to prove, 

“That though we drink, or game, or love, 

As that or this is moft in fathion, 

Precedence is our ruling paflion. 
When college-ftudents tuke degrees, 

And pay the headle's endlefs fees, 

‘What moves that fcientific body, 

But the firft cutting at a pawdy ? 

And whence fuch fhoals, in bare conditions, 

‘That ftarve and languifh as phyficians, 

Content to trudge the ftreets, and ftare at 

The fat apothecary’s chariot ? 

But that, in Charlot’s chamber (fee 

Moliere’s  Medicin malgre Jui?) _ 

"Lhe leach, howe’er his fortunes vary, 

Still walks before th’ apothecary. 
Flavia in vain has wit and charms, 

And all that fhines, and all that warms § 

In vain all human race edore her, 

For—Lady Mary ranks before her, 
O Celia, gentle Celia! tell us, 

You who are neither vain nor jealous ! 

‘The fofteft breaft, the mildeft mien ! 

Would you not feel fome little {pleen, 

Nor bite your lip nor furl your brow, 

» If Florimel, your equal now, 

Should, one day, gain precedence of ye? 

Vict ferv’d—though in a difh of coffee ? 

YPlac'd firft, although, when you are found, 

You gain the eycs of all around? 

Nam'd fieft, though not with half the fame, 

‘Yhat waits my charming C 
Hard fortune! barely to infpire 

Our fix’defteem, and fond defire ! 

Barely, where'er you go, to prove 

"The fource of univerfal leve ! 

Yet be'content, obferving this, 

Honour's the offspring of caprice: 

And worth, howe’er you have purtied it, 

Has now no power—but to exclude it, 

You'll find your 1 reputation 

A kind of fupplemental ftation. . 
Poor Swift, with all his worth, could ne’er, 

He tells us, hope to rife a peers . 

$0, to fupply it, wrov: for fame: 
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And well the wit fecur’d his aim. 


THE WORKS OF SHENSTONE. 


' 
A common patriot has a drift, 
Not quite fo innocent as Swift : 
In Britain’s caufe he rants, he labours ; : 
* He’s honeft, faith”——have patience, neighs 
bours, 
For patriots may fometimes deceive, 
May beg their friends’ reluctant leave, 
"To ferve them in a higher fphere 5 
And drop their virtue, to get there — 
As Lucian tells us, in his fafhion 
How fouls put off each earthly paffion, 
Ere on Elyfium’s flowery ftrand 
Old Charon fuffer’d them to land 5 
So ere we meet a court’s carefles, 
No doubt dur fouls mut change their dreffes¢ 
And fouls there be, who, bound that way, 
Attire themiclves ten times a day. * 
If then ’tis rank which all men covet, 
And faints alike and finners love it; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along ; 
For which fuch fervile toils are Jeen, 
Who's happier than a king !— a queen. 
Howe’er men aim at clevation, 
*Tis properly a female paflion : 
Women, and beaux, beyond all meafure 
Are charm’d with rank’s ecflatic pleafure: 
Sir, if your drift I rightly fcan, 
You'd hint a bean was not a man : 
Say, women then are fond of places ; 
T wave all difputable cafes. 
A man perhaps would fomething linger; 
Werc his lov’d rank to coft—a finger 5 
Or were an ear or toc the price on’t, 
He might deliberate once or twice on’t 
Perhaps afk Gataker’s advice on’t, 
And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly purchafe it with gold. 
But women with precedence ever ; 
*Tis their whole jife’s fapreme endeavours 
I: firts their youth with jealous rage, 
And ftrongly animates their age. 
Perhaps they would not fell out-right, 
Or main a limb—that was in fight; 
Yet on worfe terms they fometimes choofe it; 
Nor ev'n in punifhments refufe it. 
Pre-cminence in pain, you cry 
All fierce and pregnant with reply. 
But lend your patience, and your ear, 
An argument fhall make it clear. 
But hold, an argument may fail, 
Befide my title fays, a tale. 
Where Avon rolls her winding ftreamy 
Avon, the mufes’ favourite theme! 
Avon, that fills the farmers’ purfes, . 
And decks with fiowers both farms and verfes, 
She vifits many a fertile vale— 
Such was the fcene of this my tale. 
For tis in E:vefham’s vale, or near it, 
That folks with Jaughter tell and hear it. ° 
The foil with annual plenty bleft 
Was by young Corydon pofleft. 
His youth alone I lay before ye, 
As mioft nmatcrial to my ftory ; 
For ftrength and vigour too, he had them, 
And 'twere sot much amifs, to add them. 
"Yhrice happy lout! whofe wide domain 
Now green with grafs, now gilt with grain; 


LEVITIES. 
- With goddeffes he ftood fufpended, 
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Gi rifet robes of clover deep, 
Or thinly veil’d, and white with fheep ; 
Now fragrant with the bean’s perfume, 
Now purpled with the pulfe’s bloom, 
Might well with bright allufion ftore me H 
But happier bards have been before me! 
Amongit the various year's increafe, 
‘The Qrippling own’d a field of peate ; 
Which, when at night he ccas’d his labours, 
Were haunted by fome female neighbours, 
Each morn difcover'd to his fi ht, 
‘The thameful havock of the might: 
‘Traces of this they left behind them, . 
But no inflrudiions where to find them. 
The devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have feen the devil. 
Old Noll, indecd, if we may credit 
The words of Echard, who has faid it, 
Contriv’d with Satan how to fool us ; 
And bargain’d face to face to rule uss 
But then old Noll was onc in ten, 
And fought him more than other men. 
Our thepherd too, with like attention, 
May meet the female fiends we mention. 
He rofe one morn at break of day, 
And near the field in ambuth lay: 
When lo, a brace of girls appears, 
The third, amatron much in years, 
Smiling, amidft the peafe, the finners 
Sate down to cull their future dinners ; 
And, caring little who might own them, 
Made free as though thenfelves had fown them. 
*Tis worth a fage's obfervation 
How love can make a jeft of paflion, 
Anger had fore’d the {wain from bed, 
His carly dues to love unpaid ! 
And love, a god that keeps a pother, 
And will be paid one time or other, 
Now banith’d anger out of door ; 
And claim’d the debt withheld before, 
i anger bid our youth revile, 
Love form'd his features to a finile: 
And knowing well ’twas all grimace. 
‘To threaten with a filing face, 
He in few words cxprefs’d his mindee 
And none would decm them much unkind. 
The amorous youth, for their offence, 
Demanded inftant recompence : 
‘That recomperce from each, which fhame 
Forbids 4 bathful mufe to-naine. 
Yet, more this fentence to difcover, 
*T'was what Bet ** grants her lover, 
When he, to make if ftrumpet willing, 
Has fpent his fortune—to a thilling. 
Each food a while, as twure fufpended, 
And loth to do, what—each intended, 

At length, with foft pathetic fighs, 
‘The matron, bent with age, replies 
°Tis vain to ftrive—juftice, 1 know, 
And our ill flars, will have it fo 
But let my tears your wrath afluage, 
And fhow fome deference for age! 
I from a diftant village came, 
Am old, God knows, and fomething lame ; 
And if we yield, as yield we mult, 
Pilpatch my crazy body firit, : 

uur thepherd, like the Phrygian fwain, 
When circled round on Ida's plain 
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And Pallas’s grave fpecch wasended, " ~ 
Own’d what the afk’d might be his daty ; 
But paid the compliment to beauty. 


ODE: , 


Ta be performed by Dr. Brettle, and a Chorus of Hales 
Onwen Citizens: , 


The Inftrumental Part, a Viol d’ Amour. 


AIR‘BY THE DocToR. 
Awake! 1 fay, awake good people! 
And be for once alive and gay ; 
Come let's be merry; ftir che tipple; 
How can you ileep, 
Whilft I do play ? how can you fleep, &c, 


CHORUS OF CITIZENS. 
Pardon, O! pardon, great mufician? 
On drowfy fouls fome pity take ! 
For wondrous hard is our condition, 
To drink thy beer, 
Thy ftrains to hearj 
To drink, 
To hear, i 
Aud keep awake! 
SOLO BY THE Doctor. 
Hear but this ftrainm’twas made by Handel, 
A wight of kill, and judgment deep! 
Zoonters they're gone-—Sal, bring a candle— 
No, here is one, and he’s afleep. : 
DUETTE, - 
Soft mufice 


Dr.—How could they go 
Whiltt I do play ? 
Sal-—-How could they go! Warlike mufic, 


How should they ftay ? 


CUPID AND PLUTUS, 


Wuen Celia, love’s eternal foe, 

To rich old Gomez, firft was marry'd; 
And angry Cupid came to know, 

His fhafts had err’d, his bow mi(carry’d; 


He figh'd, he wept, he hung his head, 

On the cold ground, full fad, he laid him; 
When Plutus, there by fortune led, 

In this defponding plight furvey’d him. 


And fare, he ery’d, you'll own at laft 
Your boafted power by mine exceeded: 
Say, wretched boy, now all is patt, 
How little the your efforts heeded. 
If with fuccefs you would affail, 
Gild, youngiter, doubly gild your arrows: 
Little the feather’d thafts avail, [fparrows. 
Though wing’d from Mamma’s doves and 


What though each reed, each arrow grew, 
Where Venus beth’d herfelf ; depend on’t, 
*Twere more for ufe, for beauty too, 
A diamond fparkled at the end on’t. 


Peace, Plutus, peace !—the boy reply’d; 
Were not my arts by your’s infefted, 

I could each other power deride,. : 
And tule this circle, unmolelled, 





MORAL PIECES. - 7 . 


_ dbious he @ray'd, with wavering thoughts poffétt, 
‘Alternate paffions ftruggling fhar'd his breatt ; 
‘The various arts-which human cares divide, 
Jn deep attention all his mind employ'd t 
Auzious, if fame an equal blifs fecur’d ; 
4Gr filent eafe with fofter charms allur’d. 
‘The-yivan choir, whofe numbers fweetly flow'd, 
"The fount that murmur’d, and the flowers that 
blow'd 
The filver flood that in meanders led 
His glittering ftreams along th’ enliven’d mead ; 
The loothing breeze, and all thofe beauties join'd, 
‘Which, whilft they pleate, effeminate the mind, 
In vain ! while diitant on a fummit rais’d, 
‘Th’ imperial towers of fame attractive blaz'd. 
While thus he trac’d through faucy’s puzzling 
maze 
bbe feparate fects of pleature and of pra 
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey’d, 
tAnd a new luftre gain’d upon the thade. 
At once, before his wondering eyes were feen 
/Pwo female forms, of move than mortal mien. 
Various their charms; and in their drefs and face, 
‘Each (cem’d to vie with fome peculiar grace. 
This, whofe attire lefs clogg'd with art appear'd, 
:The fimple {weets of innocence endear'd. 
(Her {prightly bloom, her quick fagacious eye, 
‘Show'd native merit, mix’d with modefty, 
‘Her air diffus’d a mild yet awful ray, 
Severely (weet and innocently gay. 
Such the chatte imege of the marti«! maid, 
In artlels folds of virgin white array'd | 
She let no borrow'd rofe her'cheeks adorn, 
Her blofhing cheeks, that fham'd the purole morn. 
Her charms nor had, nor wanted arttuj toils, 
Or ftudy'd geftures, or well-pradtis’d (miles. 
She fcorn’d the toys which render beanty lefs : 
She proy’d th’ engaging chaitity of drefs ; 
And while the chole in native charms to fhine, 
Ev'’n, thus (he feem’d, nay more than feem*d, 
divine. : 
One modest emerald clafp’d the robe fhe wore, 
And, in her hand, th’ imperial (word fhe bore, 
~ Sublime her height, majeitic was her pace, 
And match’d the awfu! honours of her face. 
The fhrubs, the flowers, that deck’d the verdant 
x ground, 
Seem’d, where the trod, with rifing laftre crown'd. 
Stull her approach with ftranger iniluence warm'd; 
She pleas’d, while diftant; but, when near, the 
charm’d. 7 
So ftrikes the gazer’s eye, the filver gleam 
That glittering quivers o’er a diftant ftream: 
But from its banks we fee new heanties rile, 
And, in its cryftal bofom, trace the tkies. 
With other charms the rival vifion glow'd 
And from her drets her tinfel beauties flow'd. 
A fluttering robe her pamper'd flape conceal’d, 
And feem’d to fhade'the charms it bet reveal’d, 
& fe form contriv'd her fauity fize to grace ; 
‘ts he, to give freth luftre to her face. 
Her plaited hair dilguis’d with brilliants glar’d; 
Her cheeks the ruby’s neighbouring luttre thar’d , 
‘The gaudy topaz lent its gay (uppties, 
» Ancevery gem that ftrikes lefs curious eyes: 
Expos’d her breaft with foreign (weets perfum’d 3 
And, round her brow, a refcate gariand bloom’d, 














; B3q 
Soft fmiling, biufhing iips conceal’d her wiles ; 
Yet, ah! the bluthes artiul as the fmiles. x 





Oft-gazing on her thade, th enraptur’d fair - 
Decreed the fubftance wel! deferv’d her care: 
Her thoughts, to other charms malignly bl: 
Center'd in that, and were to that confin'd: 
And if on others eyes a glance were thrown, 
T'was but to watch the influence of her ows, 
Much like her guardian, fair Cythera’s queen, 
hen tor her warrior fhe refines her mien; 
Or when, to ble(s her Delian favourite’s arms, 
‘The rodiant fair invigorates her charms. 
Much like her pupil, Egypt's Sportive dame, 
Her drefs expreifive, and her air the fame, 
When her gay bark o’cr filver Gydnos rol’d, 
And alf th’ emblazon’d ftreamers way'd in oid, 
Such thone the vition ; nor farbore to move 
The fond contagious airs of lawlefs love, 
Each wanton eye deluding glances fir'd, ° 
And amorous dimples gn each cheek confpir'd. « 
Lifelefs her gait, and flow, with feeming pain, 
She dragg'd her loitefing limbs along the plain; 
Yet made tome faint efforts, and firft approuch'd 
the fwain. 
So glaring draughts, with taudry luftre bright, 
Spring to the view, and rwh upon the fight: 
More flowly charms a Raphael's chafter air, 
Waits the calm fearch, and pays the fearcher’s 
cate. 
Wrapp’d be a pleas'd fafpenfe, the youth furs 
vey" 
The various charms of each attractive maid: 
Alternate each he view’d, and each admir’d, 
And found, alternate, varying flames inipir'd, 
Quick o'er their forms his eyes with pleature Tam, 
When the, who fir approach’d him, firtt began. 
“ Hither, dear boy, direét thy wandering eycss 
’Tis here the lovely vale of pleafure lies. 
Debate no more, to me thy life refign; 
Each {weet which nature can diffuie is mine 5 
For me the nymph diverfifies her power, 
Springs in a tree, cr bloffoms in a flower; 
‘Zo pieale my éar, the tunes the linnet’s @rains ; 
‘Lo pleate my eye, with lilies paints the plains; 
‘Yo form my couch, in mofly beds the grows; 
To gratify my {merl, perfumes the tofe ; 
Reveals che fair. the fertile (cene you fee, 
And fweils the vegetable world, for me. 
Let the guli'd fool the tpils of war purfue, - 
‘acre bleed the many to enrich the few : 
Where chance from courage claims the boafted 
> prize: 
Where, though the give, your country oft denies, 
Induftrious thou fhalt Cupid's wars maintain, 
And ever gently fight his {oft campaign. . 
His darts alone (halt wield, his wonnds endure, . 
Yet only fuffer, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield but to me--.a choir of nymphs fhall rife, 
And fire thy breaft, and blefs thy ravifh’d eves. 
Their beautcous cheeks a fairer rofe thall avear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear ; 
Where fondly thou thy favour'd head fhalt reft, 
Soft as the down that fwells the cygnet’s nef! 
While Philomel in each foft voice complains, 
And gently Iylls thee with mellifuous ftrains: « 
Whilit, with each accent, fweeteft odours flow; 
And fpicy gums round every bofom-glow, — * 
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Not the fam’d bird Arabian climes admire, 
Shall in fuch luxury of fweets expire, 

At floth let war’s victorious ions exclaim; 

In vain! for pleafure is my real name; 

Nor envy thou the head with bays o'ergrown; 
No, feek thou rofes gy adorn thy own: 

For weil each opening {cene, that claims my care, 
Suits and deferves the beauteous crown J wear. 

Let others prune the vine; the genial bowl 

Shall crown thy table, and enlarge thy foul, 

Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine, 

So the gay produce glitter ftill on thine. 

Indulgent Bacchus loads his labouring tree, 

And, guarding, gives its cluftering fweets to me. 

For my lov’d train, Apollo’s piercing beam 

Darts through the paflive gicbe, and frames the 
em. . 

§ce in ay caufe confenting gods employ’d, 

Nor flight thoie gods, their bleffingsunenjoy’d ! 

For thee the poplar fhall its amber drain; 

For thee, in clouded. beauty, {pring the cane; 

Some coftly tribute every clime shall pay; 

Some charming treafure every wind convey; « 

Each object round fome pleafing icene thall yield; 

niit thy dome, while nature decks thy field; 

th’s order fhall the ftrudture rife ; 

‘The tpiring turrets glitter through the fkies ; 

Thy cofity robe fhall glow with Tyrian rays; 

Thy vate fhail (parkle, and thy car thall-blaze ; 

Yet thou, whatever pomp the fun dilplay, 

Shalt own the amorous sight exceeds the day. 

When melting flutes, and fweetly-founding lyres 
Wake the yay loves, and cite the young deiires ; 
Or, in th’ Ionian dance, fome favourite maid 
Improves the flame her {p fg eyes convey’d ; 
Think, cantt thon quit a glowing Detia’s arms, 
To feed on virtue’s vifionary charms ; 

Or flight the joys which wit and youth engage, 
For the faint honour of a frozen faze ? 
‘To find dull envy ev'n that hope deface, 

And, where you toil'd for glory, reap difgrace ? 
O} think that beauty waits on thy decree, 
And thy tov'd lovelieft charmer pleads with me. - 
She, whofe foft (mile, or gentler plance to move, 

You vow'd the wild extremities of loves 

In whofe endearments years, like moments, flew: 
For whofe endearments millions feem’d too few ; 
She, the implores ;- the bids thee feize the prime, 
And tread with her the flowery tra of time ; 
Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beitow 

On fome cold lover, or infulting foe. 

‘Think, if againft that tongue thou canft rebel, 
Where love yet dwelt, and reafon feem’d to dwell; 
What ftrong perfuafion arms her fofter fighs! 
What full convigtion {parkles in her eyes ! 

See nature fmiles, and birds falute the thade,. 
‘Wherebreathing jafmincfereensthe fleeping maid: 
And fuch ber charms, as to the vain may prove, 
Ambition feeks more humble joys than love! 
There buly toil fhall ne'er invade thy reign, 

Nor fciences perplex thy labouring brain: 

Or none, but what with equal (weets invite ; 
Nor other arts, but to prolong delight : 
Sonietimes thy fancy prune her tender wing, 

‘To praife a pendant, or to grace a ring; 

‘To fix the drefs that fuits each varying mien ; 
To thow where bet the cluttering gems are feen; 
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To figh foft ftrains along the vocal grove, 
And tell the charms, the {weet effects « “love! 
Nor fear to find a coy difdainful mufe ; 
Nor think the fifters will their aid refu =. 
Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent fades, 
Soft {cenes of leifure | {uit th’ harmoni sus maids ; 
And all the wife, and all the grave decree 
Some of that facred train ally’d to me.; 
But if more fpecious eafe thy withes claim, 
And thy breatt glow with faint defire of fame, 
Some fofter fcience fhall thy thoughts emufe, 
And learning’s name a folemn found aiffufe : 
To thee all nature’s curious ftores I’il bring, 
Explain the beanties of an infect’s wing ; 
‘The plant, which nature, le(s diffulely kind, 
Has to few climes with partial care confin’d: 
The thell the featters with more cg:lels air, 
And, in her frolics, feems fupremely oil 
The worth that dazzles in the tuliy’s ftains, 
Or lurks beneath a pebble’s various veins. 
Sleep’s downy god, averfe to war’s alarms, 
Shail o’er thy head diffufe his fofteft charms; - 
Ere anxious thought thy dear rerofe affail, 
Or care, my moft deftrudtive for, prevail. 
The watery nymphs fhall tune the vocal vales, 
And gentle zephyrs harmonife their gales, 
For thy repofe, inform, with rival joy, 
Their fircams to murmur, and their winds to figh. 
Thus halt thou fpend the fweetly-Howing day, 
Till loft in blifs thou breath'ft thy foul away: 
Till the t’ Elyfian bowers of joy repair, 
Nor find my charming {cenes exceeded there.” 
She ceas'd ; and on a lily’d bank reclin'd, 
Her flowing robe wav’d wanton with the wind: 
One tender hand her drooping head fuflains ; 
One points, expreflive, to the flowery plains. 
Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence roll, 
Deep in his breatt, to melt his manly fouls 
As when Favonius joins the folar blaze, 
And each fair fabric of the froft decays. ~ 
Soon, tq his breatt, the foft harangue convey’d 
Refolves too partial to the {pecious maid. 
He figh’d, he gaz'd, fo iweetly {mil’d the dame; , 
Yet, fighing, gazing, feem’d to fcorn his flame, * 
And, oft as virtue caught his wandering eye, 
A crimfon blufh condemn’d the rifing figh. 
"Twas fuch the lingering Trojan’s fhame betra 
When Maia’s fon the frown of Jove difplay’d : 
When wealth, fame, empire, could no balance 
prove, 
For the foft reign of Dido, and of love. 
‘Thus ili with arduous glory love confpires; 
Soft tender flames with boid impetuous fires! 
Some hovering doubts his anxious bofom mov'd, 
And virtue, zealous fair ! thofe doubts improv'd. 
“ Fly, fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maid, 
Nor ert, by fuch fantattic fcenes betray’d. 
Though in my path the rugged thorn be feen, 
And the dry turf ditclofe a fainter green ; 
Though no gay rofe or flowery product fhine, 
The barren furface ftill conceals the mine. ° 
Each thorn that threatens, ev’n the weed that 
ows 
In virtue’s path, fuperior foreets beftows—- 
Yet fhould thofe boafted fpecious toys allurep + 
Whence could fond floth the flattering gifts pre- 
euge 2 : 
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For health on age, ’tis temperance mutt beftow ; 
And peace from piety alone can flow; 

And ail the incenfe bounteous Jove requires, 

Has fweets for him who feeds the facred fires 
Sloth views the tawers offame with enviouseyes; 

Defirous ftill, fill impotent to rife. 

‘Oft, when refolv’d to gain thofe blifsful towers, 

‘The penfive queen the dire aftent explores, 

Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees, 

Some fylvan mufic, or fome {cented breeze : 

She turns her head, her own gay realm fue (pies, 

And all the fhort-liv’d refolution dies. 

Thas fome fond infect’s faultering pinions wave, 

Clafp’d in its favourite fweets a lafting flave + 

And: thus in vain thefe charming vifions pleafe -’ 

“The wretch of glory, and the flave of eale:: 

Doom'd ever in ignoble fate to pine, 

Boast her own {cenes, and languith after mine. 
But fhun her fnares: noy jet the world ex- 

claim, . 

Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov'd thy. fhame. 

With early hope thive infant actions fr'd ; 

Let manhood crown what infancy infpir’d. 

Let generous toils with health reward thy days, 

Prolong thy prime, and eternife thy praife. 

‘The bold exploits that charms th’ atteiting age, 

To lateft times fhall generous hearts engage 5 

And with that myrtle thall thy fhrine be crown’d, 
With which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound: 
“Tilt time fhall bid: thy virtues freely bloom, 

And raife a temple where it found a tomb. 
- ‘Then in their feafts thy name hall Grecians 


join . 
Shalt ene the {parkling juice to Jove's and thine. 
Thine, wd in war, fhall raife their native fire 5 
"Thine, us’d in peace, their nyutual faith infpire. 
Dulnefs perhaps, through want of fight,may blame, 
And tpicen, with odious induttry, defame ; 
And that, the honours given, with wonder view, 
And this, in fecret fadnefs, own them due : 
Contempt and envy were by fate defign’d 
‘The rival tyrants which divide mankind ; 
Contempt, which none, but who deferve, can bear; 
While envy’s wounds the fmilcs of fame repair. 
For know, the gencrous thine exploits fhail ire,, 
Tiine every friend it fuits thee to require, 
\Lov'd by the gods, and, till their feats I fhow, 
Lov'd by the good their images beiow.”- 

Geafey lovely maid, fair daughter of the fkies ! 
Ty guidé ! my queen f th’ ecttatic youth replies. 
In thee I trace a form defign’d for {way ; $ 
Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride 

“obey. 
And, by thy bright immortal friends I fwear, 
"Thy fair idea fhall no toils impair. 
Lead me! O lead me where whole hofts of foes 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppole ! 
Welcome all toils th’ unequal fates decree, ~ 
While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 
Such be my cares, to bind th’ oppretiive hand, 
And cruth the fetters of an injur’d land: 
‘To fee the monifter’s noxious lite refign’d, 
And tyrants quell'd, the montlers of mankind t 
Natare shall {mile to view the vanquith'd brood, 
Aqi none, bat envy, riot unfabdued, 
In cloiter'd ftate tet felfiih fages dweil, 
Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell: 
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And boaft their mazy labyrinth of rules, 
Far lefs the friends of virtue, than the fools: 
Yet fuch in vain thy favouring {miles pretend 5 


| For he is thine, who proves his country’s friend. 2 


Thus when my life well-fpent the goud enjoy, 
And the mean envious labour to deftroy ; 
When, ftrongly lur’d by fame’s contiguous fhrine, 


 T yet devote my choicer vows to thine ; 


If all my toils thy promis’d favour claim, 

O lead thy favourite thivugh the gates of fame ! 
He ceas’d his vows, and, with difdainful air, 

He turn’d to blaft the late exulting fair. 

But vanith’d, fied to fome more friendly there, 


The confcious phantom’s beauty pleas’d no more = 


Convine’d, her {fpurious charms of drefs and face 
Claim’d a quick conqueft, or a fure difgrace. 


Fantaftic power ! whofe tranfient charms allur’d, 


While error’s mift the reafoning mind obfcur’d: 
Not fuch the vidtrefs, virtue’s conftant queen, 
Endur’d the teft of truth, and dar'd be feen. 


Her brightening form and features feem’d to own, 


°Twas all her with, her intereft, to be known: 
And when his longing view the fair deciin’d, 
Left a full image of her charms behind. 


Thus reigns the moon, with furtive fplendour * 


crown’d, 


While glooms opprefs us, and thick shades furround, 


But.let the fource of light its beams difplay, 

Languid and faint the mimic flames decay, 

And all the fickening fplendour fades away. 
‘ 


THE PROGRESS OF TASTE: 


oR, 
THE FATE OF DELICACY. - 


A poem on the temper and, { fiudies of the Author s 
‘and bow great a misfortune it is, for a man of 


Small cflate to have much tafte. 


PARTI | 


Permars fome cloud eclips'd the day, . 
When thus I tun’d my pentive lay: 

“ The thip is launch’d---we catch the gale. 
On life’s extended ocean fail : 

For happinefs our courfe we bend, 

Our ardent cry, our general end! 

Yet, ah! the fcenes which tempt our care 


‘Are like the forms difpers’d in air, 


Still dancing near diforder’d eyes ; 
And weakett his, who bef defcries! 
Yet jet me not my birrth-right barter, 
(For withing is the poet's charter ; 
All bards have leave to with what’s wanted, 
Though few e’er found their withes granted 5 
Extenlive ficid ; where poets pride them 
In finging all that is deny’d them.) 
For humbiz eafe, ye powers! 1 pray 5 
That plain warm fuit for ev'ry day! 
And pleafure, and brocade, beftow ; 
To flaunt it---once a month, or fo. 
‘The firft for confiant wear we want 5 
‘The firft, ye powers! for ever grant 5 
But confant wear the lait befoatters, 
And turns the tilue isto tatgers, 
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Where’er my vagrant courfe I bend, 

Let me fecure one faithful friend. 

Let me, in public feenes, requeft 

A friend of wit and tatte, well drefs’d: 

And, if I muft not hope fuch favour, 

A friend of wit and tafte, however. 
eAlas! that wifdom ever fhuns 

To congregate her featcer’d fons 5 

Whole nervous ferces well combin’d 

_ Would win the field, and Sway mankind. 
The fool will {queeze, from morn to night, 
To fix his follies full in fight 5 
‘The note he ftrikes, the plume he fhows, 
Attract whole flights of tops and beaux; 
And kindred-foots, who ne‘er had known him, 
Flock at the fight; carefs, and own him ; 
But ill-(tarr’d fenfe, nor gay nor loud, 
Steals foft on tip-toe, through the crowd: 
Conveys his meagre form between ; 

And flides, like pervious air, unfeen: 
Contraéts his known tenuity, 

As though ’twere ev’n a crime to be: 
Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ftray, 
And win acquaintance in their way. 

Tn company, fo mean his air, 

You fearce are conicions he is there 
‘Till fcom fome nook, like tharpen'd feel, 
Occurs his face’s thin profile. 

Still feeming, from the gazer’s eye, 
Like Venus, newly bath’d, to fly. 
Yet, while reluctant, he di(playe 
His real gems before the blaze, 

The fool hath, in its centre, plac’d 
His tawdry ftock of painted palte. 
Difus'd to {peak, he tries his fkill 5 
Speaks coldly, and fucceeds but ills 
His penfive manner, dulnefs deem’d 
His modetty, referve efteem’d ; 

His wit unknown, his learning vain, 
He wins not one of all the train. 
And thofe who. mutually known, 

In friendthip’s faireft lift had thone, 
Lets prone, than pebbles, to unite, 
Retire to fhades from public fight ; 
Grow favage, quit their focial nature 5 
And ftarve, to ttudy mutual fatire. 

But friends, and favourites, to chagtin them, 
Find counties, countries, feas between them : 
Meet once a year, then part, and thea 
Retiring, with to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me provide, 
Some human form tograce my fide ; 

At hand, where’er I fhape my courte; 
An olciul, pliant, ftalking horfe ! 

No geiture free from fome grimace ; 
No feain, without its thare of lace ; 

Bot, mark’d with gold or filver either, 
Hint where his cuat was pice'd together. 
His legs be lengthen’d, I advife, 

- And ftockings roll’d abridge his thighs. 
What though Vandyck had other rules, 
What had Vandyck to do with fools? 

Be nothing wanting, but his mind: ‘ 

Before, a folitaire; behind, 

aA twiited ribbon, like the track 
Which nature gives an afs’s back. 















Silent as midsight! pity *twere 
His wiflom’s flender wealth to fhare ! 
And, whilft in flocks our fancies ftray, 
To with the poor man’s lamb away. 
This form attracting every eye, 
I ftroll all unregnarded by + 
This wards the jokes of every Kind, 
As an umbrella fun or wind ; 
Or, like a Sponge, abforbs the fallies, 
And peftilential fames of malice ; 
Or, like a fplendid thie!d, is fit 
To fereen the templar’s random wit; 
Or what fome gentler cit lets fall, 
As wool-packs quath the leaden balt. 
Allufions thefe of weaker force, 
And apter itill the talking horfe ! 
O let me wander all unfeen, 
Beneath the fanction of his mien! 
As lilies foft, as rafes fair ! 
Empty as ait-pumps drain’d of air! 
With ifteady eye and pace remark 
The fpeckled flock that haunts the park * 5 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 
At follies Aocking there to feed: 
And, as my fatire burfts amain, 
See, feather'd foppery ftrew the plain. 
But when I feek my rural grove, 
And fhare the peaceful haunts I love, 
Let none of this unballow’d train 
My fweet fequefter’d paths profane. 
Oft may fome polith’d virtuous friend, 
To the foft-winding vales defcend ; 
And love with me inglorious things, 
And feorn with me the pomp of kings. 
And check me, when my bofom burns 
For ftatues, paintings, coins, and urns. 
For I in Damon’s prayer could join, 
And Damon’s with might now be mine-. 
But all difpers'd! the with, the prayer, 
Are driven to mix with common air, 


PART II. 


How happy once was Damon’s lot, 
While yet romantic fchemes were not! 
Ere yet he fent his weakly eyes, 

To plan frail catties in the fkies; 
Forlaking pleafures cheap and common, 
To court a blaze, fill flitting from one, 

Ali happy Damon! thrice and more, 
Had taite ne’er touch’d thy tranguil shore! 

Ob days! when toa girdle ty’d 
The couples jingled at his fide ; 

And Damon {ware he would not barter 
The fportiman’s girdle for a garter! 

Whoever came to kill an hour, 
Found eaiy. Damon in their power 3 
Pure focial nature all his guide, 

** Damon had not’a grain of pride.” 

He wifh’d not to elude the Inares 
Which knavery plans, and craft :epares; 
But rather wealth to crown their wiles; 
And win their univerfal {miles : 

Yer who are cheerful, who at eafe, | 
But they who cheat us as they pleafe 2 
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He wink’d at many a grofs defign, 

The new-falien calf might countermine : 
Thus every fuol allow’d his merit 5 
Yes! Damon had a generous fpirit 1” 

A coxcomb’s jeit, however vile, 

‘Was fure, at leaft, of Damon’s fmile : 
‘That coxcomb ne'er denied him fenfe; 
For why ? it prov’d his own pretence: 
All own’d, were modeftly away, 
Damon could fhine as much as they. 

When wine and folly came in feafon, 
Damon ne'er ftrove to fave his reafon ; 
Obnoxious to the mad uproar : * 

A {py upon a_hoftile thore ! 

* Twas this his company endear’ 

Mirth never came till he appear’d : 

His lodgings---every drawer could fhow them; 
The flave was kick'd,. who did not know them, 

Thus Damon, ftudious of his eafe, 

And pleafing ail, whony mirth could pleafe ; 
Defy’d the world, like idle Colley, 
‘To thow a fofter word than folly. 
Since wifdom’s gorgon-fhield was known 

. To ftare the gazer into ftone ; . 
Me chole to trutt in folly’s charm, 
To keep his breaft ative and warm. 

At length grave learning’s fober train 

Remark’d the trifler with difdain ; 

‘The fons of tafte contemn’d his ways, 

And rank’d him with the brutes that graze ; 
While they to nobler heights atpir’d, 

And grew belov’d, efteem’d, admir'd. 

Hence with our youth, not void of {pirit, 
His old companions loft their merit: 

And every kind well-natur’d fot 
Seem’d a dull play, without a plot; 
Where every yawning gueit agrees, 
‘The willing creature ftrives to pleafes 
But temper never could amufe ; 

At barely led us to excufe ; 

»Twas true, converfing they averr’d, 
All they had feen, or felt or heard : 
Talents of weight! for wights like thefe, 
‘The law might choofe for witnelfes : 
But fure th’ attefting dry narration 
Ail fuits a judge of converfation. 

* What were their freedoms? mere excufes- 
To vent ill-manners, blows, and bruifes. 
‘Yet freedom, gallant freedom * hailing, 

At form, at form, inceffant railing, 

Would they examine each offence, 

Tts latent. caute, its known pretence, 
Punctilio ne’er was known to breed them, 
“So fure as fond prolific freedom. 7 
Their courage! but a loaded gun ;’ 
Machine the wife would with to fhun;- 

Its guard unfafe, its lock an ill one, 

Where accident might fire and kill one. 

In fhort, difgutted out of meafure, 
Through much contempt, and flender pleafure, 
His fenfe of dignity returns; _ ; 
His native pride his bofom burns ; 

He fecks refpect---but how to gain it? 
Wir, fociak mirth, could ne’er ubtain it: 


“ Boifereus mirth. 





And laughter, where it reigns uncheck’S, - 

Difcards and difipates refpect. 

‘The man whe bravely bows, enjoys its 

But thaking hands, at once, deftroys it. 

Precarious plant, which, freth and gay, 

Shrinks at the touch, and fades away ! 
Come then, referve! yet from thy train: 

Banith contempt, and curft difdain. 

‘Teach me, he cry’d, thy magic art, 

To a& the decent diftant part: 

To hufband well my compiaifance, 

Nor let ev’n wit too far advance ; 


| But choofe calm: reafon for my theme, ~ 


In thefe her royal realms fupreme ; 

And o’er her charms, with caution fhown, 
Be ftill a graceful umbrage thrown ; 

And each abrupter period crown'd, 

With nods, and winks, and {miles profound, 
Till, refcued frem the crowd beneath, 

No more with pain to move or breathe, 
Lrife with head elate, to fhare 


|. Salubrious draughts of purer air. 


Refpect is won by grave pretence 
And filence, furerev’n than tenfe--- 
‘Tis hence the facred grandeur fprin; 


| Of Eaftera.--and of other kings, , 


Or whence this awe to virtue due, 
While virtue’s diftant as Peru? 

The theathlefs fword the guard difplays, 
Which round emits its dazzling rays: 
The ftately fort, the turrets tall, 
Portcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 

Lefs fcreens the body, than controuls, 
And wards contempt from royal fouls. 

The crowns they wear but check the eye, 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh ; 

That dazzled erowds may be employ’d. 
Around the furface of---the void. 

QO! ’tis the ftatefman’s craft profound 

To featter his amufements round! _ 

To tempt us from the confcious breaft, 
Where full-fledg’d crimes enjoy their neft..., 
Nor awes us every worth reveal’d 

So deeply, as each vice conceal'd. 

‘The lordly log, difpatch’d of yore, + 
That the frug people might adore, . 
With guards to keep them at a diftancey 
Had reign’d, nor wanted wit’s affiftance 7° 
Nay---had addreffes from his nation, 

In praife of log-adminittration. 

ae PART Mt. 
Tue buoyant fires of youth were o’er, 
And fame and finery pleas’d no more ; 
Productive of that general ftare, 
Which cool reflection ilican bear! 
And, crowds commencing mere vexation, 
Retirement fent its invitation. 

Romantic fcenes of pendent hills, 
And verdant vales, and falling rills,- 
And mofly banks, the fields adorn, 
Where Damon, fimple fwain, was born. 

The Dryads rear'd a fhady grove; | 
Where fuch as think, and fuch as love, ~ 
May fafely figh their fammer’s day: 

Ox mufe their filent hours away. * 


MORAL 


‘The @réads lik'd the climate well ; 
And taught the level plain to {well 
In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works defcry. 

‘The Naiads pour’d their urns around, 
From nodding rocks o’er vales profound. 
“They form’d their ftreams to pleale the view, 
And bade them wind, as ferpents do: 
And having thown them where to ftray, 
Threw little pebbles in their way. 

Thefe Fancy, all-fagacious maid, 

Had at their feveral tatks furvey’d :- 
She faw and fmil’d; and oft would lead 
Our Damon’s foot o’er hill and mead; 
There, with defcriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beatties of the place ; 
And when The all its charms had fhown, 
Prefcribe improvements of her own, 

“ See yonder hill, fo green, fo round, 
Zts brow with ambient beeches crown’d! 
*Twould well become thy gentle care 
‘To raife a dome to Venus there : 

Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal furvey ; 
And Venus, in their arms, Yepay, 

*Twas fuch a thade, and fuch a ‘nook, 

In fuch a vale, near fuch a brook ; 

From fuch a rocky fragment (pringing ; 
That fam'd Apollo chofe, to fing in. 
There let an altar wrought with art 
Engage thy tuneful patron’s heart. 

How charming there to mufe and warble 
Beneath his butt of breathing marble ! 
With laurel wreath and mimic lyre, 
‘That crown & poet's vail defire. 

Then, near it, fcoop the vaulted cell 
‘Where mufic's * charming maids may dwell; 
Prone to indulge thy tender paffion, 

And make thee many an affignation. 
Deep in the grove's obfcure retreat 

Be plac’d Minerva’s facred feat ; 

‘There let her awful turrets rife, 

{For witdom flies from vulgar eyes:) 
There hee caim di¢tates fhalt thou hear 
Dikindtly strike thy littening ear : 

And who would thun the pleafing labour, 
‘To have Minerva for his neighbour >” 

In fhort, fo charm’d each wild tuggeftion, 
Tts truth was little calf'd in queftion: 
And Damon dreamt he faw the fawns, 
And nymphs, diftingtly, ficim the lawns ; 
Now trac’d amid the trees, and then 
Loft in the circting shades again. % 
With leer oblique their lover viewing-~ 
And Cupid.--panting---and purfuing-- 
Fancy, enchanting fair, be cry°d, 
3e thou my goddefst thou my guide! 
For thy bright vifions I de(pile 
What foes may think, or friends advife. 
‘Whe feign'd concern, when folks furvey 
Expence, time, ftudy, catt away; 

‘The real ipleen, with which they fee: 
I pleafe myizit, and follow thee. 

T his breaft by fancy warm’d: 

find thus the fuiry landfcape charm’d. 








# The Mules, 


PIECES. 


But moft he hop’d his conftant care ¢ 
Might win the favour of the fair ; 2 
And, wandering late through yonder glade, 
He thus the foft defign betray’d. 
“* Ye doves! for whom Lrear’d the grove, 
With melting lays falute my love! 
My Delia with your notes detain, 
Or [have rear’d the grove in vain! 
Ye flowers! which early {pring fupplies, 
Difplay at once your brighteft dyes ! 
That the your opening charms may fee ; 
Or what were elie your charmsto me? 
Kind zephyr’ broth each fragYint flower, 
And fhed its odours round my bower ; 
Or ne’er again, O gentle wind ! 
Shall I, in thee, refrethment find. 
Ye ftreams, if c’er your banks I lov'd, , 
If e’er your native founds improv'd, | 
May each foft murmur footh my fair 5 
Or, oh, *twill deepen my defpair! 
Be fure, ye wiliows'! you be feen 
Array’d in liveliett robes of greens 
Or 1 will tear your flighted boughs, 
And let them tade around my brows. 
And thou my grot! whole Ionely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds ! 
May the admire thy peaceful gloom, 
Or thou thalt prove her lover's tomb."* 
And now the lofty domes were rear’ 
Loud laugh'd the ’iquares, the rabble 
“ See, neighbours, what our Damon’ 
I think fome folks are fond of ruin! 
I faw his theep at random ftray— ~ 
But he has thrown his crook away-— 
And builds fuch huts, as in foul weather, 
Are fit for feep nor {hepherd neither.” 
Whence came the fober fwain mifled ? 
Why, Phoebus put it in his head. 
Pheebus befriends him, we are told ; 
And Phoebus coins bright tons of gold. 
*Twere prudent not to be fo vain on’t, 
I think he'll never touch a grain on’t. 
And if, from Phoebus, and his mufe, 
Mere earthly lazinefs enfues; 





rd. 
doing $ 





Tis plain, for aught that I can fay, 
The devil inipires, as well as they. 
So they---while fuols of groffer kind, 
Lefs weeting what our bard defign'd, 
Impute his ichemes to real evil; 
That in thefe haunts he met the devil. 

He own'd, though their advice was vain, 
It fuited wights who trod the plain : 
For dulneis---though he might abhor it-- ~ 
In them he made allowance for it. 
Nor wonder’d, if, beholding mottes, 
And urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos, 
Folks, little dreaming of the mafes, 
Were plagu’d to uch their proper ufes. 

But did the mutes haunt his cell ? 
Or in his dome did Venus dwell? 
Did Paflas in his counfeis fhare? 
The Delian god reward his prayer? 
Or did kis zeal engage the fair? 
When all the ftructures fhone complete ; 
Not much convenient, wondrous neat ; 
Adorn'd with gilding, painting, planting, 
} And the fair guetts alone pac wanting; 

iij 
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Ab, me! ("twas Damon’s own confeffion) 
Game poverty and took poffedian, 


‘PART WW. 


Wurx droops my Daman, whilft he roves 
Through ornamented meads. and groves! 
Near columns, obelitks, and {pires, 
Which every critic eye admires? 
*Tis poverty, detetted maid, 

le tenant of their ample thade ! 
*Tis the, that sobs him of his eafe 3 
And bids their vty charms difpleate. 
But now, by fancy Jong contrell’d, 
And with the fans of tate enrall'd, 

le deem’d it fiamefat to commence 
Fisft minifter to common fenfe : 

Far more elated, to purfue 
The loweft taik of dear verti. 

And npw behold his lofty foul, 

. That whilom flew from pole to pole, 
Settle on fome elaborate flower ; 
And, like a bee, the fweets devour ! 
Now, of 8 rofe enamour'd, prove 
‘The wild tolicitudes of love! 

Now, ina lilly’s cup enthrin'd, 
Forego the commerce of mankind ! 

As in thefe toils he wore away 
Phe calm remainder.of his day ; 
Gondudting fun, and thade, and thower, 
As mott anight glad the new-born fiower, 
So fate ordain’d before his eye~ 
-Btarts up the long-fought butterfly ! 
While, fluttering round, her plomes unfold 
Celeftial criméon, dropt: with gold. 

Adieu, ye bands of flowrets fair ! 
‘The living beauty: claims his care, 
Foi this he ftrips---nor bolt, nor chain, 
*Could Damon's warm puriuit reftrain. 

See him o’er hill, morais, or mound, 
‘Where'er the ipeckjed game is found, 
‘Though bent with age, with zeal purtue ; 

» And totter towards the prey in view. - 

Nor rock, nor ftream, his feps retard, 
Jntent upon the bdleft reward | 
One vaflal fly repays the chafe! 

A wing, a film, reward the race! 
Rewards him, though difeafe attend, 
And'in a fatal rurteit end, 

So fierce Camilla thimm'd the plain, 
Smit with the purple’s pleating tain, 
She ey’d intent the glittering ttranger, 
and knew, alas! nor fear, nor danger ; 
‘Fill deep within her panting heart, 
Malicious fate impei! ud the Jart! 

How (tudious he what favourite food 
Regales dame nature’s tiny broad 2 
‘What junkets fat the filmy people ! 

And what liqueurs they chooig to pple! 
Behold him, at fome crife, preterive, 
And raise with drugs the fickening tribe t 

Or haply, when their fpirits fan’ter, 
Sorinkling my Lord of Cloyne’s tar-water. 
When natuire’s brood of infects dies, 

See how he pimps for amorous ics! 

See him the timely fuccour lend her, 

And help the wantons to engender 














Or fee him guard their pregnant hour; 
Exert his foft obftetric power : 

“And, lending each his lenient hand, 
With new-born grubs enrich the land ! 

* O Wilks! what poet’s loftieft lays 
Can match thy labours, and thy praife? 
Immortal fage! by fate decreed 
To guard the moth’s illuftrious breed ; 
Till uttering fwarms on fwarms arife, 
And ail our wardrobes teem with flies t 

And muft we praife this tafte for toys? 
Admire ig then in girls and boys. 

Ye youths of fifteen years, or more, 

Refign your moths-—the tvafun’so’er. 

’ Fis time more focial joys to prove ; 
*Iwere now your nobler tafk---to love, 

Let * ** *'s eyes more deeply warm ; 

Nor, flighting nature’s fairett form, 

The bias of your fouls determine 

‘Towards the mean love of nature’s vermin. 

But, ah! how wondrous few have known, 
‘To give each flage of life its own ! 

‘fis the pretexta’s utmoft bound, 
With radiant purple edg’d around, 

To pleate the chikt; whofe glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturet eyes: 

And few, but with regret, aflame 

The plain-wrought labours of the loom, 
Ab! let not me my fancy fteer, 

When life’s autumnal clouds aj pear 5 

Not ev’n.in tearning’s long delays 
Confume my fairett, fruitlets days: 

Like him, who fhould in armour fpend- 
The fums that armour thould defend. 

A while, in pleafure’s myrtle bower, 
We thare her imiles, and blets her power: 
But find at daft, we vainly ftrive 
Lo fix the worlt conquette alive. 

O you! that with affiduous flame 
Have long purfued the faithlefs dame ; 
Torfake her foft abodes a while, _ 

And dare her frown, and flight her fmile. 
Nor fcorn, whatever wits may fay, 

The foot-path road, the kings high-way. 
No more the ferupulous charmer teaze, 
But {eek the roofs of honeit eafe ; 

The rival fair, no more purfued, 

Shali there with forward pace intrude ; 
Shall there her every art elfay, 

To win you to her flighted fway ; 

And grant your fcorn a glance more fair 
‘Than e’cr the gave your fondett prayer. 

But would you happinefs purfue ? 
Partuke both eale, and pleafure too? 

Would you, through all your days, difpenic 
‘Whe joys of reafon, and of ferfe ? 

Or give to life the mot you can, 
Let focial virtue thape the plan. 
For does not to the virtuous deed 

A train of pleafing fweets tucceed ? 
Gr, like the fweets of wild defire, 
Dit focia! pleafures ever tire? 








* Alluding to moths and butterflies delineated 
fy Berjamin Wilks. See kis very expenfive proe 
pofals, : 
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Yet midt the group be tome preferr’d, 
Be {ome abborr’d—-for Damon err'd : 
And fuch there dre---of fair addrefs—. 
As ‘twere utifocial to carefs. 

O learn by reafon’s equal rule 

‘To thun the praife of knave, or fool ! 
‘Then, though you deem it better ftild 
‘To gain fome tuftic *fquare’s good will ; 
And fouls, however mean or vile, 

Like features, brighten by a finile ; 

Yet reafon holds it for a crime, 

‘The trivial breatt thould thare thy time: 
And virtue, with reluctant eyes. 
Beholds this human facrifice ! 

Through deep referve, and air erect, 
Miftaken Damon won refpect ; 

But could the fpecial homage pals, 
With any creature, but an ats? 

4 confeious, they who fear’d the fkin, 
Would icorn the flaggith brute within. 
What awe-firuck flaves the towers enclofe, 
Where Perfian monarchs eat and doze ! 
‘What proftrate reverence ali agree, 

To pay a prince they never fee ! 

Mere vaffals of a royal throne ! 

‘The fophi’s virtues mut be thown, 

‘Lo make the reverence his own. 

As for Thalia-.-wouldft thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion ?---tuke her, 
She will with dureous care attend, 

And all thy dutcous hours betriend ; 
Will twell thy joys, will thare thy pain ; 
With theé rewice, with thee complain ; 
Will fmooth thy pillow, pleat thy bowers ; 
Ajid bind thy aching head with Howers. 
But be this previous maxim known, 

If thou canft feed on love alone : 

Tf, bie with her thou cantt futtain 
Contempt, and poverty, and pain: 

2! fo---then rifle all her graces--= 

And fruitful be your fond embraces. 

Too toon, by caitifi-{pleen infpir’d, 
Sage Damon to his groves retir'd : 

‘The path difclaim'd by fober reafon; 
Retirement claims. a luter feafon ; 
Ere active youth and warm defires 


Have quite withdrawn their lingering fires, 


With the warm bofom, ill agree, 
Or timpid ftream, or thady tree. 
Love lurks within the roly bower, 
And claims the tpeculative hour; 
Aunbition finds his calm retreat, 
And bids his palfe too fiercely beat ! 
Ev’n focial friendthip duns his ear, 
And cites him to the public {phere, 
Does he retift their genuine force ? 
His temper takes fome froward courfe ; 
‘Till palion, mifdire@ed Gighs 
For weeds, or fhells, or grubs, or flies! 
Far happiett he, whofe early days 
Spent in the focial paths of praife, 
Leave, fairly printed on his miad, 
A train of virtuous deeds behind : 
» From this rich fund, the memory draws 
o The lating ineed of telf-applaufe, 
Sach tair ideas lend their aid 
‘To peuple their fequetter’d thade. 
i 





ay 
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fauns, 
‘That haunt his floods, or cheer his lawas, 
If, where his devious ramble frays, 
He virtue’s radiant form furveys; 
She feems no longer now to wear 
The rigid mien, the frown fevere® ; 
To thow him her remote abode ; 
To point the rocky arduous road : 
But from each flower, his fields allow, - 
She twines a garland for his brow. _ 


ECONOMY, 
A RHAPSODY, ADDRESSED TO YOUNG POETS. = 


“§ Infani 
“ Sunt t 





omnes gelidis quiecunque lacernis 
i, Nafones Virgiliofque vies.” Mart. 





PART L 


To you, ye bards! whofe lavith breafts requires 
‘This monitory lay, the ftrains belong ; ; 
Nor think fume mifer vents his fapient faw, ¢ 
Or fone dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 
‘That teinpt profution, fings; while friendly zeal, 
To guard ftom fatal ills the tribe he loves, ‘ 
Lifpires the meaneft of the muses’ train! 
Like you I loath the grovelling progeny, : 
Whole wily arts, by creeping time matur’d, 
Advance them high on power's tyrannic throne t 
To lord it there in-gorgeous ufelefinels, 
And {purn tuccefsiefs worth that pines below ! 

See the rich churl, amid the focial fons 
Of wine and wit, regaling ! hark he joins 
In the free jeft delighted : feems to thow 
A meliorat ed heart! he laughs! he fings! 
Songs of gay import, madrigals of gles, - 
And drunken anthems fet a gape the board, 
Like Demea, in the play, benign and mild, 
And pouring forth benevolence of foul, Z 
Till Micio wonders : or, in Shak(peare’s line, 
Obftreperous filence ; drowning Shallow’s voice, 
And ftartling Falftaff, and his mad compeers. 

He owns 'tis prudence, ever and anor, 
To fmooth his careful brow | to Set his purfe 


> 


“Ope to a fixpence diameter ! 


He likes out ways; he owns the ways of wit. 
Are ways of plealaunce, and deterve regard. 
True, we are dainty good fociety, 
But what art thou? alas! confider well, 
Thou bane of focial pleafure, know thyfelf 
Thy fell approach, like fome invafive damp . 
Breath'd through the pores of earth from Stygian 
caves, . 
Deftroy the lamp of mirth; the lamp which we 
its flamens boaft to guard: we know not how, 
But at thy fight the fading fame affumes 
A ghaftly blue, and in a ftench expires. {fky’d. 
‘tree, thou feem’ft chang’d; all fainted, all ene 
‘The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes. 
Say thou art honeft, and of gentle kind, ; 
But all is falfe! an intermitting figh os 
Corderans each hour, each moment given to, {miles, 
And deems thote only loft, thou doft net lofe. = 
Ev'n for a demi great, this open'd foul, 






aliccory in Cebes’s tablet, 
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‘This boon companion, this elattic breatt 

Revibrates quick ; and fends the tunefal tongue 

‘To javith mufic on the rugged wails 

Of fome dark dungeon. Hence, thou caitiff, fly! 

Touch not my glafs, nor drain my facred bow1, 

Moofter, ingrate ! beneath one common tky 

‘Why thouldit thou breathe? beneath one common 

roof 

‘Thou ne’er fhalt harbour ;' nor my little boat 

Receive a foul with crimes to prefs it down. 

Go to thy bags, thou recreant! hourly go, 

And, gazing.there, bid them be wit, be mirth, 
converfation. Not a face that (miles 

Admit thy prefence! not a fgul that plows 

‘With focial purport, bid or ev'n or morn 

Inveft thee ha py! but when life declines, 

Muy thy fure~heirs ttand tittering round thy bed, 

And, uthering,in their favourites, burt thy locks, 

And fill their lamps with golds till want and care 

With joy depart, and cry." We atk no more.” 

Ah never never may th’ harmonious mind 
Endure the worldly’ poets, ever void 
‘Of guile, dittrudlefs, {corn the treafur'd gold, 
And fputn the mifer, {purn his deity. 

»Balarte'd with friencthip, in the poet’s eye 

"The rival feale of intereft kicks the heam, 

Than lightning {witter. From his cavern'd ftore 

Whe fordid foul, with felf-applaule, remarks 

‘The kind propenfity ; remarks and imiles, 

And bies with impious hatte to ipread the {nare. 

Him we-deride, and in our cotnic icenes 
‘ontemn the niggard form Moliere has'drawn. 
loath with juftice ; but alas the pain 

To bow the knee betore this calf of gold ; 

Fnplore his envious aid, and meet his frown! 

But ‘tis not Gomez, ’tis not he whole heart 

t crafted o’er with drofs, whofe callous mind 
s fenfelels as his gold, the flightea mufe - 

Intenfely loaths. Tis ure no equal tafk 

‘To pardon him, who lavithes his wealth 

On races; fox-hound, hawk; or fpaniel, all 

But human merit ; who with gold eflays 

All, but the nobieft pleafure, to remove 

The want of genius, and its {miles enjoy. 

But you, ve titled youths ! whole nobler zeal 
Would burmifh o'er your coranets with fame ; 
Who liften pieas'd when poet tunes his lay; 
Permit him not iv diftant folitudes, 

‘To pine, to lunguith out-the fleeting honrs 

» Of active youth ! then vittue pants for praife 
‘That feafon unadorn’d, the carelefs bard 
Quits your worn threthold, and like honeft Gay 
Contemas the niggard boon ye time fo ill. 
Your favours then, like trophies given the tomb, 
‘Fh’ infranchis'd {pirit foaring not perceives, " 
Or feoins perceiv'd ; and execrates the {mile 
Which bade his vigorous bloom, to’ treacherous 

hopes 

And fervile cares a prey, expire ip vain ‘+~ 

Two lawlefs powers, engag’d by mutual hate 
Tnendle{s war, beneath their flags ensoll 
The yaflal world. ‘This avarice ‘is nam’d, 

That luxury; ’tis true their partial friends 
‘Affign them fofter names; ufurpers both : 
‘That fhare by dint of arms the legal throne 
OF jn economy ; yet both betray'd 

By fraudful minitiers, The niggard chief, 





‘That he, who thinks of purett 


THE WORKS OF SHENSTONE, 


Liftening to want, all faithlefs, and prepar'd 
To join cach moment in his rival's train, 
His conduct models by the need!eis tears 
The flave infpires; while luxury, a chief 
Of ampleit taith, ta plenty’s rule refigns {founds. 
His whole campaign. ’Tis Plenty’s flattering 
Engrots his ear ; “tis plenty’s (miling form 
Moves ttill before his eyes. Difcretion Rrives, 
But ftrives in vain, to banith from the throne 
‘The perjur'd minion. He, fecure of trutt, 
With latent malice to thé hoftile camp {veys 
Day, night, and hour, his monarch’s wealth cons , 
Ye towering minds! ye fublimated fouls! 7 
Who, carelefs of your fortunes, feal and fign, 
Sct, let, contract, ac quit, with eaficr mien 
Than fops take inuff! whote economic care 
Your green-lk purfe engrofles! eafy, pleas'd, 
‘To fee gold {parkle through the fubtle lolds; 
Lovely, as when th’ Hefperian fruitage fmil’d 
Amid the verdurous grove ! wha fondly hope 
Spontaneous harvefts ! harvefts ali the year! 
Who fcatter wealth, as though the radiant crop 
Glitter'd onevery bough; and every bough 
Like. that the Trojan gather'd, once avuis'd 
Were by a {plendid fucceftor iupply’d 
Infant, {pontancous! liften to my lays. 
For "tis not fouls, whate’er proverbial phrafe 
Have long decreed, that quit with greateft cafe 
The tregiur'd gold. Of words indeed protute, 
OF gold tenacious, their torpefcent foul 
Clenches their coinyand what ¢leétral fire 
Shall folve, the frotty gripe, and bid it flow ? 
*Tis genius, fancy, that to wild expenc® 
Or health! of treafure! ftimulates the foul: 
Thete, with officious care, and fatal art, 
Improve the vinous flavour; thefe the (mile 
Ot Cloe foften; thefe the glare of drets 
Illume; the giittering chariat gild anew, 
And add ttrange wisdom to the turs of power. 
Alas! that he, amid the race of men, 
gold with fcorn, 
Should with unfated appetite demand, ; 
And vainly court the pleaiure at procures ! 
When fancy’s vivid tpark impels the foul 
‘To fcorn quotidian fcenes, to fpurn the biifs 
Of vulgar minds, what noiram hall compoie 
its fatal tenfion? in what lonely vale 
Oi balmy medicine’s various field, afpires 
The blett refrigerant? Vain, ah vain the hope 
Of tuture peace, this orgafn uncontroli’d ! 
Inpatient, hence, of ai! tie fregal mind _ 
Requires; to eat, to drink, to fleep, to fill 
A chelt with goid, the (prightiy breait demands 
Inceflant repture ; lite, a tedious load 
Deny’d its continuity ef joy. 
But whence obtain? philotophy requires 
No Javitt colt ; to crown its utinoft prayer 
Suffice the root-built cell, the fimple fleece, 
The juicy viund, and the cryfal ftream, 
Ewn mild fiupidity rewards ber train 
With cheap contentment, ‘Tafte alone requires 
Entire pro{ufion! Days, and nights, and hours, 
Thy voice, hydropic fancy! calls aloud 
For cottly draughts, inundant bowls of joy, 
Rivers of rich regalement ! feas of blifs? 
Seas without fhore! infinity of fweets ! 
And yet, unlefs fage reaion join her kang 
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’ 
Th plenfare’s purchafe, pleafure is unfure : 
And yct, unlefs economy's content 
Lezitimase expence, fome graceiels mark, 
Some fynyptom ill-conceal'd, fhatl, foon or late, 
Burit hike a pimple from the vicious tide 
Of avid blood, proclaiming wart’s difeate, 
Amid the bloom of thow. The fcanty ftream 
Slow-loitering in its channel, leems to vie 
With Vaga’sdepth ; but thould the fedgy power 
Vain-glorious empty his penurious urn 
O'er the rough rock, how mult his fellow ftreams 
Deride the tinklings of the boaftive rill! 
I not afpire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poets mark'd in vain ! 
Bur, ere felf.ftattery footh the vivid breaft 
With dreams of fortune near ally'd to fame, 
Reflect how few, whv charm’d the liftening ear 
Of fatrap or of king, her {miles enjoy'd | 
Confider well, what meagre alms repay’d 
‘The great Meonian, fire of tuneful fong, 
And prototype of all that foar'd fublime, 
And left dull cares below ; what griefs impell’d 
"The modeft bard of learn’d Eliza’s reign 
To {weil with tears his Mulia’s parent ftream, 
Ard monrn aloud the pang “ to ride, to run, 
* To fpend, to give, tu want, to be undone.’* 
“Why fhouid I tell of Cowley’s penfive mufe 
Belov'd in vain? too copious is my theme ! 
“Which of your boatted race might hope reward 
Like loyal Butler, when the liberal Charles, 
The judge of wit, perus’d the {prightly page, 
‘'riumphant o'er his foes? Believe not hope, 
The poet's parafite; bot learn alone 
To {pate the feunty boon the fates decree. 
Poet andrich ! tis folecifm extreme ! 
* Lis heighten'd contradi¢tion ! in his frame, 
In every nerve and fibre of his foul, 
‘The latent feeds and principles of want~ 
Has nature wove ; and fate confirm’d the clue. 
Nor yet defpair to thun the ruder gripe 
Or penury ; with nice precifion learn 
A dollar's value, Furemott in the page 
‘That marks th’ expence of each revolving year, 
Place inattention. . When the Juft of praite, 
Or honour’s faife idea, tempts thy j 
‘Yo flight frugality, affure thine heart 
‘That danger’s near. This perithable coin 
Ts no vain ore. It is thy tiberty, 
It fetters mifers, but it nuit alone 
Enfranchife thee. The world, the cit-like world, 
Bids thee beware ; chy little cratt effay ; 
Nor, piddling with-a tea-fpoon’s flender form, 
See with foup-ladies devils gormandize. 
Economy ! thou good old aunt ! whoie mien 
Furrow'd with age and care the wife adore, 
The wits contemn ! referving {till thy ftores 
To cheer thy friends at laft! why with the cit, 
Or booklets churl, with each ignobie name, 
Each earthly nature, deign'ft thou to refide ? 
And, fhunning all who by thy favours crown’d 
Might glad the world, to feek fome vulgar mind 
Infpiring pride, and felfith thapes of ill? 
Why with the old, infirm, and impotent, 
And childiefs, love to dwell; yet leave the breat 
f youth, unwarn’d, unguided, uninform’d ? 
Of youth, to whom thy monitory voice 
Where doubly kind ? for fure to youthful eyes 











(How thort foe’er it prove) the road of life 
Appears protraéted ; fair on either fide 
The loves, the graces play, on fortune’s child 
Profufely (miling ; well might you effay 
The frugal plan, the lucrative employ, 
Source of their favour alll the live-long day, 
But fate affents not. Age alone contracts 
His meagre palm, toclench the tempting bane 
Of all his peace, the glitteting feeds of care $ 
O that the mufe’s voice might pierce the ear. 
OF generous youth ! for youth deferves her fong, 
Youth is fair virtue’s feafon, virtue then 
Requires the pruner’s hand; the fequent ftage, , 
It barely vegetates: nor long the {pace ; 
Ere robb’d of warmth its arid trunk difplay 
Fell winter’s total reign. © lovely fource 
Of generous foibles, youth! when opéning minds 
Are honeft as the light, lucid as air, 
As foltering breezes kind, as linnets gay, 
Tender as buds, and lavith as the {pring ! 
Yet, haplefs ftate of man! hisearlieft youth 
Cozens itielf; his age defrauds mankind. 
Nor deem it ftrange that rolling years abrade * 
The focial bias. Life's extenfive page 
What does it but unfold repeated proofs 
Of gold’s omnipotence ? With patriots friends, 
Sickening beneath its ray, enervate fome, * 
And others dead, whofe putrid name exhales 
A noifome fcent, the bulky volume teems, 
With kinfmen, brothers, fons, moiftening the 
fhroud, . 
Or honouring the grave, with fpecious grief 
Of fhort duration; foon in fortune’s beams 
Alert, and wondering at the tears they thed. 
But who fhail fave by tame profaic ftrain 
That glowing breaft, where wit with youth cone 
To fweeten luxury ? ‘The tearful mufe [pires 
Shall yet proceed, though by the fainteft gleam 
Of hope inipir’d, to warn the train fhe loves, 


PART I. 


In fome dark feafon, when the mifty thower | 
Obfcures the fun, and foddens all the fky > 

When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor ftream 
Invites thee forth, to {port thy drooping mule ;. 
Seize the duil bour, nor with regret affigh 

To worldly prudence. She nor nice nor coy 
Accepts the tribute of a joylefs day ; {cede, 





s : ay. 


She imiles well-pleas’d, when wit and mirth res - 


And not a grace, and not a mufe will hear. 
‘Lhen, from majeftic Maro’s awful ftrain, 
Or towering Homer, let thine eye defcend’ 
To trace, with patient induftry, the page 
Or income and expence. And oh! beware 


Thy breaft, felf-fattering, place no courtly {mile, 


No golden promife of your faithlefs mufe, * 
Nor satent mine which fortune’s hand may thow, 
Amid thy folid fore. The fyren’s fong 


Wrecks not the liftening failor, half fo fure. “- 


See by what avenues, what devious paths, 


The toot of want detetted, fteals along, < 


And bars each fatal pals. Some few {hort hours 

Of pauttual care, the refufe of thy year 5 

On frugal ichemes employ’d, fhall give the maf 

To fing intrepid many a cheerful day. : 
But :f too toon before the tepid galey 
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‘Thy refolution melt ; and ardent vows, 

In wary hours preferr’d, or die forgot, 

Or feern’d the forc'd effect of hazy tkies; 
‘Then, ere furprife, by whofe impetuous rage 
‘The maffy fort, with which thy gentler breait 
Ynot compare, is won, the fong proceeds, 

Know too by nature's undiminith’d law, 
‘Throughout her realms obey’d, the various parts 
Of deep creation, atomS, fyitems, all! 

Attract and are attracted ; nor prevails the law 
Alone in matter ; foul alike with foul 

Afpires to join ;, nor yet in fouls aloue, 

Jn each idea it imbibes, is found 

‘The kind propenfity. And when they meet, 
And grow familiar, various though their tribe, 
Their tempers various; vow perpetual faith : 
‘fhat, thould the world’s disjointed frame once 
‘To chaos yield the fway, amid the wreck [more 
‘Their union thould furvive; with Roman warmth, 
By facred hofpitable laws endear’d, 

Should. each idex recollect its friend. 

Here then we fix; on this perennial bafe 

Erect thy fafety, and defy the form. 

Let foft profufion’s fair idea join 

Her hand with poverty ; nor here defift, 

Tull, o'er the. group that furms their various train 
‘Thou fing loud hymeneals. Let the pride 

Of outward thow in lafting leagues combine 
‘With fhame thread-bare ; the gay vermiliun face 
(Of rath intemperance, be ditcrectiy pair’d 

With fallow hunger : the licentious joy, 

With mean dependance ; evn the dear delight 
‘Of fculpture, paint, intaglios, books ard coins, 
Thy breaft, fagacious prudence ! fhall connect 
With filth and beggary ; nor difdain to jink 
‘With black infolvency. Thy foul aiarm’d 
Shall-fhun the fyren’s voice ; nor boldly dare 

‘To bid the f:ft enchantrefs thare thy breatt, 
With fuch a train of horrid fiends conjoin’d. 

Nor think, ye fordid race! ye groveliing minds! 
Tframe the fong for you! for you, the mute 
Gould other rules impart ; the friendly train, 
For gentler bloffoms plann’d, to yours would prove 
‘The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever. Colchos bore ; and in your breaft 
Compafiion, love, and frienthip, all deftroy ! 

Tt gréatly thail avail, if e’er thy ftores 
Tucreate apace, by periodic days 
Ofannval payment, of thy patron's boon, 

The jean reward of grofs unbouuded praife ! 
It much avails, to feize the prefent hour, 

nd, undeiiberating, cali around 
Thy hungry creditors; their horrid rage 
When once appeas’d, the fmall remaining ftore 
Shall rife in weight tenfold, in Initre rife, 

As gold improv'd by many a fierce 
*Tis thus the frugal hufband irects 
Ris narrow ftream, if, o’er its wonted banks 
By fudden rains impeiPd, it proudly iwell ; 

His timely hand through better tracts conveys 
‘The quick decreafing tide ; ere borne along 
Or through the wild morafs, or cultur’d fields, 
Or bladed grais mature, or barren fands, 

It flow deftrutive, or it flow i 

But hanpieft he who fandtifies experce 

By pretent pay ! who fubjecls not bis fame 

To tradefmens varlets, nor Lequeaths his name, 


, 
His honour’d name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of bate mechanic, fordid, untincere Le ‘ 
There hapiy, while thy mule fublimely foars 
Beyond this earthly fphere, in heaven's abodes, 
And dreams of near and ambrofial Sweets, 

Thy growing debt fieals unregarded o’er 

The puncingl record ; till ner Phoebus felf, 

Nor tage Minerva’s art can aught avail 

To footh the ruthlefs dun’s detefted rage. 

} Frantic and fell, with many a curfe profane 

He loads the gentle mufe ; then hurls thee down 
To want, remorfe, captivity, and ihame, 

Each public place, the glittering haunts of men, 
With horror fly. Why loiter near thy bane ?— 
Why fondly linger on a hoitile thore, 

Diturm’d, defencelefs? why require to tread! 

The precipice ? or why alas to breathe 

A moment's {pace, where every breeze is death, 

Death to thy suture peace ! Away, collect 

‘Thy diffipated mind ; contra& thy train 

Of wild ideas o'er the flowery fields 

Or thow diffus’d, and {peed to fafer climes. 

Economy prefents her glafs, accept 

The faithtal mirror: powerful to difclofe 

A thoufand forms, unfeen by carelefs eyes, 

‘That plot thy tate. Temptation, in a robe 

Of Vyrtan dye, with every {weet perfum’d, 

Betets thy fenie; extortion follows clufe 

Her wanton itep, and ruin brings the rear. 

Thele and the rett fhall her my@erious glafs 

Enrbody to thy view; like Venus kind, 

When to her labouring fon, the vengeful powers 

That urg’d the fail of ium, the difplay'’d, 

He, not imprudent, at the fight declin’d 

The unequal confli@, and decreed to raife 

‘The ‘Trojan welfare on fome happier thore. 

For here to drain thy fwelling purte await 

A thoufand arts, @ thoufand frauds attend, 

“ The cloud-wrought cancs, the gorgeous fnuff- 
boxes 

“ The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee, * 

“ With all its bright inhabitants, thall watte 

“ Its melting ftores, and in the dreary void 

“* Leave not a doit behind.” Ere yet exhanft 

Its flimfy tolds offend thy penfive eye, 

Away‘ embofom’d deep in diftant thades, 

Nor feen nor feeing, thou mayft vent thy {corn 

OF lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and gold! 

‘Chere of the farded fop, and effenc’d beau, 

Ferocious with a ftoic’s frown difclofe 

Thy manly fcorn, averfe to tinfel pomp; 

And fluent thine harangue, But can thy foul 

Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of drets, 

Where drefsis merit! where thy graver friend 

Shall with thee burnith’d ! where the fprightly 

Demand embellifhment! ev'n Delia’s eye, [fair 

As ina garden, roves, of ines alone 

Inquirent, curious? Fly the curft domain ; 

‘Thefe are the realms of luxury and fhow ; 

No claffic foil : away ! the bloonty {pring 

Attracts thee hence; the waning autumn warns; 

Fly to thy native hades, and dread ev'n there, 

Left buly fancy tempt thy narrow ftate 

Beyond its bounds. Obferve Florelio’s mien. 

Why treads my friend with melancholy ttep ” 

That beaateous lawn ? why penfive ftrays his eye : 

U’er Ratues, grottoes, urns, by critic art 
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“¢ My fettled faith; my mind, with age impair’d, 
* Too fure its own infirmities declare. 

«But I am arm'd by caution, ftudious youth, 

“ And early forefight; now the winds may rife, 
“The tempett whittle, and the billows roar; 

** My pinnace rides in port, defpoil’d and worn, 
* Shatter’d by time and ftorms, but while it fauns 
“ Ta’ unequal conflict, and declines the deep, 

** Sees the ftrong veftel fluctuate lefs fecure.” 

Thus while he ftrays, a thoufand rural fcenes 
Suggeft infruction, and inttru@ing pleafe. 

* And fee betwixt the grove’s extended arms * 
«in abbey’s rude remains attract thy view, 
Gilt by the mid.day fun: with lingering ttep 
Produce thine axe (for, aiming to deftroy 
‘free, branch, or fade, for never fhall thy breaft 
‘Too long deliberate), with timorous hand 
emove th’ obitructive bough ; nor yet refufe 
ugh fighing, to deftroy that favourite pine, 
Jiais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that fcreens the vaft remains. 
Aggriev'd, but conftant as the Roman fire, 
‘The rigid Manlius, when his conquering fon 
«Bled by a parent's voice ; the cruel meed 
; Of virtuous ardour, timelefly dilplay’d; 
“Nor cealfe till, through the gloomy road, the pile 
» Gleam unobftructed ; thither oft thine eve 
Shall {weetly wander ; thence returning, footh 
With penfive fcenes thy philofophic mind. 

Thefe were thy haunty, thy apulent abodes, 

© fuperftition | hence the dire diteafe, 

| (Balane’d with which the fam'd Athenian peft 
Were a fhort head-ach, were the trivial pain, 
Of tranfient indigettion) (eiz’d mankind. 

Long time the rag’d, and fcarce a fouthern gale 
Warm’d our chill air, unloaded with the threats 
Of tyrant Rome’; but futile all, till the, 

Rome’s abler legate, magnify’d their power, 

And in a thoufand horrid forms attir’d. 
Where then was truth to fancity the page 

Of Britith annals? if a foe expir’d, 

‘The perjur’d monk (uborn’d internal fhrieks, 

And fiends to fnatch at the departing foul 

With hellith emulation. If a friend, 

High o’er his roof exultant angels tune 

Their golden lyres, and waft him to the tkies. 
‘What then were vows, were vaths, were plight- 

ed faith ? 

The fovereign’s jult, the fabject’s loyal pact, 

To cherith mutual good, annull’d and vain, 

By Roman magic, grew anidle fcroll 

Ere the frail fanction of the wax was cold, 

With thee, * Plantagenet, from civil broils 

The Jand a while refpir’d, and all was peace. 

Then Becket rote, and, impotent of mind, 

From regal courts with lawleis fury marcha 

The charch’s blood-ftain’d convicts, and forgave ; 

Bid murderous priefts the fovereign frown con- 

temn, . 

And with unhallow'd crofier bruis’d the crown. 

* Yet yielded not fupinely tame a prince 

Of Henry's virtues ; learn’d, courageous, wife, 

Of fair ambition. Long his regal foul 

Firm and erect the peevith priett exil’d, 

Agd brav'd the fury of revengeful Rome. 
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In vain! let one faint malady diffufe - 

The penfive gloom which (upertition loves, 

And fee hima, dwindled to a recreant groom, 

Rein the proud palirey whilft the prieit afcends#- 

Was * Coeur-de-lion bleft with whiter days? 
Here the cowl'd zealots with united cries 
Urg’d the crufade ; and fee, of half his ftores 
Detpoil’d the wretch, whofe wifer bofom chofe. 
‘To blefs his friends, his race, his native land. 

Of ten fair funs that roll’d their znnual race, 
Not one bekekl him on his vacant throne ; 

While haughty + Longchamp, ‘mid his livery’d 
files 

Of wanton vaffuls, fpoil’d his faithful realm, 

Battling in foreign fields; collecting wide 

A Jaurel harvett for a pillag’d land, 

Oh dear-bought trophies ! when a prince deferts 
His drooping realm, to pluck the barren fprays ! 

When faitiilefs John ufurp’d the fully’d crown, 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land 
Deem’d earth, deem’d heaven its foe! fix tedious: 

years | 
Our helplefs fathers in defpair obey’. 
The papal interdi& ; and who obcy’d, - 
The fovereign plunder’d. O inglotious days t 
When the French tyrant, by the fatile grant 
Of papal refcript, claim’d Britannia’s throne, + 
And dyrft invade; be fuch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recall'd in vain ! 

Scarce had the tortur'd ear dejected heard 
Rome’s loud anathema, bur heartlefs, dead 
Toevery purpofe, men nor with'd to live, 

Nor dar’d to die. The poor laborious hind 
Heard the dire curfe, and from his trembling hand, 
Fell the neglected crook that rul’d the plain. 
Thence journeying home, in every cloud he fees 
A vengeful angel, in whole waving {croll 

He reads damnation ; fees its fable train 

Of grim attendants, pencil’d by defpair ! 

The weary pilgrim from remoter climes 
By painful fteps arriv’d; his home, his friends, 
His offspring left, to Javith on the thrine 
Of fome far-honour’d faint his coftly ftores, 
Toverts his footftep ; fickens at the fight 
Of the barr’d fane, and filent theds his tear. 

The wretch whofe hope by fternoppreffionchas'd 
From every earthly blifs, ftill as it faw 2 
Trinmphant wrong, took wing, and flew to heaven, 
And refted there, now mourn’d his refuge loft. 
And wonted peace. The facred fane was barr'd, 
And the lone altar, where the mourners throng'’d 
To fupplicate remiffion, {mok’d no more ; 

While the green weed iuxuriant round uprofe. 
Some from the death-bed, whefe delirious faitl, 
‘Through every ftage of life te Rome’s decrees 
Obiequious, humbly hop'd to die in peace, 

Now faw the ghaftly king approach, begirt 

In tenfold terrors; now expiring heard 

‘The laft loud clarion fouad, and heaven's decree 
With unremitting vengeance bar the fkies. 

Nor light the grief, by fuperfiition weigh’d, 
‘That their difhonour'd corfe, fhut from the verge 
Of hallow’d earth, or tutelary fane, 

Muft fleep with brutes their vaffals ; on the field ; 

* Richard I~ . 
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Unneath fome path, in marl unexercis’d! 

No folemn bell extort a neighbour’s tear! 

No tongue of prieit pronounce their foul fecure! 
Nor fondcft friend affure their peace obtain’d ! 

‘The prieft ! alas, fo boundlefs was the ill! 

He, like the flock he pillag’d, pin’d forlorn; 

“The vivid vermeil fled his fady cheek, 

And his big paunch, diftended with the fpoils 

Of half his flock. emuciate, groan’d beneath 

Superiar pride, and mightier lui of power! 

Twas now Rome’s fondeit friend, whofe meagre 

hand 

‘Told to the midnight lamp his holy beads 

‘With nice precifiion, felt the deeper wound 

As his gull’d foul vever’d the conclave more. 
Whom did the ruin fpare? for wealth, for 

ower, 

Birth, honour, virtu>, enemy, and friend, 

Sunk helplef in the dreary gulf involv'd ; 

‘And one capricious curfe envelop’d all! 

Were kings fecure? in towering ftations born, 

In flattery nurs’d, inur’d to feorn mankind, 
Or view diminifh’d from their fite fablime ; 
As when a thepherd, from the lofty brow 

Of fome proud cliff, furveys his leflening flock 
In fnowy groups diffulive, feud the vale, 

A while the furious menace John return’d, 
And breath'd defiance loud. Alas! too foon 
Allegiance fickening faw its fovereign yield, 

An angry prey to feruples not his own, 
‘The loyal foldier, girt around with ftrength, 
‘Who ftole from mirth and winchisblooming years, 
And {ciz’d the faulchion, refolute to guar 
His fovereign’s right, impalfy’d at the news, 
Finds the fem bias of his foul revers'd 
For foul defertion; drops the lifted feet, 
And quits fame’s noble harveft, to expire 
The death of monks, of furfeit, and of floth! 
At length fatigued with wrongs, the fervile 
kin 
Drain’d from his land its fmall remaining ftores 
‘To buy remiffion, But could thefe obtain ! 
No! refolute in wrongs the priefts obdur'd ; 
‘Vill crawling bafe, to Rome’s é:puted flave, 
His fame, his people, and his crown, he gave. 
Mean monarch! Nighted, brav'd, abhorr’d, before! 
And now, appeas’d by delegated fway, 
The wily ponuiff feorns not to recall 
* His interdidions, Now the facred doors 
Admit repentant multitudes, prepar’d 
To buy deceit; admit obfequtous tribes 
Ol fatraps! princes! crawling to the fhrine 
Of fainted villany ! the pompous tomb 
Dazzling with gems and fold, or in a cloud. 
Of incenfe wreath’d, amicift a drooping land 
‘That figh’d for bread! °Tis thus the Indian clove 
Difplays its verdant leaf, its crimfon flower, 
And theds its odours; while the flocks around 
Hungry aud faint the barren fands explore 
In vain! nor plant nor herb cndears the foil; 
Drain’d and evhautt to fwell is: thirfty pores, 
And fornith luxury. ¥et in vain 
Britannia ftrove; ‘and whether artful Rome 
Carcfs’d or curs'd her, fuperftition rag’d 
And blinded, fetter’é, and defpoil’d the land. 
~ At length fome murderous monk, with poifon- 
ous art 


Expzell’d the life, his, brethren robb’d of peace. 


Nor yet furceas’d with John’s difattrous fate 
Pontific fury! Englith wealth exhauft, 

The fequent reign * beheld the beggar’d fhore 
Grim with Italian ufurerss prepard 

To tend, for griping anexampled hire, 

To lend—what Rome might pillage uncontroll’d. 

For now with more extenfive havoc rag’d 
Relentlefs Gregory, with a thonfand arts, = * 
And each rapacious, born to drain the world! 
Nor thall the mufe repeat how oft he blew 
‘The croife’s trumpet; then for furs of gold 
Annull’d the vow, and bade the falfe alarm’ 
Swell the grofs hoards of Henry, or his own. 

Nor fhall fhe tell how pontiff dcr'd repeal 

‘The beft of charters! dar’d abfolve the-tie 

Of Britith kings by logal oath reftrain'a, 

Nor can the dwell on argofies of gold 

From Albion's realm to fervile thores convey'd, 
Wrung from her fons, and fpeeded by her kings! 
Oh irkfome day! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fate, while Rome's director taught 

Of fubjects, born to be the: monarch’s prey, 

To toil for monks, for glattony to toil, 

For vacant gluttony ; extortion, fraud, 

For avarice, envy, pride, revenge, and fhame! 

O do@rine breath'd from Stygian caves! exhal’d 
From inmoft Erebus '!—Such Fienry's reign! 
Urging his loyal realms reludant hand 

‘To wield the peaceful ford, by fghe ere while 
Fore’d from his fcabbard 3 and with buroifh'd lance 
Effay the favage cure, domeftic war! 

And now fome nobler fpirits chas'd the mitt 
Of general darknefs, Grofted ¢ now adorn'd 
The mitred wreath he wore, with reafon’s ford 
Staggering delufion’s frauds: at length beneath 
Rome's interdict expiring calm, refign’d 
No vulyar foul that dar’d to heaven appeal! | 
But ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain, 

Had well nigh ceded to the flotht ul hands 

Of monks Hbidinous: ere Edward’s care 

‘The lavifh hand of death-bed fear reftrain'd, ® 
Yet was he clear of fuperftition’s taint ? 

He too, mifdcemful of his wholefome law, 
Fo’n he, expiring, gave his treafur'd gold 
To fatten monks on Salem's diftant foil! 

Yes, the third Edward's breaft, to papal fway 
So little prone, and fierce it honour’s caufe, 
Could faperftition quell! before the towers. 

Of hagpard Paris, at the thunder’s voice 
He drops the fword, and figns ignoble peace! 

But ftill the night by Romifh art diffus'd 
Colle&ts her clouds, and with flow pace recedes, 
phew, by foft Bourdeau’s braver queen approv'd, 
Bold Wickliff rofe: and while the bigot power 
Amidft her native darknefs tkulk’d fecure, 

The demon vanifl’d as he fpread the day. 

So trom his hofom Cacus breath’d of el s 
The p:tchy cloud, and ina night of finoke. 
Secure a while his recreant life fulluin’d ; 

Till fam’d Alcides, o'er his fabrlet wiles >. - 
ViGorious, cheer’d the ravag'd nations round, 

Hail, honour'd Wicklifft enterprifing fage { 
An Epicurus in the canie of truth | 
For ’tis not radiant funs, the jovial hours 
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Of youthful “pring, an ether all ferene, 

Nor all the verdure of Campania's vales, 

Can chafe religious gloom ! Tis reafon, thohght, 
"Uhe light, the radiance that pervades the foul, 
Aund sheds its beams on heav’n's myfterious fway! 
‘As yet this light but glimmer'd, and again 

Error prevail'd; while kings by furce uprais’d, 

«Letloofe the rage of bigots on their foes, 

- And feek affedtion by the dreadful boon 

Of licens’d murder. Ev’n the kindcft prince, 

; The moft extended breaft, the royal Hal! 

: All unrelenting heard che Lollards cry 
Burft from the centre of remor{clefs flames; 

; Their fhrieks endur’d! Oh ftain to martial praife ! 
When Cobham, generous as the noble peer 
‘That wears his honours, pay'd the fatal price 
Of virtue blooming ere the ftorms were laid! 

Twas thus, alrernate, truth’s precarious flame 

»Decay'd or flourith’d. With malignant eye 

‘The pontiff faw Britannia’s golden fleece, 
Once all his own, inveft her worthier fons! 
Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plains, 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hateful {way ! 
Effay’d his utmoft art, and inly own’d 
No lahours bore proportion to the prize. 

So when the tempter view’d, with envious eye, 
‘The firft fair pattern of the female frame, 
All nature’s bexutics in one form difplay'd, 

, And centefing there, in wild amaze he ftood; 
Then only evvying heaven's creative hand: 
With’d to his gloamy feign his envious arts 
Might win this prize, and doubled every fnare. 

And vain were reafon, courage, learning, all, 
Till power accede: till Tudor’s wild caprice 
Smile on their caufe; Tudor, whofe tyrant reign 
With mental freedom crown'd, the heft of kings 
Might envious view, and ili prefer their own! 
‘Then Wolley rofe, by nature form’d to feck 
Ambition’s trophies, by addrefs to win, 

By temper to enjoy—whofe humbler birth 
‘Taught the gay-feenes of pomp to dazzle more, 
‘: Then from its towering height with horrid 

found 
Ruth’d the proud abbey. Then the vaulecd roofs, 
‘Torn from their walls difclos’d the wanten fcene. 
Of monkifh chaftity ! Each angry friar 
Craw!'d from: his bedded ftrumpet, muttering low 
An ineffectual cure, ‘The pervious nooks 
That, ages pitt, convey’d the guileful prieft 
To play fome ime on the gaping crowd, 
Imbibe the novel day-light; and expofe 
Obvious the fraudful enginery of Rome. 
As though this opening earth to nether realms 
Should flath meridian day, the hooded race 
Shudder abafh’d to find their cheats dilplay’d : 
And, confcious of their guilt, and pleas’d to wave 
Its fearful meed, refigu’d their fuir domain. 

Nor yet fupine, nor void of rage, retir’d 
The pelt gigantic; whofe revengeful firoke 
‘Ting’d the red annals of M. [pricft 
When from the tendereft brea each wayward 

' Could banifh mercy and implant a fiend! 

‘When cruelty the funeral pyre uprear’d, 

And bound religion there, and fir’d the bafet 

f When the fame blaze, which on each tortur’d 
¥ed with luxuriant rage, in every face [limb 
‘Triumphant faith appear’d, and fmiling hope. 
© blcit Eliza! from thy piercing beam 

© x peer WP 
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Forth flew this hated fiend, the child of Rome 5 
Driven to the verge of Albion, linger’d there, 
Then with her James receding, caft behind 

One angry frown, and fought more fervile climeg. 
Henceforth they ply’d the long-continucd tail 

Of righteous havoc, covering diftant fields 

With the wrought remnanis of the fhatter'd pile. 
While through the land the mufing pilgrim ices 
A tradt of brighter green, and in the midit 
‘Appears a mouldering wall, with ivy crown’ds - 
Or Gothic turret, pride of ancient days! 

Now but of ufe to grace a rural (ene ; 

To bound our viftas, and to glad the fons 

Of George’s reign, referv’d for fairer times! 


LOVE AND HONOUR. 


“ Sed neque Medorum fylvz, ditiffima terra 

“ Nec pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Hamus, 

“ Laudi'ms Angligenum certent: non Baétra, nec 
Indi, F 

“ Totaque thuriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis.” 


Ler the green olive glad Hefperian fhores; 
Her taway citron, and her orange-groves, 
Thefe Jet Iberia boafl; but if in vain, 

To win the ftranger plant’s diffufive fmile,, 
‘The Briton labours, yet our native ininds, 

Our conftant bofoms, thefe,, the dazzled world 
May view with envy; thefe, Iberian dames 
Survey with fixt citcem and fond defire. 

Haplefs Rivira! thy difaftrous fate 
May well this trath explain; nor ill adorn 
‘The Britith lyre; then chicfly, if the mufe, 
Nor vain, nor partial, from the fimple guife 
Of ancient record catch the penfive lay ; 

And in lefs groveliing accents give to fame.» 
Flvira! lovelieft maid! th’ Iberian realm : 
Could boaft no purer breaft, no {prightlier mind, 
No race more iplendent, and no form fo fair. 
Such was the ice of war, this peerlefs maid, 

In life’s idxuriant bloom, enrich'd the fpoil 

Of Britith victors, vidtory’s nobleft pride f 

She, fh ne, amid the wailful train 

Of captive maids aflign’d to Henry’s care; 

Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame! 

He, generous youth, with no penurious hand, 
The tedious moments that unjoyous rol} ‘ 
Where freedoin’s cheerful radiance fhines no more, 
Effay’d to foften; confcious of the pang : 
‘That beauty feels, to waite its fleeting hours © - 
In fome dim fort, by foreign rule reftrain’d, 

Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day! 

Sometimes, to cheat her bofom of its cares, 
Her kind protector number’d o’er the toils 
Hinwelf had worn: the frowns of angry feas, 

Or hoftile rage, or faithlefs friend, more fell 
"Vhan ftorm or foe: if haply fhe might find 
Her cares diminiih’d ; fruiclefs fond effay | 
Now to her lovely hand, with modeft awe 
‘The tender lute he gave: fhe not averfe 

Nor deftitute of fkill, with willing hand 
Call’d forth angelic ftrains; the-facred debt 
Of gratitude, fhe faid; whofe juft commands- 
Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 

Nor to the melting founds the nymph refas’é 
Her vocal art; harmonious, as the ftrain 
OF fone imprifon'’d lark, who, daily cheer’d 
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By guardian cares, repays them with a fone: 

Nor droops, nor deems {weet liberty refign'd. 
The fong, not artlefs, had fhe fram’d to paint 

Difaftrous pailion; how, by tyrant laws 

Of idiot cuitom fway'd, fome foft-ey’d fair 

Lov'd only one: nor dar'd that love reveal! 

How the foft anguifh banifh'd from her check * 

‘The damaik rofe full-blown; a fever came ; 

And from her bofom fore’d the plaintive tale. 

"Then, {wift as light, he fought the love-lorn inaid, 

But vainly fought her; torn by fwiftcr fate 

"fo join the tenants of the myrtle fhade, 

Love's mournful victims on the plains below. 
Sometimes, as fancy fpoke the pleafing tafk, 

She taught her artful needle to difplay 

‘The various pride of (pring: then {wift up-fprung 

‘Thickcts of myrtle, eglantine, and rofe ; 

‘There might you fee, on gentle toils intent, 

A train of bufy loves: fome: pluck the fiower, 

Some twine the garland, fome with grave grimace 

Around a vacant warrior caft the wreath. 

Twas paint, *twas life, and fure to p 

‘The warrior’s face depictur’d Henry 






‘sanien. 

. __ Now had the generous chief with joy perus’d 
"The royal fcroll, which to their native home 
‘Their ancient rights, uninjur’d, unredeem'd, 


Reltor'd the captives. Forth with rapid hafte 
‘To glad his fair Elvira’s ear, he {prang ; 

wird by the blifs he panted to convey 3 

But fir’d in vain! Ah! wha? was his amaze, 
His fond diftreis, when o'er her pallid face 
Dejection reign’d, and from her lifelefs hand 
Down dropt the myrtle’s fair unfinifh’d Mower! 
Speechledfs the ftood ; at length with accents faint, 
“© Well may my native fhore, fhe faid, refound 
* Thy monarch’s praife; and cre Elvira prove 
* Of thine forgetful, flowers fhall ceafe to fecl 


“ The foftering breeze, and nature change her* 


Jaws.” 7 
And now the grateful edi& wide alarm’d 
The Britiih hoft. Around the fmiling youths 
Call'd to their native fecnes, with wil iting hatte 
‘Their fleet unmoor; impatient of the loye 
"Chat weds each bofom to its native foil, 
‘The patriot paflion ftrong in every elie, 
How jultly theirs, who find no foreign fweets 
To dillipate their loves, or match their own. 
Not fo Elvira! the, dilattrous mai 
‘Was doubly captive ! power nor chance could loofe 
‘The fubtle bands; fhe lov’d her generous foe. 
She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry finil’d, 
Could term her native fhore ; her native fhore 
By him deferted, fome unfriendly ftrand, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn! a defere wale and wild. 
‘The fleet careen d, the wind propitious fill’d 
‘The fwelling fails, the glittering tranfports wav’d 
‘Their pennants gay, and halcyon’s azure wing 
With flight aufpicious fkim’d the placid main. 
Gn her lone couch in tears Elvira lay, 
And chid th’ officious wind, the tempting fea, 
And wilh’d a ftorm as mercilefs, as tore 
Her labouring bofom. Fondly now fhe ftrove 
‘To banith patiion ; now the vaflal days, 
‘The captive moments that fo fmoozhly paft; 
By many an art recall’d; now from her lute 
With trembling fingers call’d the favourite founds 
Which Henry deign’d to praife; and now effay’d 
‘With mimic chains of filken fillets wove 
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To paint her captive Mate s df any fivd 
Might to her love the pleafing fcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feaft the foul. ~ a 

But now the chief return’d; prepar’d to launcke 
On ocean’s willing breait, and bid adieu 
To his fair prifoner. She, foon as thé heard 
His hated errand, now no mare conceal’d * 
‘The raging flame; but with a fpreading bluff. 
And rifing figh, the latent pang difclos'd. 

“ Yes, generous youth! I fee thy bofom glow 
With virtuous tranfport, that the tafk is thine 
To foive my chains; and to my weeping friends, 
And every longing relative, reftore 
A foft-ey’d maid, a mild offencelefs prey ! 

But know, my foldier, never youthful mind, 
‘Yorn from the lavith joys of wild expence 

By him he leath'd, and in a dungeon bound 

‘Vo languith out his bloom, could catch the pains 
‘Vhis ill-farr’d freedom gives my tortar’d mind. 

What call I freedom? is it that thefe limbs, 

From rigid bolts fecure, may wander far, 

From him I love? Alas! eve I may boat 

‘That facred blefing, fome fuperior power 

‘To mortal kings, to fublunary thrones, 

it loofe say paifion, muit unchain my foul. 
Ev'n that] loath; all liberty Llodth ! 

But mof the joylefs privilege to gaze 

With cold indi ence, where deiert is love, 

True, I was born an alien to thofe eyes 

T afk alone to pleaie; my fortune’s crime ! 
And uh! this flateer’d form by drefs endear’d 
To Spanifh » by drefs may thine offend, 
Whiilt J, ill-fated maid! ord.in'd to firive 

With cueftom's load, beneath its weight expire. 

Yet Henry’s beauties knew in foreign garb 
‘To vanquifh me; his form, howe’er difguis’d, 
To me were fatal! no fantaftic robe 
‘That e’er caprice invented, cuflom wore, 

Or foily fmil'd on, could eclipf> thy charms. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd 

‘Thy country’s foe, Elvira's warmeft pea 

Seems but the fubtler accent fraud infpires; *, 

My tenderett glances, but the fpecions flowers 

‘That fhade the viper while fhe plots her wound. 

and can the trembling candidate of love 

Awake thy fears? and cana female breatt, 

By ties of grateful duty bound, entuare? 

Is there no brighter mien, no fofter finile 

Kor jove to wear, to dark deceit unknown? 

Heav'n fearch my foul, and if through all it 
cells : 

Lurk the pernicious drop of poifonous guile; 

¥ull on my feucelets head ies phial’d wrath 

May fate exhaait; and for my happiett hour . 

Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee! 

Ah mie! nor Henry's, nor his country’s foe, 
On thee I gaz’d, and reafon foon difpeil’d 
Dim error’s gloom, and to thy fayour’d ifle 
Affign’d its total merit, unreftrain’d. 

Oh! lovely region to the candid cyc! 

“Twas there my fancy faw the virues dwell, 

The loves, the graces play; and bicis'd the foil 
‘That nurtur’d thee! for fure the virtues form’d 4. 
Thy generous breaft ; the loves, the graces plann’d’ 
‘Thy thapely limbs. Relation, birth cfuy'd 
‘Their partial power in vain: again I gaz'd, 

And Albion's ifle appear'd, amidft a trad 

Of favage waltes, the darling of the ikies! 
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Her thorte® praye, ere Henry's dear fuecefs 
‘The warmeft accent of her zeal employ.” 

Thus fpoke the weeping fair, whole artlels 
Impartial fcorn’d to model ‘her efteem (mind 
By native cuftoms; drefs, and face, and air, 
‘And manners, nor yet refolv'd in vain. 

He, bound by prior love, the folomn vow 

Given and recciv'd, to foft compaffion gave 

A tender tear; then with that kind adicu 

Efteem conld warrant, weary’d heaven with 
prayers 

‘To fhicid that tender breaft he left forlorn. 

He ceas’d, and to the cloifter’s peniive-icene 
Flvira fhap'd her folitary way. 


THE SCHOOL-MISTRESS. - 
IN IMITATION OF SPENSER. 





" Audite voces, vagitus & ingens, 
« Infaatumque anime {cates in limine primo.” 
Vira. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


- What particulars in Spenfer were imagined moft 
proper for the author's imitation on ¢his ocafion, 
are his language, his fimplicity, his manner of 
defiription, and a peculiar tendernefs of fentiment 
xemarkable throughout his works. 


Auwme! full forcly is my heart forlorn, 
‘To think how modeft worth negleéted lies 5 
‘While partial fame doth with her blafts adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp difeuit 
» Deeds of ill fort, and mifchievous emprize: 
Lend me thy clarion, goddefs! let me try 
‘Te Sound whe praife of merit, ere it dies 5 
Such as 1 ott have chaunced to efpy, 
Voll in the dreary thades of dull obfcurity. 


In every village mark!d with little fpire, 
Embower'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
‘There dwells, in lowly hed, and mean attire, 
A matron old, whom we fehool-miftre(s name; 
Who boafis unruly brsts with birch to tame 5 
They grieven fore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the power of this relentlefs dame ; 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly hent,’  {thent. 
For unkempt hair, on tafk unconn’d, are fore'y 


, And all in fight doth rife a birchin tree, 
Which learning near her little dome did ftowe; 
Whilom a twig of dmall regard to foc, 

‘Though now fo wide its waving branches flow; 
And work the fimple vaflals mickle woe ; 
For not a windmight curl the leaves that blew, 
But their limbs fhudder’d, and their pulfe beat 
Jow 3 * 
And as they look'd they found theirhorror crew, 
And thap’d it into reds, and tingled at the view. 








So have I feen (who has not, may concciye), 

A Jifelefs phantom near agarden placed; 

So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 

OF fport, of fong, of pleafure, of repaft ; 

‘They’ flare, they ftare, they whcel they look 
aghatt ; ; 

Sad fervitnde ! fuch comfortleis annoy 

May no bold Briton’s riper age o'er taite! 

Ne joperitition clog his dance of joy, . 

Ne vifion empty, vain, his native blifs deftroy. 
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Near to this dome is found a patch { green, 
On which the tribe their gamboles do difplay 5 
And at the door imprifoning board is feen, 
Left weakly wights of {maller fize thould ftray $ 
Eager, perdie, to bafk in fanny day! 
The noifes intermix'd, which thence refound, 
Do learning’s little tencment betray: ‘, 
" Where fits the dame, difguis’d in look profoitd, 
And eyes her fairy throng, and turns Her wheel 
around. - 


Her cap, far whiter that the driven fuow, 

Emblem right meet of decency docs yield: 

Her apron dy'd in grain, as blue, 1 trowe, 

As is the hare-bell that adorns the field : 

And in her hand, for fceptre, fhe docs wield 

‘Tway kirchen fprays; with anxious fear en- 
twin’d, 

With dark diftruft, and fad repentance fill’d 5 

And ftedfaft hate, and fharp affiiGion join’d, 

And fury uncontrou!’d, and chaftifement unkind. 


Few but have ken'd, in femblance meet pour- 
‘The chilgith faces of old Eol’s train ; [tray’d, 
Libs, Notus, Aufter: thefe in frowns array'd, 
How then would fare or earth, or fky, or main, 
Were the ftern god to give his flaves the rein? 
And were not fhe rebellious breafts to quell, 
And were not fhe her ftatutes to maintain, 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem’d the cell, 

Where comely peace of mind, and decent order 

dwell, 


A rnffet ftole was o'er her fhoulders thrown : 

A ruffet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; 

“Twas fimple rufler, but it was her owns 4 

“Ywas her own country bred the flock fo fair! 

’Twas her own labour did the flecce prepare ; 

And, footh to fay, her pupils, rang’d around, 

Through pious awe, did term it paffing rare ; 

’ For they in gaping wonderment abound, 

And think, no doubt, fhe been the greateft wight 
on ground. © - 


Albcit ne flattery did corrupt her truth, 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good-woman, goffip, n’aunt, forfooth, 
Or dame, the fole additions fhe did hear ; 
Yet thefe the challeng’d, thefe the held right 
dear: 

Ne would efteem lim act as mought behove, 
Who fhould not honour’d eld with thefe revere : 
For never title yet fo mean could prove, 

But there was eke a mind which did that title love. 


One ancient hen fhe took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the bufy dame; 
Which, ever atid anon, impell’d by need, 
{nto her School, begirt with chickens, came ; 
Such favour did her paft deportment claim 3 
And, if neglect had lavith'd onthe ground 
Fragment of bread, the would colle& the fame; 
For well ihe knew, and quaintly could expound, 
What fin it were to waft the fmalleft crumb th 
found. ~ ° 


Herbs too the knew, 
fpeak 

‘That in her garden fip'd the filvery dew; 

Where no vain flower difclos’d a gawdy ftreaks 

But herbs far ule, and phyfic, not a few, a3 


and well of each could t 
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OF grey renown, within thofe borders grew: 
‘The tufted bafil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Frefh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue : 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb; 
And mo~ I fain would fing, dildaining here to 
rhyme. 


+ Wet cuphrafy may not be left unfung, 
‘That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around ; 
And pungent radith, biting infants tongue ; 
‘And plantain ribb’d, that heals the reaper’s 
wound; ‘ 
And marjoram fweet, in fhepherd’s pofie found ; 
And lavender, whofe fpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, ere-while, in arid bundles bound, 
‘To lurk amidft the labours of her loom, 
And crown her kerchiefs clean, with mickle rare 
perfume, * 


And here trim rofemarine, that whilom crown’d 
‘The daintieft garden of the proudet peers + 
Ere, driven from its envy’d fite, it found i 
A facred thelter for its branches here ; [pear. 
‘Where edg’d with gold its glittering frirts ap- 
Oh waitel days! O cuttoms meet and well! 
Ere this was banifh'd from its lofty {phere : 
Simplicity then fought this humble cell, [dwell]. 
Nor ever would the more with thanc and lordling 


Here oft the dame, on Sabbath’s decent eve, 
Hymned fuch pfalms as Sttrnhold forth did 
mete, 

‘If winter ’twere, the to her hearth did cleave, 

But in her garden found a fummer-feat: 

Sweet melody! to hear her then repeat 

How Ifracl’s fons, beneath a foreign king, 

‘While taunting foe-men did a fong entreat, 

All, for the nonce, untuning every ftring, 
Uphung their ufelefs lyrew-imali heart had they 

to fing. . : 


For the was juit, and friend to virtuous lore, 
‘And pafs'd much time in truly virtuous deed 5 
And, in thofe clfins’ ears, would oft deplore 

‘The times, when truth by popith rage did bleeds 
And tortious death was truc deyotion’s meed ; 
And fimple faith in iron chains did mourn, 
‘That nould on wooden image place her creed ; 
And lawny faints in fmouldering flames did 
burn: [return. 
Ah! deareft lord, forefend, thilk days fhould e’er 


In elbow-chair, like that of Scottith tem 
By the fharp tooth of canker’ng eld defac’d, 
In which, when he receives his diadem, 
Our fovereign prince and liefeft liege is plac’d, 
‘he matron fates and fome with rank the grac’d, 
. (The fource of children’s and of courticr’s 
ride ! - 
Redrefs'd alfronts, for vile affronts there pafy’d; 
And warn’d them not the fretful to deride, 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 


Right well fhe knew each temper to defery ; 

- ‘To thwart the proud, and the fabmifs to raife; 
Some with viie copper-prize ‘exalt on high, 
And fome entice with pittance fmall of praife ; 
And other fome with haleful fprig fhe “frays, 
¥v'n abfent, the the reins of power doth old, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd the 

fways; a an 
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Forewarn’d, if little bird their pranks behold? 


*T will whifper in her ear, and all the fcene unfold. 


Lo now with ftate fhe utters the command! 

Eftfoons the urchins to their tafks repair ; 

Their books of ftature fmall they take in hand, 

Which with pellucid horn fecured are’; = 

‘To fave from finger wet the letters fair :- 

The work fo gay, that on their back is feen, 

St. George's high atchievements does declare; 

On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, ' 
Kens the forthcoming rod, unpleafing fight,. f 

ween! 

Ah lucklefs he, and born beneath the beam 

Of evil ftar! it irks me whilft 1 write ! 

As erft the * bard by Mulla’s filver ftream, 

Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 

Sigh'd as he fung, and did in tears indites 

For brandifhing the rod, the doth begin 

To loofe the brogues, the ftripling’s late delight! 

And down they drop; appears his dainty dkin, 
Fair as the furry-coat of whiteft ermilin, 


O ruthful fcene ! when from a mock obfeure, 

His little iter doth his peril fee : ' 

All playful as the fate, fhe grows demure; 

She finds full foon her wonted fpirits flee; 

She meditates a prayer to fet him free: 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 

(ie Gentle don could with dames agree) 

'o her fad grief that fwells in either cye, 

And wings her fo that all for pity the could die. 


No longer can fhe now her fhrieks command; 
And hardly the forbears, through awful fear, 
To rafhen forth, and, with prelumptuous hand, 
‘To ftay harth juftice in its mid carcer. . 
On thee fhe cails, on thee her parent dear! 
(Ah! too remote to ward the fhameful blow!) 
She fees no kind domettic vifage near, 
And foon a flood of tears begins to flow; 

And gives a loofe at laft to unavailing woe. 





But ah! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 

Qe what device his loud laments explain ? 

The form uncouth of his difguiled face ? 

‘The pallid hue that dyes his locks amain ? 

The plenteous fhower that does hischeek diftain? 

When he, in abject wife, implores the dame, 

Ne hopeth aught of fweet reprieve to gain; 

Or when from high fle levels well her aim, 
And, through the thatch, bis cries each falling 

ftroke proclaim. . 


‘The other tribe, agha®, with fore difmay, 
Attend, and conn their tafks with mickle ¢are: 
By turns, aftony’d, every twig furvey, [wares 
And, from their fellows’ hateful wounds, be- 
Knowing, l twit, how each the fame mp fhare; 
Till fear has taught thém a performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheb the dame repairs 
Whence oft with fugar’d cates the doth them 
greet, .¢ + . [fweet. 
And ginger-bread y-rare ; now certes, doubly 
Sec to their feats they hye with merry glee, 
And in hefeemly order fitten there; 
All hut the -vight of bum y-galled, he, chair; 
Abhorreth bench and ftool, and fourm, and 
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Or ail befide fome flowery lawne, - 
He watte his inoffenfive daye. 


So may he pardonne fraud and ftrife, 
If uch in courtlye haunt he fee : 
For faults there beene in bufye life, 
From whyche thefe peaceful glens are free. 


VI. ON A SEAT, UNDER A SPREADING 
) : BEECH. 


Hoc erat in votis: modus agri non ita magnus, 
Hortus ubi, et tecto vicinus qugis aque fons, 

» Et paulum fyiva: fuper his foret. Auctius atque 
Dit melius fecere—— 


VIE. ON A SEAT. 


1OSEPHO SPENCE, 
" $XIMIO NOSTRO CRITORI} 
CVI DICARI VELLET 
4iVSARVM OMNIVM ET GRATIARUM CHORVS; 
DICAT. AMICITIA. 
se MDCCLYIL 


Vill. .ON THE ASSIGNATION SEAT. 


Nariwe Galatea! thymo mibi dulcior Hyble, 
Candidior cygnis, hedera formofior alba ! 
Cum primum patti repetent preefepia tauti, 
_ Si qua tui Corydonis habet te cura, yenito. 


IX. ON AN ORNAMENTED URN, 

Inferibed to Mifs Dolman, a beantiful and ami- 
able relation of Mr. Shenftone’s, who died of 
the fnall-pox, about twenty-one years of age. 


PERAMABILI SV CONSOBRINA 
M. D. 


On the other fidé 3 , 


AK MARIA , 
FVELLARVM ELEGANTISSIMA, 
AH FLORE VENVSTATIS ABREPTA; 
“VALE! 

HEV QVANTO MINVS EST 
CVM RELIQVIS VERSARY, 
QVAM TVIE 
MEMINISSE ! 


X. ON A SEAT. 


GELEBERRIMO PORTE 
JACOBO THOMSON 
PROPE FONTES ILLi NON FASTIDITOS 
G. 5. 
_SEDEM HANG ORNAVIT, 


. Qua tibi, que tali reddam pro carmine dona? 

. Nam neque me tanturn venientis fibilus auftri, 
Nec pereuffa juvant fluétu tam litora, nec qua ~ 
Saxolgs inter decurrunt flumina valles, 
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XI. ON A SEAT, 


At the bottom of a large Root, on the Side fa 
Slope. 7 


O cer me haunt this peaceful thade ; 


Nor let ambition e’er invade 


‘The tenants of this leafy bower 
That fhun her paths, and flight her power! 7 


Hither the peaceful Halcyon flies 
Froin focial meads and open fkies ; 
Pleas'd by this rill her courfe to fteer, 
And hide her fapphire plumage here. 


The trout, bedropt with crimfon ftaias, — 
Forfakes the river's proud domains; ° 
Forfakes the fun’s unwelcome gleam, 

To lurk within this humble ftream. 


And fure I hear the Naiad fay, 

Flow, flow, my ftream, this devious way, 
Though lovely foft thy murmurs are, 
‘Thy waters lovely coul and fair. 


Flow, gentle ftream, nor let the vain 

Thy {mall urfully’d ftores difdain : 

Nor let the penfive fage repine, 

Whole latent courfe refembles thine. 

XIL ON A SMALL OBELISK IN VIRGIL’S 
GROVE. . 


P. VIRGILIO MARONI 
LAPIS ISTE CVM LYCO SACER ESTO, 


XIII. ON A STONE, BY ACHALYBEAT 
SPRING. 


FONS FERRVGINE VS. 
DIVE QU SECESSV ISTO FRVI CONCEDIT. 


XIV. ON A STONE SEAT, MAKING PART 
OF A CAVE. 


INTVS AQV DULCIS, VIVOQVE SEDILIA SAXO 5. 
NYMPHARYM DOMVS. 


XV. ON TWO SEATS, TO TWO OF HIS 


MOST PARTICULAR FRIENDS. 1 


The fittt thus: - 


AMICITIZ ET MERITIS| 
RICHARDI GRAVES? 
Ips# TE, TITYRE, PINVS, __ 
1Psl TE renrts, IPSA HEC AREVSTA Vocazant, 


The other, 


AMICITIZ. ET NERITIS 
RICHARDI IAGG. 


XVL on A STATUE OF VENUS DEME, 
DICIs. 


_* Semi educta Venus.” 


“ To Venus, Venus here retir’d, 
_& My fober vows I pay: 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


** Not her on Paphian plains admir’d, 
“ The bold, the pert, the gay. 

* Not her whofe amorous leer prevail’d 

“ ‘Tu beibe the Phrygian boy ; 

Not her who, clad in armour, faii'd 

- To fave difattrous Troy. 


Fresh rifing from the foamy tide, 

“ She every bolum warms; 

While half withdrawn the feenis to hide, 
“ And half reveals, her charms. 


Learn hence, ye boattfal fons of tafte, 
* Who plan the rural thade; 
Learn hence to fhun the vicious wafte 
“ OF pomp, at large difplay’d. 


Let fweet concealment’s magic art 
“ Your mazy bounds invett ; 

And while the fight unveils a part, 
“ Let fancy paint the reit. 


Let coy referve with coft unite 
* To grace your wood or field 
No ray obtrafive pall the fight, 
“ In aught you paint, or build. 


And far be driven the fumptnous glare 
“* Of gold, from Britith groves ; 

And far the meretricious air” 

“ Of China’s vain alcoves. 


« Tis bafhful beauty ever twines 

“ The moft cvercive chain; 

’Tis the, that fovereign rule declines, 
“ Who belt deferves to reign.” 


XVII. Intended to be written at the Beginning 
re @ Collettion of Flowers, which Mr. Shen- 
lone coloured for Mrs. Fago. 


ELEGANTISSIME PVELLA 
DOROTHEA FANCOVRT 
QVA PERDILECTI SVE CONDISCIPVLI 
RICHARDI IAGO 
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AMORES MERVIT, 
D. D. 
GVLIELMVS SHENSTONE ; 
DEBITZ NYMPHIS OFIFEX CORONA, 


XVIIL Propofed to Mr. Graves by Mr. Sheu: 
fone, as a proper Infeription for bimfelf. 


AMICITIZ G. 3. 
Qvi, 
NAIADAS PARITER AC MVSAS 
: EXCOLLENDO, 
SIMUL ET VILEAM ElvS ELEGANTISSIMAM 
NOMENQVE SVVM 
ILLVSTRAVIT,. 
“ (FORTVNATVS ET ILLE DEOS Qvi NOVIT 
* AGRESTES) i: 
“ PANAQVE, SYLVANVMQVE, SENEM, NYM« 
“\ PHASQV SORORES.” Vixe. 


XIX. ON AN URN IN HALES-OWEN 
CHURCH, \ 
In Memory of Shenflones 


BY MR, GRAVES. ‘ 


Wuor’er thou art, with revererice tread 

Thefe facred manfions of the dead ! 

Not that the monumental but 

Or fumptuous tonib, here guards the duft 

Of rich or great :—let weaith, rank, birth 

Sleep undittinguith'd in the earth. 

This fimple urn records a namie 

Which thines with more exalted fame. 

Reader! if genius, tafte refin’d 

A native elégance of mind. 

If virtue, fcience, manly fenfe, 

If wit that never gave offence, 

The cleareft head, the tendereft heart 

In thy efteem e’er-claim’d a part, 

Ah! {mite thy breaft, and drop a teat, 

For know thy Shenitone’s duit lies here 
RG. 


SSS 


VERSES TO MR. SHENSTONE. 


WRITTEN ON A FERME ORNEE, 
. Near Birmingham, 
BY TAR LATE LADY LUXBOROUGH, 


*Tis Nature here bids pleafing fcenes arife, 
And wiiely give them Cyuthio to revite : 
To veil each blemith ; brighten every grace; 
‘Yet fill preferve the lovely patent’s face, 
How well the bard obeys, each valley tells; 
Thefe lucid freams, gay meads, and lonely cells; 
Where modeft art in filence lurks conceal’d, 

, While nature dines te gracefully reveal’d, - 


That Me triumphant claims the total plan, 
And, with frefh pride, adopts the work of man. 


‘TO WILLIAM SHENSTONE, ESQ. 
At the Leafowes. 
BY MR. GRAVES, . 
“ Vellem in amicitia fic ettaremis !” Hox: 
SEE! the tall youth, by partial fate’s decree, 
To affluence born, and from reftraint fet free. 
Eager he feeks the fcenes of gay refort, 


‘The mall, the rout, the play-houfe, and the court ¢ 
- nF tiiij 
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, 
Soon for fome v: ‘d nymph of dubious fame, 
Or powder'd peerels, coyntericits a ame. 

Behvid him now, enraptur’d, {wear and figh, 
Drets, dance, drink, revel, all he knows not why ; 
‘Till, by Kind fate reftor’d to country air, 
He marks the roles of fome rural fair: 
> Smit with' her unaffected native charms, 
A teal paffion foon his bofort warms: 
And, wik'd irom idle dreams, he takes a w 
And taftes the genuine happinels of lite. 
This, in the vacant leafun of the year, 
Some Templar gay begins his wild carger- 
From feat to feat o’er. pompous {cenes he flies, 
Views all with equal wonder.and farprife ; 
Till, fick of domes, arcades, and temples grown, 
He hies fatigued, not fatistied, to town, 
Yet ifjome kinder genius point his way ‘es 
To where the mules o’er thy Lealowes ftray, 
Charin'd with the fylvan beauties of the place, 
Where art atlumes the fweets of nature’s face, 
Each hill, each dale, each coniecrated grove, 
Each lake, and falling ftream, his rapture move. 
Like the fage captive in Calypfo’s grott, = 
The caies, the pleafures, of the world forgot, 
Of calm content heyhails the genuine {phere, 
- And longs to dwell a biifsful hermit here. 















VERSES RECEIVED BY THE POST, 
“FROM A LADY UNKNOWN, 1761. 


Heart to the bard in Leafowes™ happy groves; 
Health, and {weet converfe with the mule he 
loves! : 7 

The humblett votary of the tuneful Nine, 
With trembling hand, attempts her artlets line, 
In numbers fuch as untanght nature brings ; 
As flow, fpontaneous, like thy native fprings.,. 
But ah! what airy forms around me rife? 
The rutet mountain giows with richer dyes ;, 
In circling dance a pigmy crowd appear, 
And bark ! an infant voice falutes my ear: .., 
Mortal, thy aim we know, thy tafk cppreve 5 
Tis merit honour, and his genius love : 
For us what verdant carpets has he foread, 
Where nightly we our myitic mazes tread | 
For us, each fhady grove and rural feat, 
His falling ftreams and flowing numbers fweet ! 
Didft thou not mark, amid the winding dei, 
What tuneful verfe adorns the moily cell? 
‘There every fairy of our fprightly train 
Refert, to blefs the woodland and the plain. 
There, as we move, unbidden beauties glow, 
The green turf brightens, and the violets blow 5 
Aad there with thoughts fublime we bicis the 
"+ twain, ; : 
Ror we infpire, nor he attends, in vain. 
“Go, fimple rhymer ! bear this meflige true ; 
« The truths that fairies ditate none (hall rue. 
Say to the Bard in Leafowes’ happy grove, 
Whom Dryads honour, and whom Fairies love--- 
Content thyfelf no longer that thy lays, 
© By others fofter’d lend to others praife 5 
- No longer to the favouring world refufe’ 
_ The welcome treafures of thy polill’d mute 5 
The fcatter’d blvonis, that boaft thy. value 
“ name, ‘ 2 








THE WORKS-OF:-SHENSTQNE. 


“ Never can shy virtues, ef ihy-verfe, erlgage 
“ More folid praife than in this happiedt age, 
“ When (enle and merit ’s cherith’d by the throne, 
“ And each iHuftrions privilege their own, : 
“ Though wodett be thy gentle mule, [een, 7] 
“Qh, lead her blufhing from the daify'd green, 
“* A Git attendant on Britannia’s Queen.” =) 

Ye fportive elves, as faithful I relate 
Th’ intrufted mandates of your fairy ftate, 
Vitit theie wilds again with nightly care; 
So fhali my kine, of all the herd, repair 
Tn healthful plight to Gill the copious pail $ 
My theep lie pent with fafety in the dale: 
My poultry fear so. robber in the rooft, 
My linen more than common whitene(s boaft ::. 
Let order, peace, and houfewifery be mine ; + * 
Shenfton, be fancy, fame, and fortune thine. | 

A CorswouLpta. 











ON THE DISCOVERY OF AN ECHO AT 
EDGBASTON, 

ata, 

Ha! what art thou, whofe voicé unfnown 

Pours on thefe plains its tender moan? 

Art thou the nymph in Shenstone’s dale, 

Who dott with plaintive note bewail 

That he forfakes th” Aonian maids, © 








“Yo court inconttant rills and fhades ?' 


Mourn not, fweet nymphs—alas, in vain 
Do they invite, and thou complain— 
Yet, while he woo'd the gentle threng, 


“With Tiquid lay and melting fong, vu 


The liftening herd around him ftray’d, - 


} In wanton frifk the lambkins play’d, 


And every Naiad ceas’d to lave 

Her azure limhs amid the wave. 

The graces dane’d ; the rofy band 

Of fmiles and loves went hand in hand; 

And purple pleafures ftrew’d the way 

With {weeteft flowers: and every ray 

Of each fond mufe, with rapture fir’d,~ 

To glowing thought his breatt infpir'd. 

The hills rejoic’d, the valleys rung, 

All nature imil’d, while Shenftone fang. 
So charm'd his lay ; bat now no more--~ 

Ah! why doft thou repeat---* no more?” 

Eyv'n now he hies to deck the grove, 

To deck the fcene the mufes love ;° 

And foon again wilt own their fway, 


_| And thou refound the pzerlefs lay, 


And with immortal numbers fill 
Each rocky cave and vocal hill. 


“TO MR. R. D.- 
ON THE DEATH OF MR. SHENSTONE 
“ Thee, thepberd,. thee, the.woods and defart 
“ caves, [grown, 


“ With wild thyme and-the gladding vine o'er" 
+ “ And ail their echoes mourn.” «Mitt. 


?Trs paft! my friend ; thetranfient feene isclos’d! 

‘The tairy pile, th’ enchanted vifion rais’d; =: 2 

By Datnon’s magic fkill, is loft in air! - 

What though the lawns and pendant woods yea 
#5 main, . 5 F 


© 





VERSES TO MR. SHENSTONE. . ak 663 


Each tinkting ffream,-each ruthing cataract, 
With lapfe inceffint echoes throa agh the dale? 
Yet what avails the liielefs land{cage now ? 
The chargi’s differv'd, the genius of the wood, 
Alas! is flow: for Da: Men 1s Lo More, 

‘As when from fair Lyceum crown’d with pines, 
Owlaenalus with !caves autumnal Rrewd, + 
The’ vuneful Pan retires; the yoral hills 








— Refound no more, and all Arcadia mourns. i» 


| Here we had hop’d,.from 


‘To moral truths my groveling fong ; 


Yet here we fondly dr 





+ of lating joys 
fy tarongs retu'd, 
To drink large draughts of friendihip’s cordial 
ftrenin ; 
In fweet oblivion wrapt, by Damoh’s verfe, 
And facial conver many @-fummer’s day. 
Romantic with ! In vain frad mertals trace 
Th’ imperfect 7 tch of human blits..-whilit yet 
Th’ enrapiur’d fire “his well-plann’d firucture 
Majeftic rifing *midit his infant groves. (views, 
Sees the dark laurel {pread its gloTy thade, 
Its languid bloom the purple lifach blend, 
Or pale laburnum drop its penfile chain : 
Death fpreads the fatal thaft, and bids his hetr 
Tranfplant the cyprels round his father’s tomb. 
Oh! teach me then, like you, my friend, to 
reife : 











for, ah! 

Too long, by lawlels fancy ted attray, 

Of nymphs and‘ groves (ve dreamt, dnd dan- 

cing fawns, 

Or Naiad leaning o'er her tinkling arn. 

Oh! could I learn to fanctify my ‘rains 

With hymns, like thofe by tuneful Meyrick fuag-s- 

Or rather catch the melancholy founds 

From Wartou’s reed, or Mafon’s lyre---to paint 

The fudden gloom that damps my foul.--But fee ! 

Melpomene hertelf has fnutcl’d the pip! 

With which fad Lyttelton his Lucia mourn’d 5 

Aad | plaintive cries, My Shenftone is ro more ! 
‘a R. Graves, 


VERSES 


Written at the gardent of Wettiani Shenflone, 
Ejq. near Birmingham, 1756 





“Tle tetrarum mihi prater omnes 
 Angulusridet.? Hor. 


Wootp you thefe low’d receffes trace, 
And view fair nature’s modett face ? 
See her in every fieid-flower bloom? 
O’er every thicket fhed perfume ? 
By verdant groves, and vocal hills, 
By mofly grotts, near purling tills, 
Where'er you turn yours ondering éyes; 
Behold her win without dilguiie. : 
.. What thongh no pageant trifles here, 
Asin the glare of courts appear ; 
Though rarely here be heard the name 
“Gf rank, or title, power, or fame.; 
Yet, ifingenuous be your mind, 4-7. 
A blils more pure and anconfin’ a 
Your ftep attends—Draw freely nigh, 
fd mect the bard’s benignant eye: 
‘a him no pendant forins await, 


_, No proud relerve fhuts up his gate; 


4 That warm benevolen 


No fpleen, na, party qiedeueal 2y 
nce of foul, , 
Which prompts the friendly generous part, 
Regardlefs of each venai 7 
Re gardlels of the word’s aim ; 
And courteous with no felifh aim. 
Draw frecly nigh, and welcome find, 
Tf not the coftiy, yet the kind. 
Oh, he will icad you to the cells 
Where every mute and virtue dwells, 
Where the green Dryads guard his weodss 
Where the blue. Naiads guide his floods ; 
Where all the fifter-graces cay, 
‘That fhap’d his walk’s meandering way, 
Stark-naked, or but wreath'd'with flowers, 
Lie lumbering foft beneath his} TS. 
Wak’d by the ftock-dove’s mel) ftrain, 
Behuld them rife! and, with the train * 
Of nymphs that haunt the ftream er grove, 
Or o’ec the flowery champain rove, 
Join hand in hand---attentive gazeme 
And mark the dance’s myttic, maze. 
*« Such is the waving linc,” they cry, 
“ For ever gear to fancy’s eye! 
“ Yon ftream that wanders down the dale, 
“ The {piral wood, the winding vale, 
“ The path which, wrought with hidden skid * 
“ Slow twining fcales yon diftant hill 
“ With fir inveited.--all combine 
“ To recommend the waving line. 
“ The wreathed rod of Baccbus fair, 
“ The ringlets of Apollo's hair, 
“ The wand by Mada’s offspring borne, 
“The finooth volutes of Ammon’s horn, 
“ The ftracture of the Cyprian dame, 
“ And cach fair female's beauteous frame, 
“ Show, to the pupils of defign, 
















|.“ The triumphs of the weving line.” 


‘Then gaze, and mark that union {weet 
Where far convex and concave meet ; 
And while, quick thifiing as you ftray, 
‘The vivid [cenes on fancy play ; 3 
The lawn, of afpect fmooth and 
The fereft-ground grotefque and wild; $ 
The Mheub that feents the mounti 
The ftream rough dafiing down 
From rock to rock, in eddics tod ; 

The diftant lake in which ‘tis loft ; 

Blue hills gay beaming through the glade ; 
Lone urns that folemnize the thage ; 
Sweet interchange of all that charms 

In groves, meads, dingles, rivalets, farms ¢ 
if aught the fair confefon pleate, 

With jafting health, and lafting eafe; 

To him who furin’d the blif&ful bower, . 
And gave thy life one tranquil hour ; 
With peace and freedom---thefe potent, 
His temperate mind iecures the ref. 

But if chy (oul fuch biits defpi 
Avert thy dull incurious eyes; . 
Go fix them there, where gems and gold, 
Improv’d by att, their power unfold ; 

Go try in courtly fcenes to trace 
A fairer form of nature’s face : 

Go fcorn fimplicity---but know, 
That all our heart-felt joys below, 














66. 
"That all which virtue loves to name, 
Which art configns to lafting fame, 
Which fixes wit or beauty’s throne, 
Derives its fource from her alone, 
ARCADIO. 


TO WILLIAM SHENSTONE, ESQ. 
iN UIs SICKNESS. 
By Mr. Woodhoufe. 


Yx flowery plains, ye breezy woods, 
Ye bowers and gay alcoves, 

Ye falling ftreams, ye filver floods, 
Ye grottos, and ye groves! 


Alas! my heart feels no delight, 
Though I your charms furvey 5 

While he confames in pain the night, 
In languid fighs the day. 


’ The flowers difclofe a thoufand blooms, 

‘A thonfand fcents diffufe ; 

Yet all in vain they fhed perfumes, 
Yn vain dilplay their hues. 

Reftrain, ye flowers, your thoughtlefs pride, 
Recline your gaudy heads ; 

‘And fadly drooping, fide by fide, 
Embrace yous humid beds. 


"Tall oaks, that o'er the woodland fhade, 
Your lofty fummits rear ! 

Ah, why, in wonted charms array’d, 
Expand your leaves fo fair! 


‘ 


For Ig, the flowers as gaily fmile, 
As wanton waves the tree; 

And though I fadly ’plain the while, - 
Yet they regard not me. 


Ah, fhould the fates an arrow fend, 
‘And ftrike the fatal wound, 

Who, who hall then your fweets defend, 

* Or fence your beauties round ? 


But hark, perhaps, the plumy throng 
Have jearnt my plaintive tale, 

And fome fad dirge, or mourniul fong, 
Comes floating in the gale. 


‘Ah, no! they chaunt a fprightly ftrain 
To footh an amorous mate 5 
Uamindful of my anxious pain 
And his uncertain fate. 


But fee, thefe little murmuring rills 

” “With fond repinings rove ; 

And trickle wailing down the hills, 
Or weep along the grove. 


©h, mock not, if befide your ftream, 
Ye hear me too repine ; 

Or aid with fighs your mournful theme, 
And fondly call bim mines 


Ye envious winds, the caufe difplay, 
In whilpers as ye blow, 

Why did your treacherous gales convey 
‘The poifon'd fhafts of woe? 
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Did he not plant the fhady botver,. © 
Where you fo blithely meet? 

The icented thrub, and fragrant flower, 
To make your breezesfweet? > 


















And mutt he leave the wood, the field, 
The dear Arcadian reign? : 

Can neither verfe nor virtue fhield 
The guardian of the plain? 


Mutt he his tuneful breath refign, 
Whom all the mufes love? 

That tound his brow their laurels twine, 
‘And all his fongs approve. 


Preferve him, mild Omnipotence! 
Our Father, King, and God, 7 
Who clear’ft the paths of life and fenfe;. 
Or ftopp'ft them at thy nod. 


Bleft power, who calm’ft the raging deep, 
His valued health reftore, 

Nor let the funs of genius weep, 
Nor let the good deplore. 


But if thy boundlefs wifdom knows 
His longer date an ill, 

Let not my foul a with difclofe 
To contradi@ thy will. 


For happy, happy were the change, 
For fuch a godlike mind, 

To go where kindred {pirits range, 
Nor leave a with behind. N 


And though, to fhare his pleafures herés 
Kings might their ftate forego: 

Yet mug he feel fuch raptures there, 
As none can tafte below. 


VERSES LEFT ON A SEAT, 
THE HAND UNKNOWN. 


© zartu! to his remains indulgent be, 

Who fo much care and coft beftow’d on thee! 
Who crown’d thy barren hills with ufeful thade, 
And cheer’d with tinkling rills each filent glade ; 
Here taught the day to wear a thoughtful gloom; 
And there enliven’d nature’s vernal bloom. 
Propitious-earth } lie lightly on his head, 

And ever on his tomb thy vernal glories {pread 


M. 8S. GULIELMI SHENSTONE! 


_ Ah! Gulielme, 
Hominum dignifime, 
Amicorum integerrime, 
Indole optim4, 

Moribus gratiftimis, 
Eraditione diffusa, 

Ae corde quam maxime benigts ~~~ 

Predite, 
Morte, eheu ! preematurd obrepte; - 
: ‘Ab! Gulielme, 
me Vale! 
Quanto minus eft, 
Cam aliis verfari, 
. Quam iui meminiffe 
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Le advanced in years, commonly a married man, has a hoafe at the gate, and is required to ring 
the bell at the meeting of the claffes, to fweep the rooms, and to perforin other neceffary fervices. 
It is probable, if his pupils attended the High School, that he might be permitted, by the liberality 
of the mafter, to be prefent at the examination of the clafs; but his performing the officeof porter 
is incompatible with his youth and his profeffion of literature. 

He appears to have difcovered an early propenfity to poetry, which was probably cherifhed ard 

_ encouraged by the commendation and example of his friend and patron Mr. Ker, whofe “ Can- - 

ticum Solomonis,” and other performances in the ¢ Poetarum Scotorum Mufz Sacre,” 2 vols. 1759 
are well known to the readers of Latin poetry. . 
“ ‘What he then thought of poetry was this: “1 own ’tis my opinion that poefy gives one a fprightly 
turn of thinking, and ftocks the imagination with beautiful images that capacitate one for writing 
and talking agreeably; yet I am in too bad a condition sens. to entail poverty on suyfelf by a 
blinded paffion for rhyme:”” 

One of his firft compofitions was a Pafforal pudlifhed in the « < Edinburgh Mifcellany,” of which 
publication he gives this account: “ The Edinburgh Mifcellany” was undertaken by an “ Athe- 
nian Society?’ here, who received the poems, and publifhed all they thought worthy of feeing the 
Jight. The gentleman to whom I infcribed my Paforal is one of their number. His name is Mr. Jofeph 
Mitchell, author of the “ Lugubres Cantus,” a poem to the memory of Mr. Ford. Mr. Callender, 
who is written Cr, is an idgenious young gentleman, and is author of the fecond part of the 

* © Lugubres Cantus;” who the ladies are, fcarce any one knows. The gentleman in the Univerfity 
whofe produétions are marked with an S. is one Mr. Symmers, a boy of fifteen, and very fprightly.” 
” In 1741, he appears to have had a fufficient knowledge of the Latin language to give a poetical 
verfion of a “ Congratulatory poem,” written by Mr. Ker; and the year before he writes him, “ he 

‘was wholly engaged in acquiring the French and Greek languages.” 

‘The next year, he wrote a pocm on The Transfiguration, in imitation of Milton's ftyle, which has 
heen preferved with his MS. correfpondence, and is now printed from the original, in the poffeffion 
‘of Mr. Drummond. 

He was now rifing into reputation, and eafily obtained the acquaintance of Thomfon his fellow- 
collegian, with whom he was deftined to be more intimately connected, and of Mr. Paterfon, the 
stranflator of “ Paterculus,” “ Mr. Malcolm, author of the “ Treatife on Mufic,” Mr. (afterwards 
Dr.), Patrick Murdoch, and feems to have becn particularly noticed by Ramfay and Captain Ha- 
milton, - 

His opinion of the two Scottith pocts, though rather unfavourable, is fufficiently curious to. des 
Serve tran{cription : 

« Allan Ramfay has publifhed his poems in 4to, by fubfcription, having got to the number of 
4co guineas from his fubfcribers, He has indeed wrote him(felf into fome kind of fame, and a great 

eal of‘ money, but his perfonal charaéter makes me- entertain but a fimall value for his writings. 
Yaw Captain Hamilton fome time ago in Edinburgh. He has made public his “ Life of Wallace,” 
and, at the fame time, fo funk his character with people of tafte, that he is thought to have treated 
his hero as unmercifully as did Edward of old, “F's the fate of Wallace to be always murdered. 
Mr. Ramfay, again, afpires no higher than humble fonnets at prefent: he has publihed feveral col~ 
Rections of Scottith fongs, and confiderably obliged the young creatures of both fexes. His mifcel- 

» lany fongs are wrote by various hands. TThefe are the prefent entertainments in town.” 

_ ‘The vacation of this year he prudently dedicated to logic and mathematics. “ I have fhaken 
hands,” he writes Mr. Ker, “ with verfifying for a feafon. 1 would fain wed fome one of the 
fciences that ordinarily brings a better portion with it than poetry does. When my inclinations take. 
the bent towards rhyming, this melancholy reflection comes acrofs and damps all my fire; mR 
grafhopper that fung all fummer faw herfelf obliged to ftarve all winter. Although I have no, 
reafon to complain of fortune hitherto, yet that thought of dependency quite palls all my enjoyment, 
particularly when ’tis edged with this reflection, that my circumflances are but precarivus at beft. 
JT were to leave Mr. Home juft now, what account could a little knowledge of language, 2 mo> 
derate share of common fenfe, and a knack of verfifying turn to? 1 fee every day people of learning. 
“gpd merit expofed to poverty arfd contempt.” / 
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tie out qwith whet cathe to London; thé merchant is not impatient, but Verlow net how to be ig 
debt, efpecially at my firft appearance ; and I cannot with a good grace afk any money from my 
ord. 1 am athamed to apply to my ordinary acquaintances (for there are feveral Eginborgh 
gentlemen here). It is the firft time ever 1 afked any thing, and I am aihamed to trouble even you. 
"The fum I want is 10]. for fome months, till 1 receive money of my Lord. | fhall n%e no intreaties; 
my want is real;, Iam neither to fquander jt away, nor out of a condition to rcpay it in fome 
time.” : oe aA 

+ It appears from a pote:in the hand-writing of Mr. Ker, on the back of Mallet’s letter, that the 
gmoney was lent; and the payment is noticed ina fubfequent part of the correfpondence. 

On his return to the country, in fusimer, he tranflated « Boffuct’s Difcours fur L’Hiftoire Uni- 
verfelle,” for the wfe of Lord William; and, refuming his poetical ftudies, which he had difcontinued 
for fome time, he planned the tragedy of Eurydiee, which he finifhed in 1731, and wrote his inimi- 
table ballad of Wiliam and Margaret, which was printed in Iill’s Plain Dealer,” No. 36, July 
24.1724. “ The letter to the “Plain Dealer’ he writes Mr. Ker, “ is in the paper eaclofed, but 
it was printed without my privacy, and is altered in fome for the worfe.” In its original ftate, 
it was very different from what it is in the Jaf edition of his works. The hint was taken from 
the firft @anza of a ballad written before 1662, quoted, in Fletcher's play of the “ Knight of the 
burning Peftle,” under the title of “ Fair Margaret and Sweet William ;” which might alfo bg 
taken from one publifhed in Ramfey’s “ Colledtion,” called “ Sweet William’s Ghoft.” Of this 

_ ballad, Mallet has been envied the reputation; and attempcs have been made to rob him of his 
juitty acquired fame. Its authenticity is doubted in « The Friends,” 2 vols. ramo, 17735 and 
pleflarifin has been boldly charged, but net proved, by Captain ‘Thompfan, in his preface to “« Mar- 
vell’s Works,” 3 vols. 4te. 1776. ‘The internat teftimony is totally againft him, and amply fufficiertt 

* 0 overthiow all his profumptive evidence of its being the production of that powerful, mafculine, 
and witty writer,” : : rate a . . 

_ ‘The fime year he wrote a copy of occajiuned by Dr. Fraxer's rebuilding part of the Univerfity 
of Aberdeen, prodably at the inftigation of Mr. Ker, who fuggefted many hints for its improvement, 
‘The verfes int the laft edition of kis works, are very different from the original copy, which is now print- 
cd from the M8. in the poffeifion of Mr. Drummond, «1 find by experience,” he writes his friend, “ that 
itis very difficult to write an hiftorical or narrative pocm of this kind. ‘The feverity of the fubjeé hin- 
ders one from making many embellifaments that are admitted into other writings. And yet ! have fome 
imagery purely poetical, fuch as that of Time fhaking your arches, and mouldering your piles;.2s 
alfo Ruin, with his imaginary companion, Silence. L have made Charity addrefs a canfolatory fpeech 
to Learning,. in which, by way of prophecy, T have made her relate Mr. Frazer’s bounty to your 
s fhort allegories will bé obvious to every reader of to- 
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The fame yeat, at the requeft of Mr. Ker, he tranflated his Latin verfes, on the death of Sir Wil- 
Ham Scott, and his * Donaides." “‘Phete verfions, with which he appears to have been highly pleafed, 
are probably loft. ; ‘ 

“Tat glad to hear,” he writes Mr. Ker, “ that your brother is provided for; it is difficult to 
finda right fetslement here ; for che number of expectants is incredible. Our country pours forth 

her annual (warms, unceafing, inexhanftible. Good E.ord! what ftrange unfeemly ercatures they 
are too! Ehave {een three and twenty of my own acquaintances, who, I helieve, will not be provided 
for thefe three and twenty years. But all the poor fervice that I can do fhail never be wanting. 1 
fannot fhow myfelf thankful to Heaven a better way.” 

In 1727, he writes Mr. Ker: « ¥ agreed with a lady in London to fend my brother an apprentice 
to her’s, who is a rich merchant in Jamaica; and wrote to my brother to come up hither, in order 
to be fent fome months to an academy, where hé might learn writing and accounts, But juft as 
he was preparing ta fet out, we had a letter from Madeira that this merchant would not need an ap- 
prentice for a year or fo, which broke all my meafures. But as J incline to do my brother all the 
fervice in my Power, I wrote to his friends to fend him to Perth, and ordered what money I could 
{pare to be paid him at Edinburgh ; for | hope, by Mr. Paton’s alfittance, to fettle him advantageoufly, 
notwithfanding this difappointment.” . 

OF his brother, whom he cxerted himfelf fo Kindly, though ineffeétually, to ferve, no farther ace 
gount is given; but it isknown that he afterwards procured him an advantageous office at Greenock, 
where he was called Malloch. Of Mr. Paton, on whofe afliftance he depended, he writes Mr. 
Ker: “ You have undoubtedly heard of Mr, Paton my coufin, that went to fea when I was born 3 
he has made a confidcrable fortune, lives in Briftol, and has wrote to me feveral times.” 

Mr. Ker having fent him a copy of his “ Canticum Solomonis,” publified this year, he writes 
him: “ [have read over your poem with a great deal of pleafuré, and think your ftyle is accurate 
and elepant. Your profe. prefer even before Burman's, becaufe it is more perfpicuous, and not en- 
sumbcred with thofe parenthefes and laboured inverfions of conftruction which’ obfcure and fliffen 
his. Your poetical paraphrafe is true to the meaning of the original, if I may. he judge of it by our 
Iiteral tranflation in profe, and preferves every whete thofe beauties that diitinguifh this divine fong. 
Thave neither Beza’s nor Johniton’s verfion of this poem, but I prefer your's before that of Bor- 
Jem’s, which is loofe and. rambling, in which he has very often explained away Solomon's meaning, 
and given us his own fancies inflead of it.” : 

“ Thave now finifhed,” he adds, “ and am preparing for the prefs againft winter, a poem, in 
fwo books, which 1 begon laft year in the country. The firft book has been perufed by Mr. Moli- 
deux, the Prince's Secretary, by Mr. Hill, Dr. Young, and Sir John Clerk, whofe acquaintance I 
had the good tortune to obtain while he wasin London. It is in the hands of Mr. Dennis; and, as 
foon as that dread critic has condemned or approved it, it fuall wait on you by the way of Edin« 
burgh,” 

On his leaving town, foon after, he writes Mr. Ker: “1 fold the copy of my poem to a hook- 
feller for 25 guineas. “Mr. Dennis, the fevereft of all o; Englith critics, has read and approved 


of it, as you will find by his letter which I fend you, ana’defire you will return it in your firft an j 
fwer to this.” 





It was publithed in 1728, under the title of the Eixcurfion, a defultory and capricious view of fuch 
fcenes of nature as his fancy led him, or his knowledge enabled him to deferibe. It has the beau- 
ties and faults of the “ Seafons”’ of his friend Thomion, which were then in, their full bloffom of 
Teputation, : - z 

Alluding probably to his poem called A Winter's Day, which Mr. Ker had fuppofed to be 
‘Thomfon’s, he writes him: “ Mr. Thomfon’s “ Winter” is a very different poem, of confiderable 

Aength, and agreeing with mine in nothing but the name. It has‘met with a great deal of de~ 
ferved applaufe, and was written by that dull fellow whom Malcolm calls the jet of our club. 
The injuftice I did him then, in joining with my companions to ridicale the firft imperfect effays of 
an excellent genius, was a ftrong motive to make me active in endeavouring to encourage him; and 

~T believe Y thall never repentit. He is now fettled in a very good place, and wilt be able 10 regnite 
all the fervices his friends have done him, in time. The fecond edition of hisepoem is now in the 


refs, and fhall be fent you as foon asit is publithed, Iam fure you willlike it; for itis filled with 
Vou. IX, ~ Ua 
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a great may moral reflections, as well as with a fine {pirit of poctry.. You will ind before it ehree | 
copies of recommendatory verfes, one written by Mr. Hill, the fecond by a very fine woman, at my 
requeft, and the third by myfelf.” : 

In 1731, he brought on the Gage, at Drary-Lane, his Barytice, a tragedy, which was ferbarably 

* yeceived. The prologue and epilogue were furnifhed by his friend Hill. It was revived at Drury- | 
Lane, with alterations, 1760, and republithed the fame year. Its faccefs was not great, though thes 
princ pal parts were’ performed by Garrick and Mrs. Cibber. Dr, Johnfon obderves, that he had . 
£ heard it mentioned as a mean performance.” 

About this time, or before, he conducted his pupils round the common circle of modifh eateldy 

. and, on his return, the influence of the family in which he refided, and his poetical reputation, natu- 
rally procured him admiffion to many perfons of the higheft rank, and the higheft charaéter, te wits, 
nobles, and ftatefmen, the Prince of Wales, Lyttleton, Chefterfield, Bolingbroke, Pope, Young, &c, 

In 1733, he publithed his poem on Verbal Criticifm, defigned to pay court to Pope, by ridiculing 
Theobald, Bentley, Dennis, Cooke, and other editors, callators, ‘commentators, and verbal critics. 
It is little more than an improvement, or rather expanfion of a fragment which Pope printed in #. 
Mitcellany long before he ingrafted it into a regular poem. The catt of dition, and conftrudion 

- of the verfe, feem to be copied from Pope, The execution is better than the defign, which cannot 
be commended. 

Dr. Johnfon farcaftically obferves, that having cleared his tongue from his native pronunciation 
fo as to be no longer diftinguithed as a Scot, he feemed inclined to difencumber himfclf from all ad- 
herences of his original, and took upon him to change his name from Scotch Afai~och to Englith Malict, 
without any imaginable reafon of preference which the eye or the ear can difcover. “ What other 
proofs he gave of difrefpedt to his mative country,” -he fays, “ I know not ; but it was xemarked of 
him, that he was the only Scot whom Scotchmen did not commend,” 

In joftice to Mallet, it ought to be mentioned, that this alteration did not originate in any difre~ 
fpe& to his native country, but was fuggetted to him by his coufin Paton. in 1724, as appears from 
the following poftfeript to his letter to Mr. Ker of that date: “ My coufin Mr. Paton would have 
me write my name dalle; for there is net one Englifhman that can pronounce it.” H continued, 
however, to write his name Malloch down to the year 1728, and probably fome time longer. An 
Englifhman accuftomed'to pronounce Malloch, as if it were written Mallock, cannot eafily difcover 
any imaginable reafon of preference in changing it to Mallet, unlefs he had an opportunity of hearing 
the laft fyllable pronounced by a Scotchman. ~ The laft obfervation is. fufficiently difproved by the 
tenor of his correfpondence with Mr. Ker, his readinefs to do good offices to his countrymen, an: 
his friendthip with ‘Thomfon, which was never once difturbed by any cafual miftake, envy, or jea- 
loufy on either fide. 

The following anecdote is related by Dr. Johnfon, whofe intelligence on fome few occafions may 
‘be queftioned, and whofe opinion of Mallet is rather unfavourable. 

“ About this time, Pope, whom he vifited familiarly, publifhed his “ Effay on Man,” but con~ 
eealed the author; and when Mallet enteged one day, Pope afked him flightly what there way new ? 
‘Mallet told him the neweft piece was fomething called an “ Effay on Man,’’ which he had infpe&ted 

. idly; and feeing the utter inability of the author, who had neither fkill in writing nor knowledge 
ef his fubject, had toffed it away. Pope, to punith his felf-conceit, told him the fecret.”” 

When the Prince of Wales fet himfelf at the head of the oppofition, and kept a feparate court; 
he endeavoured to increafe his popularity by the patronage of literature, and made Mallet his under 
Secretary, with a falary of 200 1. aryear. Thomfon likewife had a penfion. 

-/In 1434, he-atteuded the Price of Orange on his vifit to Oxford, and wrote the ccnigiatilatory. 
verfes prefented to him by the Univerfity, which breathe the nobleft fentiments of liberty. On this 
aceafion, he was admitted to the degree of Mafter of Arts at St. Mary-Hall. 

In 1739, he brought on the ftage, at Drury-Lane, his Mufapha, atragedy, which was honoured by. 

the recommendation of the Prince of Wales, and performed with fuccefs, but was never seemed k 
‘was dedicated tothe Prince. The prologue was written by Thomion. 

In 1740, he was employed by Millar, the bookéeiler, to prefix a Life of Bacon to a new edition of, 
his works, in 4 vols.folio.; which he has written with great elegance and judgment; thongh pere 
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hops with more knowledge of hiftury than of fcience. " It ranks with the beft pieces of biography fh 
our language. ie i oN 

The fame year, he was affociated with Thomfon in the compofition of the Mafjue of Alfred, which 

Was periurmed on the 1{t of Auguft in the gardens of Cliefden, in commemoration of the acceffion 


of George 1,; and in honour of the birth-day of the Princefs of Brunfwick. It was afterwards al- 


moft wholly changed by Mallet; and brought on the ftage, at Drury-Lane, in 1751, but with no 
preat foccefs, t : 

In 1741, he married Mifs Elftob, a lady of great merit and beauty; upon which secafion Hilk 
writes him: “You have fired my curiofity to fee and hear this lady, who has had fo ftrong and 
fwift an influence upon an heart fo firm and fo impreffed as yours was by the memory of a former 
fweetnels, The luftre muft be amiahly fevere and fparkling, that had the power to attra@ unto 
itfelf a flame fo generous as your firkt, and which your pen delighted to defcribe with fuch a manly 
fand unmodifh tendernefs.”” 

Hill afterwards fent him the following -verfes on his marriage. The thought is borrowed frost 


Bouhoure; “ 4 Httle poetical ftream drawn frori a French fountain.” 





Tafe, faid T, and deep difcerning, 
Grace and viriue too threwn in, 
Atr-like cafe, and fan-like learning, 
Allare claims not worth a pin. 
No, faid Truth, and frown’d her nod to’t; 
_ Fortune lives with none of thefe; 
Fools—and there fhe fwore by Cd to’t; 
Fools are thofe fhe works to pleafe. 
How, ery’d Wit! behold a Mallet 
In our F/fod’s bofom blefs'd: 
Once, faid ‘rath, I’m outrecal it, 
Miracles muft fland conpfi'd. 





From this time he refided at Strand-Green, and afterwards dt Putucy ; and lived ii the ftyle of 4 
gentleman, * , : 

In 1747, after a Iong interval, he publifhed his Amyntor and Theodora } his gicateit work, addreffed 

to Lord Chefterfield, and prefaced with « beautiful copy of Ferfes to Mrs. Mallet. He fold this 
Potin to Vaillant the bookfellér for 1201. _ 
After the death of Pope, when it was found that he had clandeftinely printed an unaithorifed 
number of Bolingbroke’s “ Idea of a Patriot, King,” &c, his « guide, philofopher, and friend,” in a 
&t of ufelefs fury, refwlved to biatt his memory, and employed Mailet as the executioner of his vens 
geance. : 

Mallet, from His dependence ort the Prince, was conteitt to court Bolingbroke, then high in hig 
tonfidence, by prefixing an Advertifement to the “ Idea of a Patriot, King,” and other traéts publifhed 
in 17493 in whith he charged Pope with “ hawinig been guilty of 4 breach of traft, and of having 
taken apon him further to divide the fubject, and to alter.and omit paffages according to the fug- 
geltions of his own fancy.” 7 A 

‘The charge was enforced with fo unfriendly, and fo vinditive a feverity, that Warburton thought 
it proper for him to interpofe, not indeed to vindicate the ation, for breach of truft has always 
fomething criminal, but to extenuate it by an apologetical “ Letter to the Editor,” &c. in which he 
fuppofes, with great appearance of reafon, that the irregularity of Pope’s condu@ proceeded wholly from 
his zeal for Bolingbroke, who might perhaps have deftroyed the pamphlet, which he thought it 
his duty to preferve, even without its author’s approbation. ‘To this apology an anfwer was written 
by Mallet, in a Letter to the moff impudent Man fiving. ; . F 
- For this act, which, it is hoped, Mallet unwillingly performed, he was rewarded, not long altefz 
‘with the legacy of Bolingbroke’s works. . 

_18 1754) by the help of Millar the bookfeller, and, in oppofition to the remonitrance of Lord 

Hyde, he publifhed the * Works” of Bolingbroke; in 5 vols. 4to.; in which, it feems, he confulted 

,his own profit, which was very much below his expeétation, more than his benefa@or’s fame, as 

appears from a prefentment of the Grand Jury of Wefiminfter, O@.16. i754, of thefe five vos, 

fumes, « as tending, in the general Scope of feveral pieces therein contained, as well as many patti 
wag 
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cular exprefMioris which had been laid before them, . the fubverfion of religion, governttient, and: 
morality ; and being alfo againft his Majefty’s peace.” 

Many of the political pieces had been written during the oppofi fition to Walpole, and given to 
Franklin the printer, as hc fuppofed in perpetuity. Vhefe, among the reft, were claimes by the 
will, The question was referred to the arbitration of Mr. Draper and Mr. Wotton ; but, foon after 
the arbitrators had declared their award, Mallet fent them notice that he retracted and revoked his* 
fubmiflion, and that he difcharged them from proceeding to make any award, Franklin fubmitted 
“ A State of the Cafe,” &e. to the public, in 1754. 

"Ihe life of the Duke of Marlborough having been left unwritten by Lord Molefwérth, who had 
been his favourite in Flanders, and Steele, to whom the papers fuppefed to contain the neceffary ine 
formation, had been fucceflively delivered, the old Duchefs, in her will, affigned the tafk to Glover 
and Mallet, with a reward of 10001]. and a prohibition to infert any verfes. Glover rejected tha, 
legacy, and devolved the whole work upon Maliet, who had a penfion from the late Duke, to proe : 
mate his induftry, and who talked much of the difcoveries which he made in Holland, and of the 
diligence he was exerting upon this work ; but left not, when he died, the finalleit veftige of any 
hiftorical labour behind him. ‘ 

In 1755, his Mafque of Britannia was acted at Drury-Lane, with fuccefs. The prologue, in the 
character of a drunken failor reading a play-bill, was writcen in conjunétion with Garrick, and 
fpoken by the latter, with fo much applaufe, that it was called for, and infifted on by the audience 
many nights in the feafon, when the piece itfelf was not performed. 

In 1756, when the nation was cxafperated by the ill fuccefs of the war againgt France, he was em~< 
ployed to turn the public vengeance upon Byng, and wrote a letter of accufation, under the chae 
raéver of a Plain Mun. The paper was circulated and difperfed with great induftry ; and he, for 

_ his feafonable intervention, had a confiderable penfion beftowed upon him, which he retained to his 
death, 

In 1759, he publithed a collection of his. Works, i in Pred Fahey in 3 vols. t2mo. witha eoicee 
tion to Lord Mansfield. 

The fame year, he publifhed a poem, called Tyburn, to the Mari ine Society, afuppofed remonftrance 
of the gallows at Tyburn, to that patriotic inftitution, on account of the fervice which it had ren« 
dered the nation fince the commencement of the French war. 

In 1760, he publifhed his beautiful ballad of Edwin and Emma, which was elegantly printed at 
Birmingham, by Batkerville, i in gto. The Profits arifing from the fale were intended for a charie 
table ufe. a 

In 1762, he publithed 2 fmall collection of Poems on Several Occafions, with a dedication to the Duke 
of Marlborough, in which he « hopes foon to prefent his Grace with fomething more folid, more 
deferving his attention, in the “ Life of the firft Duke of Marlborough ;” which has not yet ap« 
peared, : 

In the political difputes which commenced at the beginning of the prefent reign, he took part with 
his countryman Lord Bute, to ferve whom, he publithed Truth in Rhyme, in 1762; and wrote his trae 
gedy of Elvira, in imitation of De la Motte’s tragedy, founded on a Portuguefe ftory, taken from 
the © Lufiad” of Camoens, which was acted at Drury-Lane, in 1763, with little fuccefs, as it was 
brought on at a critical time, and looked upen by many as a miniftcrial play. He was rewarded 
with the office of Keeper of the Book of Extries for Ships in the Port of London, fe which he was 
appointed in 1763. 

‘vowards the latter end of his life, he went with his wife to France; but after a while, finding hig 

. health declining, he returned alone to England, and died in April 1765. 
He was twice married; and, by his fig wife, had feveral children. One daughter, who married 
+a Genoefe gentleman named Celefia, who formerly refided in London in a publie charaéter} 
wrote a tragedy called “ Almida,” aéted at Drury-Lane, 1771 ; and “ Indolence,” a poem, 4to. 1772. 
His fecond wife was the daughter of a nobleman’s fteward, who had a confiderable fortune, which 
fe took care to retain in her own hands. 
* His Plays and Poems have been frequently reprinted; and his poems were collected in the fifty, 
third volume of the “ Works of the Englifh Pacts,” 1779: ' 
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“ ‘The. character of Mallet has beem varioufly reprefented by: his friends, and: by his enemies. . Ace 
cording to Hill, who knew him well, his matmere were 2s amiable as-his abilities were refpedtabie, 
With Young, Pope, Thomfon, and, Lyttleton, he lived in habits of familiar intimacy 7 and, #t ie-but 
juftice Ph add, that no man maintained ‘his fhare in converfation more happily than IMiaibet. 33s 
behaviour to Pope after his death has drawn upon him the univerfal accufation of ingratitinde 5 bart 
“if he had not virtue, or had not fpirit to refufe the office affigned hint by Bolingbroke, it ought 
be remembered that Pope was not innocent, and that he had fome dependence on the fayont-af 
Bolingbroke, a man whofe pride and petulance made his kindnefs difficult to gain, or keep. He 4s 
faid to have adopted the peculiar fentiments of his patron with regard to religion ; but of this there 
is no better evidence than the publication of his pofthumous works, in which he feems to have adted 
from confiderations of gain rather than zeal for the propagation of. his opinions. "His integrity in 
bufinefs and in life ie unimpeached, Vanity, the moft innocent fpecies of pride, feems to. have been 
his predominant paffion. Pathos was a quality which he conceived to be fo much the. 
of his own poetry, that he ance quarrelied with Joncs, author of the « Earl of Bifex,”- for pré- 
tending to it, “he difpnte endéd by hie turning the poor bricklayer out of the room whérethey 
were {pending the evening together. As a political writer, he feems to have been of that numerere, 
clafs of men of Ictters, who think it no difhonour to be minifterial hirelings. 

“ His ftature,” fays Dr. Johnfon,: “ was diminutive ; but he was regularly formed; his appege 
ance, till he grew corpulent, was agreeable, and he fuffered it to want no recommendetion that drefs 
could give it, His converfatien was elegant and eafy. ‘The reft of his character may, without in- 
jury to his memory, fink into filence.” This laft obfervation cannot be generally alipwed; hie grax 
titude to Mr. Ker, his kindnefs to his brother, his fervices to Hill and Thomfon, his benefience-to- 
Derrick (Betters, 3 vols, 1767), and his exemplary tendernefs in the difcharge of the relative duties 
of hufband and parent, command our efteem for his charadter, and confer a lafting honour ont his 
memory, : , 

Asa poet, though he may not be altogether fecure from the objections of the critic, ke lasyory 
little to fear from the ftricteft moral or religious cenfure; his works are not only the phodadtiege 
of a genius truly poetical; but they are friendly to the bett interefts of morality and liberty ;-they 
infpire virtue, truth, and patriotifm ; and inculcate the neceffity of goodnefs tothe préfentand 
future happinefa of mankind, His compofitions are characterized by elegance of diétion, and come 
rettuefs of judgment, rather than vigour of expreffion or fublimity of fentiment, neither of which 
are wanting, His powers have had every aid that laborious cultivation, that ufeful and polite learne 
ing could give; he poffeffes a judgment critically exaé, but has not an highly creative imagina+ 
tion. He is an clegant and pleafing writer, a frooth and correct verfifier, but not a firft-rate poet. 

His Excursion ia not devoid of poetical fpirit and picturefque defcription. Many of the images 
are ftriking, and many of the paffages are elegant. He obferves cleagly, and defcribes forcibly ; bu 
he errs by endeavouring to inrprefs his fubjeét on the mind with a pomp and reduplication of éfe 
preffion. In his Verbal Criticifo, there is more pertnefs than wit, and more confidence than know- 
ledge. Horace and Shakfpeare are fkilfully delineated, ‘The three concluding couplets are-excellent, ’ 
‘The verfification is tolerable, ndr can criticifm allow it a higher praife. Amyntor and Theodora, 
his moft elaborate performance, though fomewhat tedious and diffufe, abounds in ftriking images, 
pathetic incidents, and moral refletions. “ The naufeous affectation of exprefling every thing 
pompouily,” fays Dr. Warton, “is no were more vifible than ina poem lately publithed, intitled 
Amyntor and Theedora. The following inftance may be alleged, among many others. Amyntor baving 
a pathetic tale te difcover, being choked with forrow, and ata hats far utterance, ufes thefe orna~ 
mental unnatural images: ; 

—— 0 could I fteal 

From harmony her fofteft warbled ftrain 
Of melting air! or Zephyr’s vernal voice, 
Or Philomela’s fong, when love diffolves 
To liquid blandifhnient his evening lay, 
All nature fmiling round-———” 





There is in this paffage, it muft be acknowledged, an attempt at dignity above the occafion, Pa- 
‘hos feems to have been intended, but affectation only is produced. it cannot, however, be denied, 
Vu ij 
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that there is in this poem copioufnefs and elegance of language, vigour of fentiment, and imagery 
swell adapted to take poffeflion of the fancy. His pocm on the Death of Lady Anfon, addreffed to 
her father, Lord Harwickt, deferves great praife. It is ferious, pathetic, and poetical in the 
higheft degree. The diftrefs of Cicero for the death of Tuilia, is happily introduced, and .endered 
‘very applicable by a fimilitnde of fome circumftances. None of his poems do him greater honour, 
er give us a higher idea. of bis poetical powers. . 

«His Truth in.Rhyme.is a pretty court compliment, in which his patron, Lord Bute, makes almoit 
as good a figure ag his Majefty. It is chiefly remarkable for the extraordinary inftance of vanity 
in the imprimgtur. prefixed to it. 


it has no fauits, or I no fanlts can {py 5 
It is all beauty, or all blindnefs 1. 
‘ Imprimatur, meo periculo, CAESTERFIELD. 


Hf Chefterfield, fo juftly celebrated for the elegance of his tafte and wit, ftill retained fo much of 
the courtigr as to give fuch a teftimony to this poem, as no poem ever deferved, Mallet ought nat to 
. dave been fo far tranfported by it as publicly to. triumph in fo extravagant a compliment, even ad- 
mitting that it was fincere, which may be reafonably doubted. Zephyr, or the Siratagem, is a tale 
in the manner of Prior, told with eafe and humour. There is fome wit and fpirit in it; but itis 
pofit for a modeft ear. Cupid and Hymen, the Difcovery, the Reward, are written with eafe and 
fprightlinefs, and may be read with pleafure, His Prologue to Thomfon’s “ Agamemnon” is fu 
perior to that which he received from ‘Vhomfon for Mufapha. His Funeral Hymn opens with a bee 
. ¢oming folempity and grandeur of expreflion ; but is totally fpoiled by a number of fhort rhymes, 
\duibich are fo far from conveying any idea fuitable to the folemn dignity of a funeral hymf, that they 
turn the whole into a burlc(que. The Fragment, beginning, Fair morn aftends, tc. is remarkably 
“fine. “It is of a ftrain more exalted than any of his other pieces. “He has no where difcovered 
;mmore poctical enthufiafm. His Epitapbs deterve particular commendation. His ballads of Wil- 
fiam and Margaret, Edwin and Emma, and The Birks of Endermay, rank with the beft compofitions 
of that kind in our language. Wittim and Margaret is fully entitled to the favourable reception it 
-met with. It is the moft pleafing of all his poetical compofitions. it is plaintive, pathetic, and 
imple ; both the fentiment and the expreffion arc equally captivating. Dr. Johnfon is almoft 
fingular in thinking that “ it contains nothing very ftriking or difficult.” Edwin and Emma is an 
‘amitation of William and Margaret; though certainly not altogether equal to it. An unfortunate 
amour is ‘the fubjed& of both. The ftory of the haplefs pair is added in profe, and averred to be 
matter of fagt. ‘The father of Edwin is-defcribed in the following paffage, by a fimile immediately 
arifing from the fubje@ itfelf, which conveys a dire& and unequivocal illuftration, with a concifee 
nefs and expreffion truly admirable: . 


‘The father too, a fordid man, 
- Who love nor pity knew, ~ 
Was all unfeeling as the clod 
From whence bie ricbes grew. 7 , 


His character, as given by Dr. Johnion, cannot be generally allowed, without doing great in- 
juttice to his literary and poetical merit. 

“ Asa writer, he cannot be placed in any high clafs. There is no fpecies of compofition in which 
he wag eminent, His dramas had their day, a short day, and are forgotten ; his blank verfe feeme 
to my ear the echo of Thomfon. Fis Life of Bacon is known, as it is appended to Bacon’s volumes, 
but it is no longer mentioned. His works are tuch as a writer buftling in the worki, fhowing him- 
felf in public, and emerging occafionally from time to time into notice, might keep alive by his* 
perfonal influence ; but whith conveying little information, and giving no great pleafure, muft foon 


give way, as the fucceflion of things produces new topics of converfation, and other modes of a 
raufiment.?. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


WILLIAM, LORD MANSFIELD, 


LORD CHIEF JUSTICE OF ENGLAND. n 


JANUARY Tf, 1759. 


No man, in ancient Rome, my Lord, would have 
been furprifed, I believe, to fee a poet infcribe 
his works, either to Cicero, or the younger Pliny ; 
notto mention any more amongit her moft cele- 
brated names. ‘Chey were both, it is true, public 
maagiitrates of the firtt diftinction, and had applied 
themfelves feverely to the ftudy of the laws; in 
which both eminently excelled.. They were, at 
the fame time, illuttrious orators, and cmployed 
their eloquence in the fervice of their clients and 
their country. But, as they had both embellith- 
ed their other talents by early” cultivating the 
finer arts, and which has ipread, we fee, a peculiar 
light and grace over all their productions ; no 
fpecies of polite literature could be foreign to 
tneir tafte or patronage. And, in effect, we find 
they were the friends and protectors of the bett 
poets their refpective ages produced, 

Tt is from a parity of character, my Lord, and 
which will occur abvioufly to every eye, that Iam 
induced to place your name at the head of -this 
collection, fuch as it is, of the different things I 
have written, 


“* Nec Phoebo gratior ulla 
“ Quam fibi qu Vari preicripfit pagina nomen.” 


And were I as fure, my. Lord, that it is deferving 
of your regard, as I am that thele verfes were not 
applied with more propriety at firft than they are 
now; the public would univerfally juftity my am- 
bition in prefenting it to you. But,‘of that, the 
public only muit and will judge, in the lait ap- 
peal. ‘Vhere is but one thing, to befpeak their 
favour and your friendihip, that I dare be politive 
in: without which, you are the lait perfon in 
Britain to whem I thould have thought of addref- 
fing it. And this any man may affirm cf himuel!, 


without vanity; becaufe it is equally in everp 
man’s power. Of all that I have written, on any 
occafion, there is not a line, which I am afraid to, 
own, either as an honeft man, a good {ubje, or 
a true lover of my country. 

T have thus, my Lord, dedicated fome few thou 
ments, the firft day of this mew year, to fend 
you, according to good old cuftom, aprefent. Aa - 
humble one, I confefs it is; and that can have lige 
tle other value but what arifes from the.difpafi- 
tion of the fender, On that account, thaps, it 
may not be altogether unacceptable ; for if is in 
deed an offering rather of the heart than the 
head ; an effufion of thofe fentiments, which great 
merit, employed to the beft purpofes, naturally 
creates. 

May you enjoy, my Lord, through the whole 
courfe of this and many more years, that found 
health of mind and body, which your important 
labours for the public fo much want, and to jnitly 
merit: And may you foon have the fatisfaction to 
jee, what 1 know you fo ardently with, this de» 
ftructive was, however neceffary on our part, con= 
cluded*by a fafe and laiting peace! Then, and 
not til then, all the noble arts, ro Jefs uleful thane 
ornamental to human life, and that now Janguith, 
may again flourith, under the eye and encourages 
ment of thofe few, who think and feel as you do, 
for the advantage and honour of Great Britain, 
Tam, with the incereft attachment, a 


My Lord, . 
Your moft faithful 
bowble fervant, 


Un ity 





OF VERBAL CRITICISM. 


ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST AND SECOND EDITIONS. 


. Asthe dgfign of the following poem is to rally the abufe of Verbal Criticifm, the author could not, with- 
out manifelt partiality, overlook the editor of Milton, and the reftorer of Shakfpeare. With regard 
to the later, he has read over the many and ample {pecimens with which that fcholiaft has already 
obliged the public: and of thefe, and thefe only, he pretends to give his opinion. But, whatever 
he may think of the critic, not bearing the leaft ill-will to the man, he deferred printing thefe verfes, 
though written feveral months ago, till he heard that the fublcription for a new edition of Shake 
fpeare was clofed. = . , 

‘He begs leave to add likewife, that this poem was undertaken and written entirely without the know- 
" ledge of the gentleman to whom it is addrefled. Only as it is a public teftimony of his inviolable 
efieem for Mr. Pope, on that account, particularly, he withes, it may not be judged to increale the 


number of meay performances, with which the town is almoft daily peftered. 


Anon the numerous fools, by fate defign’d 
Oft to difturk, and oft divert, mankind, 
‘The reading coxcomb is of {pecial note, 
By rule a poet, and a judge by rote : 
Grave fon of idle induttry.and pride, : 
Whom learning but perverts, and books mifguide. 
O fam’d for judging, as for writing well, 
That rareft fcience, where fo tew excel ; 
Whofe life, feverely fcann’d, tranfcends thy lays, 
For wit fupreme is but thy fecond praife: 
*Tis thine, O'Pope, who choofe the better part, 
'To telt how falfe, how’ vain, the Scholiait’s art, 
. Which nor to talte, nor genius has pretence, 
And, if ’tis learning, is not common fenfe, 
In error obftinate, in wrangling loud, 
For trifics eager, pofitive, and proud; 
Deep in the darknefs of dull authors bred, 
With all their refufe Jumber'd in his head, 
What every dunce from every dunghill drew 
* Of literary offals, old or new, 
Forth fteps at laft the felf-applauding wight, 
Of points and letters chaff and ftraws, to write: 
Sagely refolv'd to {well each bulky piece 
‘With venerable toys, from. Rome and Greece ; 
How oft. in Homer, Paris curl'd his hair ; 
If Aviftotle’s cap were round or fquare ; 
Ufin the caye, where Dido firtt was fped, 
‘To Tyre he tutii'd her hecls, to Troy her head. 
Such the choice anecdotes, profound and vain, 
That Nore a Bestley’s and a Burman’s brain : 
ence, Plato quoted, or the Stagyrite, 
‘To prove that fitme aicerids, and tnow is white: 
Hence, much hard iiudy, without fenfe or breeding, 
And all the grave impeitinence of reading. 
Tf Shakfpeare favs, the rion-day fun is bright, 
His fcholiaft will remark, it then was light; 
‘Turn Caxton, Winkin, each old Goth.and Hun, 
‘To rectify the reading of a 
‘Thus, nicely trifling, accu 
. How one may toil, and to} 
But is there then no hcnour due to age ? 
No reverence to great Shak{peare’s noble page? 
And he, who half a lie has read him o’er, 
His mangled points and cornmas to refi 
Meets he fuch flight regard in-namelefs lays, 
Whom Bufo tueats, and Lady Would-be pays? 
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Pride of his own, and wonder of this age, 
Who firft created, and yet rules, the ftage, 
Bold to defiga, all-powertul to exprels, 
Shakipcare each paffion drew in every drefs: 
Great above rule, and imitating none ; 

Rich without borrowing, nature was his own: 
Yet 15 his fenfe debas'd by grofs allay : 

As gold in mines lies mix’d with dirt and clay. 
Now, cagle-wing'd,his heavenward flight he takes; 
‘The big itage thunders, and the foul awakes: 
Now, low on earth, a kindred reptile creeps ; 

Sad Hamlet quibbies, and the hearer fieeps. 

Such was the poet : ‘next the Scholiaft view ; 
Faint through the colouring, yet the features true. 

Condemn’d to dig and dung a barren toil, 
Where hardiy tares will! grow with care and toils 
He, with low mduttry, gues gleaning on 
From good,from bad, rrom me an,neglecting none: 
His brother book-wotm {g, in thelf or ftall, 

Will feed alike on Woolf{ton and on Paul. 

By living clients hopelefs now of bread, 

He pettyfogs a fcrap from authors dead : 

See him on Shak(peare pore, intent to fteal 
Poor farce, by fragments, for a third-day meal. 
Such that grave bird in northern feas is found. 
Whofe name a Dutchman only knows to found, 
Where’er the king of fith moves on hetore, 
This humble friend attends from fhore to fhore 5 
With eye itill earneit, and with bill inclin'd, 
He picks up what his patron drops behind ; 
With thofe choice cates his palate to regale, 
And is the careful Tibbald* of a whale. 

Blet genius! who beftows his oil and pains 
On each duit paffage, each dull book contains ; 
The toil more grateful, as the tafk more low: 
So carrion is the quarry of a crow. 


* This remarkable bird is calied the Strundt- 
Jager. Here you fee how he purchafes his food s 
and the fame author, from whom this account is 
taken, telis ws farther how he comes by his drink. 
You may fee tim, aids the Dutchman, frequentl 
purfuing a fort of fea-mew, calied Kilge-Gebep, 
whom be torments incefantly to make him vcid 
an excrement ; which being liquid, ferves bim,s 
FT imagine, for drink. See a coliedtion of F oyuges 
to the North. . : 
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¥ here his fam'd author's page is flat and poor, 

‘There, mof exact the reading to reitore ; 

By dint of plodding, and by fweat of faces 

A bull SS change, a blunder to replace : 

Whate’er is refule critically gleaning,’ 

And mending nunfenfe into doubtful meaning. 

For this, dread Dennis * (and who can forbear, 

Dunce or not Dunce, relating it, to tare?) 

His head though jealous, and his years fourfcore, 

Ev'n Dennis + praifes, who ne’er prais’d before.’ 

For this, the Scholiaf claims his fhare of fame, 

And, modett, prints his own with Shakipeare’s 
name: 

How jultly, Popes in this thort ftory view ; 
Which may be dull, and therefore thould be true. 
A prelate, fam’d for clearing cach dark text, 
Who fenfe with found, and truth with rhetoric 

mixt, 
Once, as his moving theme to rapture warm’d, 
Tafpir'd himfelf, his happy hearers charm’d. 
‘The fermon o'er, the crowd remain’d behind, 
And treely, man or woman, {poke their mind: 
All (aid they lik’d the le€ture from their foul, 
+ And each, remembering fomething, prais’d the 
whole. 
‘At laft an honeft fexton join’d the throng 
(For as the theme was large, their talk wasflong) ; 
! Neighbours, he cry’d, my confcience-bids me teil, 
‘Though twas the Do¢torpreach’d--Itoll'd the beil. 
In this the critic’s folly moft is hown; 
Is there a genius all-unlike his own, 
With learning elegant, with wit well bred, 
And, as in books, in men and manners Tead; 
Himfelf with poring erudition blind, 
Unknowing, as unknown of human kind; 
That writer he felects, with awkward ain 
His fenfe, at once, to mimic and to maim, 
So Florio is a fop, with helf a nofe : 
So fat Weft Indian planters drefs at beaux. 
Thus, gay Petronius was a Dutchman’s choice, 
And Horace, ftrange to fay, tun’d Bentley’s voice, 
Horace, whom ail the graces'taught to pleafe, 
Mix’d mirth with morals, eloquence with eafe ; 
His genius focial, as his judgment clear: 
When frolic, prudent ; fmiling when fevere ; 
Secure, each temper, and each tafte to hit, 
His was the curious happinefs of wit, 
Skill'd in that nobleft {cience, how to live ; 
Which learning may direct, but heaven mutt give; 
Grave with Agrippa, with Msecenas gay; 
Among the fair, but juft as wife as they : 
Firt in the friendthips of the great enroll’d, 
‘The St. Johns, Boyles, and Lyttletons, of old. 
While Bentley, long to wrangling fchools con- 
fin’d, 
And, but by books, acquainted with mankind, 
Dares, in. the fullnefs of the pedant’s pride, 
Rhyme, tho’ no genius; though no judge, decide. 
Yet he, prime pattern of the captious art, 
‘Out-tibbalding poor Tibbald, tops his part : 
Holds high the feourge o'er each fam’d author's 
Nor are their graves a refuge for the dead, [head ; 
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: Quis tatia fando 
as Myrmidonum, Dolopumve,” cm——nVirc. 

+ See the Dedication of his Remarks om the 
Denciad ta. Mr. Lewis Theobald. 
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To Milton lending fenfe, to Horace wit, 
He makes them write what never poet writ ¢ 
‘The Romar mufe arraigns his mangling pen ; 
And Paradife *, by him, is loft again. 
Such was his dcom impos’d by Heaven's decree, 
With ears that Ifear not, eyes that thall net fee, ~ 
The low to fwell, to level the fublime, 
To blaft all beauty, and beprofe all rhyme, 
Great eldeft born of dullneds, blind and bolt! 
Tyrant! more cruel than Procruftes old; 
Who, to his iron-bed, by torture, fits, 
Their nobler part, the fouls of fuffering wits. 
Such is this man, who heaps his head with bays, 
And calls on human kind to found his praife, 
For points tranfplac’d with curious want of ikill, 
For flattened founds, and fenfe amended ill. * 
So wife Caligula, in days of yore, 
His helmet fill’d with pebbles on the fhore, 
Swore he had rifled ocean’s richeft fpails, - 
And claim’d a trophy for his martial toils. 
Yet be his merits, with his faults; confeft 
Fair-dealing, as the plaineft, is the beft. 
Long tay the critic’s work, with trifles ftor’d, 
Admir’d in Latin, but in Greek ador’d, 
Men fo well read, who confidently wrote, 
‘Their readers could have {worn, were men of note: 
‘To pats upon the crowd for great or rare, 
Aim not to make them knowing, make them ftare. 
For thefe blind votaries good Bentley griev’d, 
Writ Englith notes—and mankind undeceiv'd: 
In fuch clear light the ferious folly plac’d, : 
Ev'n thou, Brown Willis, thou may'ft fee thie jel.» 
But what can cure our vanity of mii : 
Deaf to reproof, and to difcovery blind? 
Let Crooke, a brother-fcholiaft Shakfpeare gil, . 
Tibbaid, to Hefiod-Cooke retarns the ball. 
So runs the circle ftill: in this, we fee 
The lackdes of the great and learn’d agree. 
If Britain’s nobles mix in high debate, 
Whence Europe, in fufpente, attends her fate ; 
In mimic feffion their grave footmen meet, 
Reduce .n army, or equip a fleet : 
And, rivalling the critic’s lofty ityle, 
Mere Tom and Dick are Stanhope and Argyll. 
Yet thofe, whom pride and dullnefs join to blind, _ 
‘To narrow cares in narrow {pace confin’d, 
‘Though with big titles each his fellow greets, 
Are but to wits, as {cavenger’s to ftreets: 
‘The humble blackguards of a Pope or Gay, 
‘Ya bruth off duft, and wipe their fpots away. 
Or, if not trivial, harmful is their art ; 
Fume to the head, or poifon to the heart. 
Where ancient authors hint at things obfcene, 
The Scholiaft {peaks out broadly what they mean. 





* This fagacious Scholiaft is pleafed to create 
an imaginary editor of Milton ; wha, he fays, by 
his blunders, interpolations, and vile alterations, 
lof Paradife a fecond time. This is a pofulatum 
which furely none of his readers con bave the, 
beart to deny bim ; becaxfe otherwife he would” 
have wanted a fair opportunity,of calling Mil- 
ton himfelf, in the perfon of this phantom, fool,’ 
ignorant, idiot, and the like critical cempellations, - 
which he plentifully befows on bim, But, though 
he bad no tafe in poetry, be was otherwife a man 
of very confiderabl; abilities andof great erudition. 
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Difclofing each dark vice, well loft to fame, 

And adding fuel ta redundant flame, 

He, fober pimp to lechery, explains 

‘What Caprema’s ifle, or V—'s alcove contains: 
Why Paulus. for his fordid temper known, 

Was lavith, to his father’s wife alone : 

Why thofe fond female vilits duly paid 
"To.tunetul Incuba; and what her trade: 

How modern love has made fo many martyrs, 
And which keeps ofteneit, Lady C-, or Chartres, 

But.who their various follies can explain ? 

"The tale is infinite, the tatk were vain, 

*Twereto read new-year odesin fearch of thought; 
‘To fum the lbels Pryn or Withers wrote ; 

To guets, ere one epittle * faw the light, 

How many dunces met, and clubb’d their mite 5 
To vouch for truth what Welfted prints of Pope, 
Or from the brother-boobies ftea! 2 trope. 

‘That be the part of perievering Waffet, 

‘With pen of dead ; or, Arnall, thine of brafs; 

‘A text for Hevley, or a glofstor Hearne, 

Who loves to teach, what no man cares to learn. 
~ How little, knowledge reapsfrom toilslike thete! 
Too doubtful to direct, too poor to pleafe. 

Yet, critics, would your tribe deferve a name, 

And, fairly ufeful, rife to honett tame ; 

Firft, from the head, a load ot lumber raove. 
And, from the volume, aii yourfelves approve 
For patch’d and pilfer’d fragments, give us lenfe; 

Or learning, clear from learn’d impertinence, 
Where moral meaning, or where tafte prefides, 
Aad wit enlivens but what reafon guides: 

Great without {welling, without meanne(fs praife, 
Serious, uot filly ; {portive. but not vain; 

On trifles flight, on things of ufe profound, 

An quoting fober, and in judging found. 


VERSES 7 
Prefented to the Prince of Grange, on bis vifiting 
Oxford, 


IN TRE YEAR M,DCC,XXXIV. 


Receive, lov'd prince, the tribute of our praife, 
This hafty welcome, in untinifh’d lays. 
At bett, the pomp of fong, the paint of art, 
D.fplay the genius, but not (peak the heart ; 
And oft, as ornament muft truth fupply, 
Are bur the {plendid colpuring of a hie. 
Thefe need not here; fer to a toul like thine, 
‘Truth, plain and fimple, will more lovely thine, 
‘The truely good but with the verfe fincere + 
They const no flattery, who no centure fear. 
Such Naffau is, the taureti, gentlefi mind, 
In blooming youth the Titus uf mankind, 
Crowds, who to hail thy with’d appearance ran, 
Forgot the prince, to praife and fove the man, 
Such lerife with fweetners,grandeurmiz’d witheafe! 
Gur nobier youth will learn of thee tu pleaie + 
* See a poem publifoed fome time ago under 
that title, faid ta be the produdt-un of feveral inge- 
nious and protifie heads ; one contributing a fi- 
‘mile, anvther a churagier, and a certain gertie- 
man four firewd lines wholly made up of afteryls. 
4 Sce the preface to his edition of Sailuji ; and 
read, if you are able, the Sch lia ef pateen anko- 
gators by bam cofletied, befides bis own. 
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Thy bright example fhall our world adorn, 
And charm, ‘in gracious princes, yet unborn. 

Nor deem this verfe from venal art proceeds, 
That vice of courts, the foil ior baneful w%eds. 
Here candour dwells; here honeft truth¢are taught, 
To guide and govern, not difguife, the thought. 
See thefe enlighten’d fages, who prefide . 
O’er jearning’s empire ; fee the youth they guide: 
Behold, ali taces are in tranfport dreft ! 

But thofe moft wonder, who difcern thee beft. 

At fight of thee, each free-born heart receives 

A joy, the fight of princes rarely gives ; 

From tyrants fprung, and oft themfelves defign'd, 
By fate, the future Neroes of their kind: 

But tho’ thy blood, we know, tranfmitted fprings 
From laurell’d heroes, and from warrior kings, 
Yhrough that high feries, we, delighted, trace 
Lhe frtends of liberty, and human race ! 

Oh, born to glad and animate our ifle! 

For thee, our heavens look pleas’d, our feafons 
For thee, late object of our tender fears, [{mile 
When thy tife droup’d, and Britain was in tears, 
All-cheering health, the goddels rofy-fair, 
Attended by foft funs, and vernal air, [hour, 
Sought thote * fam'd fprings, where, each afflictive 
Diltafe, and age, and pain, invoke her power: 
She came; and, while to thee the current flows, 
Pour’d all herfelf, and in thy cup arofe. 

Hence, to thy chéek, that inftant bloom deriv'd : 
Hence, with thy health, the weeping world re- 

Proceed to emulate thy race divine: [viv’d! 

A lite of a¢tion, and of praife be thine. 

Affert the titles genuine to thy blood, 

By nature, daring ; but by reafon, good. . 

So great, to giorious thy forefathers fone, 

No (on-of theirs muft hope to live unknown < 
‘Their deeds wiil place thy virtue tall in fight; 
by vice, if vice thou hait, ia fronger light. 

If co thy fair beginnings nobly true, [dos 
Think what the world may claim, and thou. mwt 
‘The honours, that already grace thy name, 

Have fixt thy choice, and force thee into fame. 
Ev’n the, bight Anna, whom thy worth has won, 
Infpires thee what to feek and what to fhun: 
Rich in all outward grace, th’ exalted fair 
Makes the foui’s beauty ber peculiar care. 

O, be your nuptials crown’d with glad increafe 
Of (on’s in war renown’d, and great in peace 5 

Of daughters, fair and faithful, to fupply 

The patriot-race, til nature’s felt thall die! 


ORIGINAL COPY 


Of the verfes occafioned by Dr. Frazer’s rebuilding part 
of the Univerfity of Aberdeen. 


In ancient times, ere wealth was lcarning’s foe, 
And dar’d defpife the worth, he would not know 
Ere ignorance look’d lofty in a peer, 

And {mil’d at wit, caft back in forfane’s rear, 
‘Lhe pious prelate ¢, truly good, and great, 
Courted ‘he pera this happy feat as 

iriend to inflrudtive arts, he knew to prize, 

Fils bounty bade the mighty pile arife. 

Spkndour adorn’d what knowing ikill ccfiga'd, 
And the fair ftru@ure fpoke his noble mind. 





* Bath { Biftep Eiphinfton, 
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The fabric finifh’d, to fecure the fame, 
Te ftyl'd it Royal, from the fov’rcign’s name *, 
Hece by fucccllive worthies, well was taught 
All th. enlightens, and exalts the thought. 
With labocr planted, and immprov’d with care, 
Long, every cherifh’d fcience flourith’d fair. 
*'¥hus, without cloud, ferene the feafons roll’d: 
‘Vhus, learning faw renew'd the age of gold. 
But now the years revolving backward ran, 
And a dark feries of worfe time began. 
Vile avarice, in Gordon’s } form, arofe ; 
Arts, uneficem'd, were govern'd by their foes; 
Zeal, pious to a crime, reform'd the age, 
And Gothic purity, and pricftly rage. 
Then fell, to low contempt, th’ inftruting trade, 
And every mufe’s portion was unpaid ! 
Now, a lone wafte the mufe’s feat appears, 
By focial foes defuc’d, and Jength of ycars. 
O’er her declining roofs, with mofs o’erfpread, 
Sec! Time flow-creeping, walks with hoftile 
Silent, and fure, with unremitting toil, [tread : 
He fhakes each wall, and moulders every pile. 
Ruin hangs hov'ring o'er the deftin'd place ; 
And folitary filence comes apace! 
Learning beheld with all a father’s fear, 
And mourn’d the total defolation near ; 
He faw the mufes ftretch the wing to fly, 
And fpoke his filent forrow in a figh! 
From heav'n, in that fad hour, commiffion’d came 
Fair Charity, in heaven the foremoft name. 
Compatlion flew before her, fweetly bright ; 
And her meek eyes effulg’d unclouded light. 
“ Hear, and rejoice, the {miling power began, 
® Fullof my deity, thy beft lov'd fon }; 
« Thy injur’d rights, regardful, fhali affert, 
“ and nobly take hig fuficring parent’s part. 
“ He, thy firlt favourite, and thy deareft friend, 
Shall bid thy walls arife, thy roofs afcend. 
* ] fee, all charm’d, I fee the future frame, 
“ Arifing, emulate its ancient name! 
fel fee thy long loft pomp fhine cut again, 
“ And every mute, returning, claim her reign { 
“ Nor ends the bounty here; by him beftow'd, 
* Learning's rich ftores fhall thy mufeum load 
« Whate’er, deep-hid philofphy has found; 
-“ Or the mufe fung, with living lawrel crown’d; 
« Or hiftory defery'd, far-looking fage! 
“ In the dark doubtfulnefs of diftant age: [bin’d, 
 Thefe, thy well chofen treafures, ‘there com. 
“ Unwalling, fhall enrich the youthful mind: 
* But teach thy fons tHe gentle arts of peace ; 
Let faction lofe hie rule, and difcord ceafe, 
Rivals, alone, in love, and doing well, 
“ Be their fair envulation to excell. 
* Then shall encourag’d arts fuccefsful thrive, 
§ And all the glory of thy name revive!” 


PROLOGUE 
TO THE SIEGE OF DAMASCUS, 
Spoken by Lord Sandwich. 
Wurw arts and arms, beneath Eliza's (mile, 
Spread wide their influence o'er this happy ifle ; 
A golden reign, uncurft with party rage, 
That foe to taite, and tyrant of our age; 
© Famer IV. °+ Bifbop William Gorden. 
; Gomes Frager, Dogor of hany. 





Ere all our learning in a libellay, ~ “nd 
And all our talk, in politics or pia; 
‘The ftatefman oft would footh his toils with wit, 
What Spenfer fung,and nature’s Shak peare writ 3 
Or to the laurell'd grove, at times, retire, 

There, woo the mnie, and wake the moving lyrg.” 

._ #5 fair examples, like afcending morn, 

The world at once enlighten and adorns; - 

From them diffus'd, the gentle arts of perce ~ 
Shot brightening o'er the jand, with fwiftincreafes. 
Rough natare foiten’d in grace and eafe ; 

Senle grew polite, and feience fought to pleate. 

Recliev'd trom yon rude fcene of party din, 
Where open bafenefs vies with fecret fin, 

Acd fafe embower'd in * Woburn’s airy groves, 
Let us recall the times our tafte approves ; 
Awaken to our aid the mourning mufe ; 
Through every bofom tender thought infufe : 
Melt angry faction into moral fenie, 

And to his guefts a Bedford’s fou! difpente. 

And now, while fpringextends ker imiling reign, 
Green on the mountain, flowery in the plain; @ 
While genial nature breathes, from hill and dald 
Health, fragrance, giadnels, in the living gale ; 
‘The various foftnefs, ftealing through the’ heart, 
Amprefiions fweetly focial, will impart, 

When fad Eudocia pours her hopelefs woe, 

‘The tear of pity will unbidden flow! - é 
‘When erring Phocyas, whom wild paffions blind; . 
Holds up himfelf, a mirror for mankind ; 

An equal eye on our own hearts we turn, 

Where frailties lurk, where fond afteQtions burn: 
And, conicious, nature is in all the fame, 

We mourn the guilty, while the guilt we blame! 





EPILOGUE TO THE BROTHERS, 
. A TRAGEDY, BY DR. younG, 


To woman, fure, the moft fevere affliction 
Is, from thefe fellows, point-blank contradi@tion. 
Our bard, without—TI with he would appear--= 
Ud! I would give it him---but you Mall hear-.» 
Good Sir! quoth I.--and curtfey’d as I fpoke-= 
Oar pit, you know, expects and loves a joke-— 
’Twere fit tohumour them: for, right or wrong, 
‘True Britons never like the fame thing long. 
To-day is fair—-they ftrut, huff, fwear, harangue ton 
To-morrow’s foul---they fncak afide, and hang, 
Is there a war-—-peace! peace! is all their ery: 
The peace is made-—-then, blood! they'll ight 
and die. 
Gallants, in talking thus, I meant no treafon: 
1 would have brought, you fee, the man to reafom 
But with fome folks, ’tis labour loft to ftrive: 
A reufuning mule will neither lead nor drive, 
Hehum’d, and haw’d; then, waking from his dream 
Cry’d, I muft preach to you his moral fcheme. 
A {cheme, forfcoth ! to benefit the nation ? 
Some queer, odd whim of pious propagation ! ¢ 





* The fiege of Damafeus was aGed at Woburn, 
by the Duke of Bedford, the Earl of Sandwich, 
and fome other perfons of diftiniony in the 
month of May, 1743. : . 

t The profits urifing from this play were in= 
tended to be given, by the Author, to the Society 
Soe propagating Ghrifiian Knowledges, 
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Lord ! talk fo, here---the man muft bea widgeon:-— 
Drury may propagate---but not religion. 

Yet, after all, to give the devil his due, 
Qur author's icheme, though ftrange, is wholly 

new: ’ 

‘Well, hall the novelty then recommend it ; 
Tf not trom liking, from caprice heiriend it. 
For drams and routs, make him a while your paf- 
A little while jet virtue be the fafhion: [ton : 
And, {pite of real or imagin’d blunders, | 
Ev’a let him live, nine days, like other wonders. 


PROLOGUE 
To MR. THOMSON’S AGAMEMNON, 


‘When this decifive night, at length, appears, 
‘The night of every author’s hopes and fears, 
What fhifts to bribe applaufe, poor poets try t 
In all the forms of wit they court and lie ¢ 
Thefe meanly beg it, as an alins ; and thofe, 
By boafttul bluster dazzle and impole. 
+ Nor poorly fearful, nor fecurely vain, 
Ours would, by honeft ways, that grace obtain ; 
Would, as a free-born wit, be fairly try"d = 
‘And then---let candour, fairly too, decide. 
He courts no friend, who blindly comes tw praife : 
He dreads no foe---but whom his faults may ruile. 
Indulge a generous pride, that bids him own, 
Be aims to pleafe, by noble means alone ; 
By what may win the judgment, wake the heart, 
Jn(piring nature, and dire ing art; 
By fcenes, fo wrought, as may applaufe command 
More from the judging head, than thundering 
hand. 

‘Important is the moral we would teach-— 
Oh may this iland practife what we preach--» 
Vice in its firft approach with care to fun; 
"The wretch, who once engages, is undone. ~ 
Crimes lead to greater crimes, and link fo ftraight, 
‘What firft was accident, at laft is fate: | 
Guilt’s haplefs (ervant finks inte a flave 5 
And virtue’s lat fad ttrugglings cannot fave. 

“ As {uch our fair attempt, we hope to fee 
© Our judges,---here at leaft---from influence free: 
One place,---unbias’d yet by party-rage,—-- 
*« Where only honour votes---the Britifh ftage. 
“ We alk for juftice, for indulgence fue: 
Our laft belt licence muft proceed from you.” 


IMPROMPTU, 


On a Lady, wha had paffed fome time in playing 
with a very young Child. 


‘Wuy, on this leaft of little miffes, 
Did Celia watte fo many kiffes? 

uoth Love, who ftood behind and fmil’d, 
She kils’d the father in the child. 


EPIGRAM, 
On fecing twa perfons pafs by ix very different 
equipages 


Iw modern, as in ancient days, 

See what the mules have to brag on: 
"The player in his own pott-chaife ; 
‘The poet in 9 carrier’s waggon + 
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EPIGRAM, 
On a certain Lord’s paffion for a fing 7s 


Nerrna’s angel-voice delights; c 


Nerina’s devil-face afftights: 

How whimfical her Strephon’s fate, 
Condemn’d at once to like and hate! 

But be the cruel, be fhe kind, 

Love! ftrike her dumb, or make him blind. 


ASIMILEIN PRIOR, - 
APPLIED TO THE SAME PERSQM 


Dear Thomas didft thou never pop 
Thy head into a tin-man’s thup ? 
‘There, Thomas, didit thou never fee--= 1 
"Tis but by way of fimile—- 
A fquirrel {pend its little rage, 
In jumping round a rolling cage? 
Mov'd’in the orb, pleas’d with the chimes, 
‘Yhe foolifh creature thinks it climbs ; 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
it never gets two inches higher. 
So fares it with this little peer, 
So bufy and fo buftling here ; 
For ever flirting up and down, 
And fritking round his cage, the town. 
A world of nothing in his chat, 
Ot who faid this, and who did thats 
With fimiles, that never hit ; 
Vivacity, that has no wit; 
Schemes laid this hour, the next forfaken 5 
Advice oft atk’d, but never taken: 
Still whirl’d, by every rifing, whim, 
From that to this, from her to him ; 
And when he hath his circle run, + 
He ends—juit where he Grit begun. . 


ON AN AMOROUS OLD MAN. 


Srirz hovering round the fair at fixty-four, 

Unfit to love, unable to give o'er; 

A fichi-tly, that juft flutters on the wing, 

Awake to buz, but not alive to fting ; 2 
Britk where he cannot, backward where he can; — 
Lhe teazing ghoft of the departed man. 


ON I. H. ESQ. 


Tax youth had wit himfelf, and could afford 
A witty neighbour his good word. 

‘Though fcandal was his joy, he would not fweart 
An oatit had made the ladies ftare, 

Atthem he duly drefs'd, but without paffiop s 
His only miftrefs was the fathion. 

Her verfe with fancy glitter’d, cold and faint ;. 
His profe, with fenfe, correctly quaint. ~ 
‘Trifles he lov'd ; he tafted arts: 

Atonce a fribble, and aman of parts. 


A FRAGMENT. - 
es e€¢ @ 
Farr morn afcends: foft zephyr’s wing 
O'er hill and vale renews the {pring : 


Where, fown profufely, herb and flower, 
Of balmy fwell, of healing powel, 


Their fouls in fragrant dews exhale, 
And breathe freth life in every gale. 
Here, fpreads @ green expanfe of plains, 
Where, fweetly pentive, filence reigns 5 
And there; at utmoft ftretch of eye, 
A mountain fades into the fky ; 
While winding round, difftis’d and deep, 
A river rolls with founding fweep. 

Of human art no traces near, 

I feem alone with nature here! 

Here are thy walks, O facred Health t 
The monarch’s blifs, the beggar’s wealth 3 
The feafoning of all good below! 

The fovereign friend in joy ur woe !-' 
Othou, moft courted, moft defpis’d, 
And but in abfence duly priz’d ! 
Power of the foft and rofy face! 

‘The vivid pulfe, the vermil grace, 
‘The fpirits when they gayelt thine, 
Youth, beauty, pleafure, ali are thine! 
Of fun of life! whofe heavenly ray 
Lights up and cheers our various day, 
‘The turbulence of hopes and fears, 
The ftorm of fate, the cloud of years, 
Till nature, with thy parting light, 
Repofes late in death’s calm night: 
Fled from the trophy’d roofs of itate, 
Abodes of (plendid pain and hate ; 
Fied from the couch, where, in {weet fleep, 
Hot riot would his anguith feep, 

But toffes through the midnight-fhade, 
Of death, of life, alike afraid ; 

For ever fled to thady cell, 

Where temperance, where the mufes dwell ; 
‘Thou oft art feen, at early dawn, 
Slow-pacing o’er the breezy lawns 

Or on the brow of mountain high, 

In filence fealting ear and eye, 

With fong and profpect, which abound 
From birds, and woods, and waters round, 
But when the fan, with noon-tide ray, 

Flames forth intoleraule day ; 

While heat fits fervent on the plain, 
With thirft and languor in his trains 
All nature fickening in the blaze : 

Thou, in the wild and woody maze, 
That clouds the vale with uinbrage deep, 
Teupendent from the neighbouring fteep, 
Wilt find betimes a calm retreat, 

Where breathing coolnefs has her feat. 

There, plung’d amid the fhadows brown, 
Tmagination lays him down ; 

Attentive, in his airy mood, 
To every murmur of the wood : 
‘The bee in yonder flowery nook ; 

“The chidings of the headlong brook’; 

‘The green leaf hivering in the gale 3 
‘The warbling hill, the lowing vale ; 
The diftant woodman’s echoing itroke ; 
The thunder of the falling oak. 

From thought to thought in vilion led, 
He holds high converle with the dead; 
Sages. or puts. See they rife ! 

Ang thadowy tkim before his eyes. 
clark | Orpheus trikes the lyre again, 
‘That fofteus favages tp meni 


POEMS.-- - es 


Lo! Socrates, the fent of heaven, 

‘To whom its moral will was given. 
Fathers and friends of human kind, - 
They form’d the nations, or refin’d ; 
With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlightening truth, adorning art. 

While thus I mus'd beneath the thade, 
At once the founding breeze was laid: 
And nature, by the unknown law, 
Shook deep with reverential awe. 
Dumb fiience grew upon the hour ; 

A browner night involv’d the bowers 
When iffuing from the inmoft wood, 
Appear'd fair freedom’s genius good. 

O Freedom ! fovereign boon of heaven ; 
Great charter, with our being given; 

For which the patriot, and the fage, 

Have piann’d, have bled through every age? 
High privilege of human race, 

Beyond a mortal monarch’s grace: 

Who could not give, nor can reclaim, 


What but from God immediate came? 
4 aeve 


CUPID AND HYMEN: 
OR THE WEDDING-DAY. 
Tue rifing morn, ferenely ftill, 
Had brightening fpread o’er vale and hith 
Not thoie loofe beams that wanton play, 
To light the mirth of giddy May; 
Nor tuch red heats as burn the plain, 
In ardent Summer's feverith reign 
But rays, all equal, foft and fober, 
To {uit the fecond of October ; 
‘To fuit the pair, whofe wedding-day 
This fun now gilds with aasaal! ray. 
Jutt then, where vut good-natur’d Thames is 
Some four thort miles above St James’s, 
And deigns, with filver-ftreaming wave,- - 
Th’ abodes of earth-born pride to lave, 
Aloft in air two gods were foaring; 
While Patney-cits beneath lay fhoring, 
Plung’d deep in dreams of ten per cent, 
On fums to their dear country lent: e 
Two gods of no inferior fame, 
Whom ancient wits with reverence name; 
Though wifer moderns much difparage— 
I mean the gods of love and marriage. 
But Cupid firtt, his wit to thow, -" 
Affuming 2 mere modern beau, 
Whofe utmoft aim is idie mirth, 
Lovk'd---juft as coxcombs iook on earth: 
Then rais’d his chin, then cock’d his hat, 
To grace this common-place chit-chat : 
How! on the wing, by break of dawn! 
Dear brother---there he fore’d a yawWn-ve 
‘To tell men, funk in fteep profotind, 
They mutt, ere night, be gag’d and bound! 
Who, having once put on thy chain, 
‘Tis odds, may ne'er Geep found again, 
So fay the wits: but wifer folks 
Still marry, and contemn their jokes: 
They know, each better blifs is thine, 
Pure nectar, genuine trom the vine? 
nd Love’s own hand that ne@ar pours, 
Which never fails, nor ever fours = 
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Well, be it fo: yet there are fools, 
‘Who dare demur to former rules; 

‘Who laugh profanely at their betters, 
AAnd find no freedom plac’d in fetters 
But, well or ill, jog on through life 
Without that fov’reign blifs, a wife. 
Leave thefe at leat, thefe fad dogs free, 
To ftroll with Bacchus and with me 5 
And fup, in Middleiex, or Surrey, 

On coarfe cold beef, and Fanny Murray. 

‘Thus Cupid---and with fuch a leer, 
‘You would have {worn ’twas Ligonier, 
"While Hymen foberly reply'd, 

Yet with an air of confcious pride: 

Juft come from yonder wretched fcene, 
‘Where all is venal, faife, and mean, 
(Looking on London as-he {poke } 

F marvel not at thy dall joke ; 

Nor, in fuch cant, to hear thee vapour, 
"Thy quiver lin’d with South-fea paper 5 
Thine arrows feather’d, at the tail, 
With India-bonds, for hearts on fale; 


. Their other ends too, as is meet, 


‘Cipp’d with gold points from Lombard-ftreet; 
But could’it thou for a moment quit 
Thefe airs of fathionable wit, 
And re-affume thy nobler name--+ 
Took that way, where I turn my flame--+ 
He faid, and held his torch inclin’d, 
Which, pointed fo, ftill brighter fhin’d-— 
Behold yon couple, arm in arm, 
Whow I, eight years, have known to charms 
And, while they wear my willing chains, 
A god dares fwear that neither feigns. 
This morn that bound their mutual vow, 
That ble@ them firft, and bleffes now, 
They grateful hail! and, from the foul, 
With thoufands o’er both heads may roll; 
‘Till, from life’s banquet, either guett, 
Embracing, may retire to reft. 
Come then, all raillery laid afide, 
Let this their day ferenely glide: 
‘With mine thy feriousaim unite, 
And both fome’ proper guefts invite 5 
That not one minute’s running land 
May find their pleafares at a ftand. 
At this fevere and fad rebuke, 
Enough to make a coxcomb puke 5 
Poor Cupid, bluthing, fhrugg’d and winc’d, 
Not yet confenting, though convine'd + 
For ’tis your witling's greateft terror, 
Ev'n when he feels to own his error. 
Yet, with a look of arch grimace, 
He took his penitential face : 
Said, ’twas perhaps, the furer play, 
To give your grave good-fouls their way : 
"That, as true hunsour was grown Iearce, 
He chofe to fee a fober farce ; 
For, of all cattle and all fowl, 
Your folemn-looking afs and owl 
Rais’d much more mirth, he durft aver it, 
Than thofe jack-puddings, pug and parrot. 
He faid, and eaftward {pread his wing, 
From London fome few friends to bring. 
His brother too, with fober cheer, 
For the fame end did weitward tteer: 


But firft, a penfive love forlorn, 

Who three long weeping years has bortté 
His torch révers’d, and ail around, 

Where once it flam'd, with cyprefs pound/ 
Sent off, to call a neighbouring friend;~ 
On whom the mournful train attend : 

And bid bim, this one day, at leaft, 

For fuch a pair, at fuch a feat, 

Strip off the fable veil, and wear 

His once-gay look and happier air. 

But Hymen, fpeeding forward fill, 
Obferv’d * a2 man on Richmond-hill, 
Who now firft tries 2 country life 5 
Perhaps, to fit him for a wife. 
But, though net much on this he reckon'd, 
‘The pafling god look'd in and beckon'd : ~ 
He knows him rich in focial merit, ¥ 
With independent tafte and f{pirit ; 
Though he will laugh with men of whim; 
For fear fuch men fhould faugh at hiow 

But lo, already on his way, 
Tn due obfervance of the day, * 
A friend and favourite of the nine; 
Who can, but feldom cares to thine, - 
And one fole virtue would atrive at 
‘Lo keep his many virtues private, 
Who tends, well pleas’d, yet as by fealth, 
His lov’d companions eafe and health : 
Or in his gatden, barring out 
The noife of every neighbouring rout; - \ 
At penfive hour of eve and prime, : 
Marks how the various hand of time 
Now feeds and rears, now ftarves and flaughtet$, 
His vegetable fons and daughters. 

While thefe are on their way, behold! 
Dan Cupid, from his London-fold, 

Firft feeks and fends his new Lord Warden + 
Of ail the nymphs in Covent-Garden : 

Brave as the {word he wearsin fight 3 
Sincere, and briefly in the right; 

Whom never minifter or king 

Saw meanly cringing in their rings 

A fecond fee! of fpecial note, 
Plump Comus f in a colonel’s coat ; 
Whom we, this day, expect from far} 
A jolly firit-raiz man of wat; 

On whom we boldly dare repofe, -. 
To meet our friends, or meet our foes: 

Or comes a brother in his ftead ? 
Strong-body’d too, and ftrong of head: 
Who, in whatever path he goes, 

Still looks right on before his nofe; 
And holds it Jittle lefs than treafon, 
To baulk his ftomach or his reafon. 


*® A. Mitchell, Efq. Minifer at the Court of 
Pruffa. 

ca ‘he late General Skelton. He had juft then 
purchafed a Houfe in Henrietta-fireet. 

t The late Col. Garoline Scott ; who though 
extremely corpulent, was uncommonly aétive ; 
and who, to much frit, fpirit, and bravery, as aft 
officer, joined the greateft gentienefs of manners 
as a companion and friend. He died a facrifiee 
the public, in the fervice of the Eaft-India Lompa> = 
ny, at Bengal, in the year 1755. 
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“True to his miftrefs and his meat, 
He eats to love, and loves to cat. 

Lag omes 2 virgin—pray admire her! 
Cupid *im(clf attends, to (quire her : 
A welcome guels d! we much had mift her; 
For "tis our Kitty, or his fitter. ; 
But, Cupid, let no knave or fool 
Soap up this lamb, to fhear her wool; 
No teague of that unblufhing band, 
Jutt landed, or about to land ; 
‘Thieves from the womb, and train’d at nurfe, 
‘Fo tteal an heireis or a purfe, 
No icraping, faving, faucy cit, 
Sworn foe of breeding, worth, and wit; 
No halt form’d infegt of a peer, 
With neither amd nor confcience clear ; 
Who if he can, 'tis all he can co, 
Jult {pell the motto on his landau. 
From ail, from each of thefe defend her ; 
But thou and Hymen both befriend her, 
With trath, tafte, honour, in a mate, 
And much good fenfe, and fome eftate, 

But now, fuppofe th’ affembly met, 
And round the table cordial fet; 
While in fair order, to their with, 
Plain neatne(s fends up every dith, 
And Pleafure at the fide-board ftands, 
A nectar’d goblet in his hands, 
To pour libations, in due meafure, 
As realon wills when join’d with pleafuree 
Let thefe white moments all be gay, 
Without one cloud of dim allay: 
In every face let joy be feen, 
As truth fincere, as hope ferene : 
Let friendihp, Jove, and wit combine, 
To flavour both the meat and wine, ' 
With that rich relifh to each fenfe, 
Which they, and they alone, difpenfe 
Let mufic too their mirth prolong, 
With warbled air and fettive fong 
‘Then, when at eve, the ftar of lave 
Glows with foft radiance from above, 





And each companionable gueft__ 
Withdraws, replenith’d, not oppreft, 
Let each, well-pleas’d, at parting fay= 
My life be fuch a wedding-day ! 


EPIGRAM: 
WRITTEN AT TUNBRIDGE WELLS, M,DCC,EXs 


Wuen Churchill led his legions on, 
Succels ftill follow’d where he flune. 
And are thofe triumphs, with the dead, 
All from his houfe, for ever tied ? 

Not fo: by fofter furer arms, 

‘They yet furvive in beauty’s charms ; 
For, look on blooming Pembruke’s face, 
Even now he triumphs in his race. _ 


AN ODE IN THE MASQUE OF ALFRED: : 


Sung by a Shepherdefs who has loft her lover iw 
the wars. : 


A yours, adorm’d with every art, 

‘To warm and win the coldeft heart, 
In fecret mine poflett. 

The morning bud that faireft blows, 

The vernal oak that ftraightelt grows, 
His face and fhape expreit. 


In moving founds he told his tale, 
Soft as the fighings of the gale, 
‘Chat wakes the flowery year. 
What wonder he could charm with eafé, 
Whom happy nature taught to pleafe, 
Whom honour made fincere. 


At morn he left me—fought—and fell! 
The fatal evening heard his knell, 
And faw the tears I thed: 
Tears that mut ever, ever fall ; 
For ab! no fighs the paft recall, 
No cries awake the dead ! 





THE EXCURSION; A POEM. 


= ; IN TWO CANTOS. 








CONTENTS. 


CANTO I, “ 


‘nvocatrox, addrefled to Fancy. Subject propofed; a fhort excurfive furvey of the Barth and 
Heavens. The poem opens with a deicription of the face of Nature in the different {cenes of morne 
ing, fun-rife, noon, with a thunder-ftorm, evening, night, and a particular night-piece, with the 


character of a friend deceafed. 


‘With the return of morning Fancy continues her excurfion, firft northward—-A view of the ar@tic 
continent and the deferts of Tartary—From thence fouthward: a genera! profped of the globe, fol 
lowed by another of the mid-land part of Europe, fuppofé Italy. A city there upon the point of 
“being fwallowed up by an earthquake; figns that ufher it in: deferibed in its caufes and effects at 
length<-Eruption of a burning mountain, happening at the same time and from the fame caufes, 


Lkewile defcribied. 
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CANTO Il. 
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Conrarns, dn the fame plan, a furvey of the folar fyftem, and of the fixed ftars. 

‘This poem is among the author's earlieft performances. Whether the writing may, in fome ¢grce, 
atone for the irregularity of the compofition, which he confefles, and docs not even attGimpt te 
excufe, is fubmitted entirely to the candour of the reader. = : 


CANTO I, 


Companton of the mufe, creative power, . 
Imagination! at whofe great command 

Arife uonumber’d images of things, 

"Thy hourly offspring: thou, who canft at will 
People with air-born fhapes the filent wood, 
‘And folitary vale, thy own domain, 

‘Where contemplation haunts; oh come, invok'd, 

‘To waft me on thy many-tinétur’d wing, 

O’er earth’s extended fpace: and thence, on high, 
Spread to fuperior worlds thy bolder flight, 
Excurfive, unconfin’d. Hence from the haunts 
Of vice and folly, vanity and man— 

+ ‘To yon expanfe of plains, where truth delights, 
Simple of heart; and hand in hand with her, 
Where blamelefs virtue walks. Now parting 
Parent of beauty and of fong, has left fpring, 
His mantle, flower-embroider’d on the ground. 
While furamer laughing comes, and bids the 

, months 

Crown his prime feafon with their choiceft ftores; 
Freth rofes opening to the folar ray, 
And fruits flow-fwelling on the loaded hough. 

Here let me frequent roam, preventing morn, 
Attentive to the cock, whofe early throat, 
Heard from the diftant village in the vale, 
Crows cheerly out, far founding through the 

gloom, [fky, 

Night hears from where, wide-hovering in mid- 
She rules the fable hour: and calls her train 
Of vifionary fears; the throuded ghoft, 
"The dream diftrefsful, and th’ encumbent hag, 
‘That rife to fancy’s eye in horrid forms, 
While reafon flumbering lies. At once they fly, 
As thadows pafs, nor is their path beheld. 

And now, pale-glimmering on the. verge of 

heaven, 

From eait to north in double twilight feen, 
A whitening lufire fhoots its tender beam; 
While thade aud filence yet involve the ball. 
Now facred morn, afcendiag, {miles ferene 
A dewy radiance, brightening o'er the world. 
Gay dauyhter of the air, for ever young, 
For ever pleafing! lo, the onward comes, 

In fluid gold and azure loofe-array’d, 
Sun-tinétur’d, changeful hues. At her approach, 
"The weftern gray of yonder breaking clouds 
Slow-reddens into flame: the rifing mifts, 

From off the mountain’s brow, roll blue away 

In curling fpires 5 and open all his woods, 

High waving in the fky: th’ uncolour’d ftream, 
Beneath her glowing ray tranflucent fhines. 

Glad nature feels her through her bonndlefs realms 
Of life and fenfe: and calls forth all her {weets, 
Fragrance and fong. Froni each unfolding flower 

‘Tranfpires the balm of life, that zephyr watts, 
Delicious, on his rofy wing: each bird, 

Or high inair, or fecret in the fhade, 

Rejoicing warbles wild his matin hymn. 

While beats of chafe, by fecret inftind mov'd, 


Scud o’er the lawns, and plunging into night, 

In brake, or cavern, Minster onthe day. ° 
Invited by the cheerful morn abroad, 

See, from his humble roof, the good man comes 

To tafte her frefhnefs, and improve her rife 

In holy mufing. Rapture in his eye, 

And kneeling wonder fpeak his filent foul, 

With gratitude o’erflowing, and with praifef 
Now induftry is up. ‘The village pours 

Her ufeful fons abroad to various foil 

The labourer here, with every inftrument 

Of future plenty arm’d; and there the fwain, 

A rural king amid his fubject-flocks, 

Whofe bleatings wake the vocal hills afar. 

The traveller too, purfues his early road, 

Among the dews of morn. Aurora calls: 

And all the living landfcape moves around. 
But fee, the fluih'd horizon flames intenfe 

With vivid red, in rich profofion ftream’d 

Over nearens pure arch. At once the clouds af= 

ume 

Their gayeft liveries; thefe with filvery beams 

Fring’d Jovely, folendid thofe in liquid gold: 

And ‘pk hee fovercign’s late. He comes, bew 

0 


Fountain of light and colour, warmth and life ! 
The king of glory! round his liead divine, 
Diffufive fhowers of radiance circling flow, 

As o’er the Indian wave up-rifing fair 

He looks abroad on nature, and invetts, 
Where-e’er his univerful eye furveys, 

Her ample bofom, earth, air, fea, and fky, 

In one bright robe, with heavenly tinctures gay. 


From this hoare hill, that climbs above she 
plain, : {woods 
Half-way up heaven ambitious, brown with 


Of broadeft thade, and terrafs’d round with walks, 
Winding and wild, that deep embowering rife, 
Maze above maze, through all its thelter'd heights 
From hence, th’ aéreal concave without cloud, 
Tranflucent, and in pureft azure dreft ; 
The boundlefs fcene beneath, hill, dale, and plaim 
‘The precipice abrupt; the diftant deep, 
Whote fhores remurmur to the founding furge; 
‘The nearcft foreft in wide circuit {pread, 
Solemn recefs, whofe folitary walks, 
Fair trath and wifdom love; the bordering lawn 
With flocks and herds enrich’d; the daify’d vale 
‘The river’s cryftal, and the meadows green— 
Grateful diverfity! allure the eye 
Abroad, to rove amid ten thoufand charms. 
Thefe fcenes, where every virtue, every mufé 
Delighted range, ferene the foul, and lift, 
Borne on devotion’s wing, beyond the pole, ~~ 
‘fo higheft heaven her thought; to nature's God, 
Firft fource of all things lovely, al! things good, 
Eternal, infinite! before whofe throne " 
Sits fovereign bounty, and through heaven and: 
Carelefs diffotes plenitude of blifs : (earah, 
Him all things own: he fpeaks, and it is day,” 


THE EXCURSION: 


’ Obedient fo his nod, alternate night 
Obfcures the world. The feafuns at his call 
_ Sucaged in train, and lead t raround, 
















Worle reefon thus and rapture fill the heart ; 
Friends of kind, good angels, hovering near, 






‘Their holy influence, deep-infufing, lend 
And in fill whifpers, foft as zephyr's breath 
When fcarce the green Jeaf trembles, through her 
powers 

Infpire new vigour, purer light fepp!y, 
“And kindle every virtue into flame. 

Celeflial intercourfe! fuperior blifs, {foul, 
Which vice ne’er knew! health of th’ enliven’d 
And heaven on earth hegnn ! Thus ever fix'd 

In folitude, may 1, obfeurely fife, 

Deccive mankind, and fteal through life along, 
As flides the foat of time, unmark'’d, unknown! 

Exalted to his noon the fervent fun, 
Full-blazing o'er the blue immenfe, barns out 
With fierce effulgence. Now th’ embowering 
maze 7 

Of vale fequeiter’d, or the fir-crown'd fide 

Of airy mountzin, whence with lucid lapte 

Palls many a dew-fed fream, invites che Rep 

Of mufing poet, und fecures repofe 

‘To weary pilgrim. In the flood of day, 
Opprefiive brightnefs delnging the world, 

Sick nature pants: and from the cleaving earth 
Light vapours, unduluting through the air, 
Contagious fly, engendering dire difcafe, 

Rel plague, and fevers or, in fogs uloft 
Condenfing, fhow a ruffling tempeft nigh, 

And fee, exhaling from th’ Atlantic farge, 

Wild wortd of waters, diftant clouds afcend 

In vapoury confluence, deepening cloud on cloud: 
Then rolling dusk along to eat and north, 

As the blatt bears them on his humid wing, 

Draw total night and tempeft o'er the noon ! 

Lo, bird and beaft, inprefs’d by nature's hand 

In homeward warnings through each feeling 
PS nerve, - 
Hafte from the hour of terror and of ftorm. 

‘The thunder now, from forth his cloudy thrine, 
Amid confi@ing clements, where dread 

And death attend, the fervanes of nod, 

Firfl, in deaf murmers, founds the deen alarm, 
Heard from afar, awakening awful thought. 
Dnmb fadnefs fills this nether world: the gloom 
With double blacknefs Jours; the tempeit fwells, 
And expectation Shakes the heart of man. 

+ When yonder clouds in dufky depth extend 
Broad o’er the fouth; fermenting in their womb, 
Pregnant with fate, the fiery tempett fvells, 
Sulphureogs fteam and nitrous, late exhaPd 
From mine of unéuous : and lo, at once, 
rted in flant ftream, the ruddy Aah, 
ancing, {preads a moment’s horrid day. 
ain it flames expanfive ; sheets the fky, 
Wide aud mare wide, with mournful ight around, 
On all fides burning; now the face of things 
Difelefing 5 fwallowed now in tenfold night. 
‘Again the thunder’s voice, with pexling roar, 
Yrom cloud to clotd continudns roll’d along, 
hartts! Air, fea, « 
Horror fits Sndderineg in t a 
And feels the deathful flahh before it flies: 
ach fleeping fin, excited, farts to view 3 
And allisitonm within, ‘The murderer, pale 

Vou, IX. : 
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bry 
With confcious guilt, thovgh hid in deep2ft fhade, 
Ticars and flies wild, purftted by all his fearg: 
‘And fces the ‘bleeding thadow of the flain 
Rife hideous, glaring on him through the gloom! 
Hark! through th’ aerial vault, the ftorm in- 
flam’d : e 
Comes nearer, hoarfely loud, abrunt and fierce, 
Peal harl!'d on peal inceffant, burft on burit : 
"Yorn from its bat, as if the general frame 
into chaos—There it fell, 
, in red diffufon fifitd. 
on marks its path, yon riven oak 
Is hid in fmoulde fires: furpris’d beneath, 
‘The traveller ill-omen’d proftrate falls, 
A livid corfe. Yon cottage flames to heaven: 
And in its fartheft cell, to which the hour, 
je, had {ped their fleps, behold ! 
The parent breachlef lies; her orphan-babes 
Shuddering and fpeechlefs round—O Power di- 
vine! rar 
Whofe will, unerring, points the bolt of fate! 
‘Thy hand, though terrible, fhall man decide 
If punithment, or mercy, dealt the blo ?. 
Appeas' at lait, the tunmalt of the fries 
Subfides, the thunder’s falling roar is hufh’d: 
At oftce the clouds fly feattering, and the fun 
Breaks out with boundicfs fplendour o'er the - 
world, . 
Parent of light and joy! to all things he 
New life reQores, and from each drooping field 
Draws the redandant rain, in climbing mits 
rifing to his ray; till every fower 
Lift up its head, and nature fimiles reviv'd, 
At fief ’tis awful filence over all, 
From fenfe of late-felt danger; till confirm’d, 
Yn gratetul chorus mixing, beafl and bird 
Rejoice alond to heaven: on either hand, 
"The woodlands warbic, and the valleys low. 
So pafs the fongful hours: and now the fun, 
Declin’d, hangs verging on the weftern main, 
Whole fluctuating bofom, blufhing red, 
The fpace of many feas beneath his eye, 
Heaves in foft fivellings murmuring to the fhore, 
A circling glory glows around his dif 
Of miider beams: part, ftreaming o'er the tky, 
Inflame the diftant azure: part below 
In level lines {hoot through the waving wood, 
Clad half in Fight, and half in pleafing fhade, 
That lengthens o'er the lawn, Yon evening 
Lucid or dafe, with flamy purple edg’d, [clouds, 
Float in gay pomp the blue horizon round, ~ 
Amufive, changetvl, fhifting into fhapes 
vifiouary beauty, antique towers 
With thudowy domes and pinnacles adorn’ 
Or hills of white extent, that rife and fink 
As fportful f i Mate, the fun ; 
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Mulfing, in fober mood, of time and life, 
. That fly with unreturning wing away 
‘To that dark world, untravell'd and unknown, 
Eternity! through defert ways 1 walle; 
Or to the cyprefs-grove, at twilight fhun’d : 
By pafling fwains. “The chil! breeze murmurs low, 
And the boughs ruftle round me where | ftand, 
‘With fancy all-arous’d.—Far on the left, 
Shoots up a fhapelefs rock of dufky bright, 
‘The raven’s haunt: and down its woody fteep 
“A dafhing flood in headlong torrent hurls 
His founding waters; white on every cliff 
Hangs the light foam, and Sparkles through the 
Behind me rifes huge a reverend pile (gloom. 
Sole on his blafted heath, a place of romhs, 
Watte, defolate. where ruin dreary dwells. 
Brooding o’er fightlefs fkulls, and crumbling 
bones, 
Ghattful he fits, and eyes with ftedfait glare. 
(Sad trophies of his power, where ivy twines 
Its fatal grcert around) the failing roof, 
The time-fhook arch, the coluinn gray with mofs, 
The leaning wall, the feulptur’d ftone defac’d, 
Whole monumental flattery, mix’d with duft, 
Now hides the,name it vainly meant to raife. 
All is dread filencehere, aud undifturb’d, 
Save what the wind fighs, and the wailing owl 
Screams folitary to the mournful moon, 
Climmering her weftern ray through yonder ifle, 
Where the iad fpirit walks with shadowy foot 
His wonted round, or lingers o’er his grave. 
Hail, midnight-thades! hail, venerable dome! 
* By age more venerable; facred fhore, 
cyond time’s troxbled fea, where never wave, 
‘Where never wind of paflion, or of guilt, 
Of fuffering or of furrow, fhall invade 
The calm found night of thofe who rei below. 
‘The weary are at peace:.the {mall and great, 
Life’s voyage ended, meet and mingle here. 
Heré fleeps the prifouer fafe, nor feels his chain, 
Nor hears th! oppreffor’s voice. The poor and old, 
‘With all the fons of mourning, fearlefs now 
Of want or woe, find unalarm’d repofe. 
Proud greatnefs, too, the tyranny of power, 
The grace of beaut 7, and the force of youth, 
And name and place, are here—for ever loft! 
But, at near diftance, on the mouldering wall 
Behold a monument, with emblem grac'd, 
And fair infeription: with head declin’d, 
And folded arms, the virtues weeping round 
Lean o'er a beauteous youth who dies below. 
Thyrfis—'tis he! the wiieft and the bet ! 
Lamttated fhade! whom every gift of heaven 
Profaiely ble: all learning was his own. 
Pleafing his fpeech, by nature taught to flow, 
Perfnative fenfe and strong, fincere and clear. 
H 's greatly plain; a noble arace, 
seyond the rvach of mitaic art, 
Adorn'd hira: his calm temper winning mild ; 
Nor pity fofter, nor was trath more bright. 
Conftznt in doing well, he neither fought 
Nor thunn’d applaufe.' No beihful merit figh’d 
Near him negleéted: fympathizing he : 
Wip’d off the tear from forrow’'s clouded eye 
With kindly hand, and taught her heart to fmile. 
"Tis morning : and the fun, his welcome light, 
Swift, fram d dark n’s orient ftream, 
Cafts through the air, renewing natere’s face 
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With heaven-born beauty. Over her ample breatk 
O'er fea and fhore, light fancy fpeeds along, .. 
Quick as the darted beam, from pule to pok., 
Excurfive traveller. Now beneath the north, 
Alone with winter in his inmoft realm7 
Region of horrors! Here, amid the roar 
Of winds and waves, the drifted turbulence 
Of hail-mix’d fnows, refides th’ ungenial power, 
For ever filent, fhivering, and forlorn! 
from Zembla’s cliffs on to the ftraits farmie’d 
Of Anian eattward, where both worlds oppofe 
Their fhores contiguous, lies the polar fea, 
One glittering waite of ice, and on the mern 
Cafts cold a cheerlefs light. Lo, hills of fhow, « 
Hill behind hill, and Alp on Alp afeend, 
Pil'd up from eldeft age, and to the fun 
Impenetrable; rifing Fou afar 
In mifty profpect dim, as if on air 
Each floating hill, an azure range of clouds. 
Yet here, ev'n herc, in this difaftrous clime, 
Horrid and harbourlefs, where ail lize dies, 
Adventurous mortals, ure’d hy thirt of gain, 
Through floating ifles of ice, and fighting ftorms, 
Roam the wild waves, in fearch of doubtful fhores, 
By welt or eat; a path yet unexplor'd, 

Hence eaftward to the ‘Tartar’s crnel‘coat, 
By utmoft ocean wath’d, on whofe lat wave 
The blue ficy leans her breaft, di‘Tus'd immenfe 
In folitary length the defert lies, : ‘ 
Where defolation keeps his empty court. 
No bloom of prin » o'er all the thirfty vaft, 
Nor fpiry grafs is found ; but fands initead 
In fteril hills, and rough rocks rifing gray. 

A land of fears! where vifionary forms, 
Of griclly fpe@res, from air, flood, and Sre, 
Swarm : and before them fpgechlefs horror ftalks t 
Here, night by night, beneath the Aurlefs dufk, 
‘The fecret hag. and forcerer unbleft 
‘Their Sabbath hold, and potent fpells compofe, 
Spoils of the violated grave: and now, 
Late, at the hour that fevers night from morn, 
When flecp has filenc’d every thought of man, 
They to their revels fall, infernal throng! 
And as they mix in circling dance, or turn 
To the four winds of heavens with haggard gazes 
Shot ftreaming from the bofom of the north, : 
Opening the hollow gloons, red meteors blaze, 
‘fo lend them light, and diftant thunders roll, 
Heard in low murmurs through the lowering tky. 

From thefe fad fcencs, the wutte abodes of death, 
With devions wing, to fairer climes remote i 
Southward I flray ; where Caucafus in view, 
Bulwark of nations, in broad eminence 
Upheaves from réalm to realm a hundred hills, 
On from the Cafpian to the Euxine ftretch’d, - 
Pale.glittering with cternal fiows to heaven. |, 
From this chill ftcep, which midnight’s higheft 

fhades . [woods, 

Scarce climb to darken, rovgh with murmuring 
Imagination travels with quick eye 
Unbounded o’er the globe, and wondering views 
Her rolling feas and intermingled ifles ; . 
Her mighty continents out-ftretch’d immenfe, 
Where Europe, Afia, Afric, of old fame, 
‘Their regions numbcrlefs extend: and where 
To fartheft point of weft, Columbus late, 











- Through rntry’d oceans borne to fhores unknown, 


Moor’d his frit kect advent 





us, and bebgid” 


THE EXCURSION. ~ 


\A new, a lair, a fertile world arife! 
Batnearer fcenes of happy rural view, 
Gre*n dale, and level dawn, and bleomy hill, 
The Mufe’s walk, on which the fun’s bright eye 
Propitious looks, invite her willing ep. 
Here fee, around me fmiling, myrtle groves, 
"And mountains crown’d with aromatic woods 
Of vegetable gold, with vales amidit, 
Lavith of flowers and fragrance; where foft 
Lord of the year, indulges to each field [{pring, 
The fanning breeze, live fpring, and fheltering 


Tove. 
In hele bleft plains, a {pacious city fpreads 
Its round extent magnificent, and feems 
‘The feat of empire. Dazzling in the tky, 
‘With far-feen blaze her towery ftructurcs fhine, 
Elaborate works of art! each opening gate 
Sends forth its thoufands: peace and plenty 
Environ her, In each frequented {choot [round 
Learning exalts his head: and commerce pours 
Into her arms a thoufand foreign realms. 
How fair and fortunate! how worthy all 
Of lafting blifs fecure! Yet all mutt fail, [found. 
Q’erturn'd and Joft—nor thal! their place be 
A fullen calm unvfual, dark and dead, 
Arifes inaufpicious o'er the heavens, 
‘The beamlefs fun looks wan; a fighing cold 
‘Winters the fhadowed air; the birds on high, 
Shrieking, give fign of fearful change at hand : 
And now, within the’ bofom of the glohe, 
Where fulphur tlor’d, and nitre peaceful flept, 
For ages, in their fubterranean bed, {ftreams, 
Ferments th’ approaching tempeft. Vapoury 
Inflammable, perhaps by winds fubiim’d, 
Their deadly breath apply. Th’ enkindied mafs, 
Mine fir'd by mine in train, with boundlefs rage, 
With horror unconceiv'd, difploded burfts 
Its central prifon—Shook. from fhere to fhore, 
Recls the broad continent with all its load, 
Hills, forefts, cities. ‘Che lone defert quakes: ° 
cHer favage fons howl to the thunder’s groan, 
And lightning’s ruddy glare: while from beneath, 
Deaf diftant roarings, through the wide profound, 
Rueful are heard, as when deipair complains, 
Gather'd in air, o’er that proud capital, 
Frowns an involving cloud of gloomy depth, 
Cafting dun night and terror o’er the heads 
Of her mhabitants. Aghaft chey fand, 
Sad-gazing on the mournful flcies around ; 
A moment's dreadful filence! Then loud fereams 
And cager fupplications rend the fkics. 
Lo, crowds on crowds, in hurry’d ftream along, 
From ftreet to fireet, from gate to gate roll'd on, 
"This, that way burft in waves, by horror wing’d 
‘To diftant hill or cave: while half the globe, 
Hier frame convulfive rocking to and fro, 
‘Trembles with fecond agony. U vid 
furges, her vext furface rolls a fea, 
Ruin enfues: towers, temples, palaces, 
Flung from their deep foundations, roof on roof 
Cruth’d horrible, and pile on pile o’erturn'd, 
“Fall total—In that univerfal groan, 
Sounding to heaven, expir’d a thoufind lives, 
O'erwhelin’d at once, one undiftingsifh’d wreck! 
. Sight full of fate! up from the contre torn, 
‘The ground yawns horrible a hundred mouths, 
Flafhing pale flames—down through the gulfs 
profound, 
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Screaming, whole crawds of every age and rank, 
With hands to heaven rais’d high imploring aid, 
Prone to th’abyfs defeend ; and o’er their heads 
Earth fhuts her ponderous jaws. Part. loft in night 
Return no more: part on the wafting wave, ~ 
Borne through the darknefs of th’ infernal world, 
Far diftant rife, emerging with the flood ; 

Pale as afeending gholts caft back to day, 

A thuddering band! Difra@tion in cach eye 
Stares wildly motionlefs: they pant, they catch. 
A gulp of air, and grafp with dying aim . 
‘The wreck that drives along, to gain from fate, 
Short interval! a moment's doubtful life. 

For now eartit’s folid fphere afunder rent 

With final diffolution, the huge mafs 

Pails andermin’d—down, down th’ extenfive feat 
Of this fair city, down her buildings fink! 

Sinks the full pride her ample walls enclos'd, 

In one wild havoc crath’d, with burft beyond ‘ « 
Heaven’s loudzft thunder! Uproar unconceiy’d! 
nage of nature’s general frame deftroy'd! « 

Tow greatly terrible, how dark and deep 
The purpofes of Heaven! At once o'erthrown, 
White age and youth, the guilty and the jutt, 

O, feemmgly fevere! promiscuous fall. 
Reafon, whofe daring eye in vain explores 
The fearful providence, confus’d, fubdu'd ’ 
Yo filence and amazement, with due praife 
Acknowledges th’ Almighty, and adores 
His will unerring, wifeit, jufleft, bef! 

‘The country mourns around with alter’d look. 
Ficlds, where but late the many-colour’d fpring 
Sat gaily dreft, amid the vernal breath 
Of rofes, and the fong of nightingales, . 
Soft-warbled, filent languifh now and die. 
Rivers ingnlf’d their ample channels leave 
A fandy tract ; and goodly mountains, hurl’d 
In whirlwind from their feat, obftruct the plain 
With rough encumbrance 3 or through depths of 

earth 
Fall ruinous, with all their woods immers’d. 

Sulphurcous damps of dark and deadly power, 
Steam'd frum th’ abyls, fly fecret over-hcad, 
Wounding the healthful air; whence foul difeafe, 
Murrain and rot, in tainted herds and flocks: 

In man fore ficknefs, and the lamp of life 
Dimm’d and diminifh’d; or more fatal ili 

Of mind, unfettling reafon overturn’d.. 

Here intoemadnefs work’d, and boiling o'er 
Outrageons fancies, like the troubled fea 
Foanting out mud and filth: here downward funk 
| Vo folly, and in idly mufing wrapt; 

Now chafing with fond aim the flying cloud : 
Now numbering up the drops of falling rain. 

Awhile the Bery {pirit in its cell 
Infidious flumbers, 11] fome chance unknown, 
Perhaps fome racky fragment from the roof 
Detach'd, and roll’d with rough collufion down 
Its echoing vault, ftrikes out the fatal fpark 
‘Phat blows it into rage. , Shakes earth again, 
Wide through her cntraiis torn. ‘To all fides 

fi e j 





























bear downward on the central deep, 

¢ fource, whence ocean fills [globe, 

His numerous feds, and pours them round the 

iquid orb, through all its dark expanfe, . 
tion boils; and burfting way 

igh th’ unfounded bottoms of tl: main. 
. Xxij d 








Goh i THE WORKS OF MALLET: 


Simplicity divine ! by this fule rule, 

‘The Maker’s great eftablifiment, thefe worlds 
Revolve harmonious, world attracting work 
With mutual love, and to their central fun 
All gravitating : now with quicken’d pace 
Defcending tow’rd the primal orb, and now 
Receding flow, excurfive from his bounds. © 
This foring of motion, this hid power infus'd 
Through univerfal nature, fir was known 







To thee, great Newton! Britain's juteit pride, 
The boatt of human race; whole towering 


“ thought, 
In her amazing progrefs unconin’d, 


From trash to trath afcending, gain’d the height 


Of fcience, whither mankind from afar 

Gaze up altonid’d, Now beyond that height, 
By death from trail moftality fet free, 

A pure intelligence, he wings his way | 


‘Through wondrousicenes, new-pew'd in the trorld 


Thvifible, amid the general quire 

Of faints and angeis, rapt with joy divine, 

Which fills, o’erflows, and ravithes the toul ! 

His mind’s clear vifion from all darkne(s purg'd, 
+ For God himfelf thines forth immediate there, 


‘Through thofe eternal climes, the frame of things, 


Tn its ideal harmony, to him 
Stands all reveal’d»-— 

“ But how fhall mortal wing 
Attempt this bhie profundity of heaven, 
Unfathomable, endlefs of extent ! 

Where unknown funs to unknown fyftems rife, 


Whofe numbers who fal telt ? ftupenduous hott ! 


Tn flaming millions through the vacant hung, 
Sun beyond fun, and world to world unfeen, 
Meafurelefs diftance, unconceiv'd by thought ! 
Awful their order; each the central fire 
Of his farrounding ftars, whofe whirling {peed, 
Sulemn and filent, through the pathlefs void, 
Nor change, nor error knows. 
By reafon, bold adventurer; unexplord, 

© Inftrudted can declare! What fearch (hall find 
‘Their times and featons } their appoiated laws, 
Peculiar! their inhabitants of life, 
Aud of intelligence, from feale to {cale 
Harmonious rifing and in fix’d degree ; 
Numberlefs orders, ‘each relembling each, 


Yet all diverfe t+-Tremendous depth and height 
OF wifdom and of power, that this great whole 


Fram'd inexpreffible, and ail prelerves, 

An infinite of wonders !..-Thou, fupreme, 
Firk, Independent Caufe, whole prefence fills 
Nature’s vatt circle, and whefe pleafure moves, 
Father of human kind! the Mule’s wing 


Suftaining guide, while to the heights of heaven, 


Roaming th’ interminable vat of ipace, 
She rifes, tracing thy almighty hand 
In its dread operations, Where is now 


The feat of mankind, earth? where her great fcenes 


Of wars and triumphs? empires fam'd of old, 
Affyrian,®Roman ? or of later name, 
Peruvian, Mexican, in that new world, 
Beyond the wide Atlantic, late difclus'd ? 


Where istheir place ?--Let proud Ambition paufe, 


And ficken at the vanity thet prompts 


His littie deeds---With earth, thole nearer orbs, 


Surrommding planets, late fo glorious feen, 
<’nd each a world, are now for fight too fmall ; 





But, their ways, 


Are almoft loft to thought. The fun himteif, : 
Ocean of flame, but twinkles from afar,, 
A glimmering ftar amid the train of night ! 
While in thefe deep abyffes of the fy, 
Spaces incomprehenfible, new funs, r 
Crown’d with anbortow’d beams, i!luftrious fhine ; 
Arcturus here, and here the Pleiades, ~ 
Amid the northern hoft: nor with lefs fate, 
At jumlefs diftance, huge Orion's orbs, 
Each in his {phere refulgent, and the noon 
Of Syrius, burning through the fouth of heaven. 
Myriads beyond, with blended rays, inflame 
The milky way, whofe ftream of vivid light, 
Pour’d from innumerable fountains round, 
Flows trembling, wave on wave, from fun to fan, 
And whitens the long path to heaven’s extreme: 
Diftinguith'd tra@ ! But as with upward flight, 
Soaring, I gain th’ immenfurable fteep, 
Contiguous flars, in bright profufion fown 
Through thefe wide fields, all broaden into furs, © 
Amazing, fever’d each by gulfs of air, 
In circuit ample as the {Glar heavens. 2 
From this dread eminence, where endlefs day, * 
Day without cloud abides, alone and filP’'d 7 
With boly horror, trembling I furve : 
Now downward through the univerfal {phere 
Already patt; now up to the heights untry'd, 
And of th’ enlarging profpect find no bound ! 
About me on each hand new wonders rife 
Th long fucceffion ; here pure fcenes of light, 
Dazzling the view ; here namelefs worlds afar,- 
Yet undifcover'd : there a dying fun, 
Grown dim with age, whofe orb of flame extinety 
Incredible to tell! thick, vapoury mitts, 
From every fhore exhaling, mix obfcure 
Innumerable clouds, difpreading flow, ie 
And deepening thade on thade; till the faint 
lube, 
Mourotul of afpe, calls in all his beams. - 
Millions of lives, that live but in his light, 
With horror fee, from di(tant fpheres around, 
‘The fource of day expire,’and all his worlds 
At once involv’d in everlafting night ! 
Such this dread revolution : heaven itfelf, 
Subject to change, fo feels the wate of years, 
So this cerulian round, the work divine 
Of God’s own hand, fhall fade ; and empty night 
Reign folitary, where thefe flars now roll : 
From weit to eaft their periods: where the train 
Of comets wander their eccentric ways, 
With infinite excurfion, through th’ immenfe 
Of ether, traverfing from tky to tky 
Ten thoufand regions in their winding road, 
Whole length tu trace imagination fails! 
Various their paths ; without refiitance all 
Through thefe free {paces horne: of various face z 
Enkindied this with beams of angry light, 
Shot circling from its orb in fanguine fhowers : 
That, through the thade of night, projecting huge: 
In horrid trail, a fpire of dutky fame, : 
Embody’d mifts and vapours, whofe fir'd mafs 
Keen vibrates, ftreaming a red length of air. 
While diftent orbs with wonder and amaze, 7 
Mark ituasproach, and night by night alarm'd 
Its dreaded progrefs watch, as of afoe 2 
Whofe march is ever fatal; in whofe train 
Famine, and war, and defolating plague, 
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Fach off his pale horfe rides; the minifters 
. Of angry heaven, to fcourge offending worlds t 
But lo! ‘where one, from fome far world fe- 
\S turnid, : 
Shine out with fudden glare through yonder fky, 
Region of darknefs, where a fun’s loft globe, 
Deep overwrhelin’d with night, egtinguith’'d lies. 
By tome hid power attracted from his path, 
Fearful commotion ! into that duik tract, 
The devious comet, fteep defcending, fal!s 
With all his flames, rekindling into life 
‘Th’ exhaufted orb: and {wilt a flood of light 
Breaks forth diflufive through the gloom, and 
{preads 
In orient ftreams to his fair train afar 
Of moving fires, from night’s dominion won, 
And wondering at the morn’s unhop’d return. 
In fill amazement loft, th’ awaken’d mind 
Contemplates this great view, a fun reftor’d 

+ With all his worlds! while thus at large her flight 
Ranges thefe untrac’d fcenes, progreffive borne 
Far through ethereat ground, the boundlefs walk 
Of fpirits, daily travellers from heaven ; 

" Who paf@the myltic guif to journey here, 
Searching th’ Almighty maker in his works 
Y'rom worlds to worlds, and, in triumphant quire 
Of voice and harp, extolling his high praife. 

Immortal natures! cloth’d with brightnefs 

round, 

Empyreal, from the foutce of light effus'd, 
More orient than the noon-day’s ftainlefs beam. 
‘Their will unerring; their aflections pure, 
And glowing fervent warmth of love divine, 
Whofe object God alone : for all things elfe, _ 
Created beauty, and created good, 
Glufive all, can charm the foul no more. 
Sublime their intellect, and without fpoty 
Enlarg’d to draw truth’s endlefs profpect in, 
Ineffable, eternity and time ; 
The train of beings, all by gradual fcale 
Defcending, fumteis orders and degrees ; 
oh’ unfounded depth, which mortals dare not try, 
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Of God’s perfections; how thefe heavens. rf, 
fprung < K 
From unprolific night; how mov’d and rul'd 
In number, weight and meafure; what hid laws 
Inexplicable, guide the moral world. . 
AGive as flame, with prompt obedience all 
The will of heaven fulfil: fome his fierce wrath 
Bear through the nations, peftilence, and war: 
His copious goodnefs fome, life, light, and blifs, 
To thoufands. Some the fate of empires rule, 
Commiffion’d, theltering with their guardian wings 
‘The pious monarch, and the legal throne. 
Nor is the fovereign nor th’ illuftrious great, 
Alone their care. To every leffening rank 
Of worth propiticus, thefe bleft minds embrace 
With univerfal love, the jutt and good, 
Wherever found ; unpriz’d, perhaps unknown, 
Depreft by fortune, and with hate purlued, 
Or infult from the proud oppreffor’s brow. 
Yet dear.to heaven, and meriting the watch 
OF angels o’er his unambitious walk, 
At morn or eve, when nature’s faireft face, 
Calmly magnificent, infpires the foul 
With virtuous raptures, prompting to forfake 
The fin-born vanities, and low purtuits, 
That bufy human kind ; to view their ways 
With pity; to repay, for numerous wrongs, 
Meeknels and charity. Or, rais’d aloft, 
Fir'd with ethereal ardour, to furvey : 
‘The circuit of creation, alf thefe funs 2 
With au their worlds: and ftill from height to 
height, ss # 
By things created rifing, laft afcend . 
‘To that firft caule, who made, who governs al}, 
Fountain of being, felf-eziftent power, 
All-wife, all-good, whe from eternal age 
Endures, and fills th’ immenfity of fpace 
That infinite diffufion, where the mind 
Conceives no limits; undiftinguith’d void, 
Invariable, where no land- 
No paths to guide imagina 

















AMYNTOR AND THEODORA: 
OR, 
THE HERMIT. 


ADDRESSED TO THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, 


. 


PREFA€ &£. é 


Tut following poemn was ofiginally intended’ for 
_ the dage, and planned out, feveral years ago, in- 
toa régular tragedy. But the author found it 
neceflary to change his firft defign, and to give 
his work the form it now appears in; for reafons 
with which it might be impertinent to trouble 
* the public: thoagh, to a mam who thinks and 


feels in a certain manner, thofe reafons were in: 
viacibly ftrong. : 

As the fcene of the piece is laid in the moft re~ 
mote and unfrequented of all the Hebrides, or 
weitern ifles that {urround one part of Great Bri+ 
tain; it may not be improper to inform the read~ 
er, that he will find a particular account of it, ia 

Kx ity 


65 THE WORKS 


4 Uttle treatife publithed near half a century ago, 
under the title of a voyage to St. Kilda. The 
author, who had himtelf been vpon the fpor, de- 
ftibes at length the fituation, extent, and pro- 
duce of that tolitary ifland; fhetches out the na- 
tural hiftory uf the birds of deafon that tranfmt. 
grate thither annually, and relates the fingular 
cuftoms that ftill prevailed among the inhabitants: 
arace of peuple then the moft uncorrupted in 
their manners, and therefore the leaf unhappy in 
their lives, of any, perhaps, on the face of the 
whole earth. To whom might have been applied 
what an ancient hiftorian fays of certain barba- 
Tous nations, whens hé compares them with their 
more civilized neighbours: “ plus valuit apud 
“hos ignorantia vitiorum, quam apud Gracos 
. omnia philotophorum pracepta.” 

They live together, as in the greateft fimplicity 
of heart, fo in the mott inviolable harmony and 
union of fentiments. They have neither filver 
nor gold; but barter among themfelves for the 
few necefaries they may reciprocally want. To 
itrangers they are extremely hofpitable, and no 
lols charitable to their own poor; for whole re- 
Hef each family in the iland contributes its fhare 
nionthly, and at every feftival (ends them belides 
& portion of mutton or beef. Both fexes lave a 
genius to poetry; and compole not only fongs, 
but pieces of a more elevated tufn, in their own 
language, whith is very emphatical One of 
tiolé idanders, having been prevailed with to vie 
fic the greatett trading town in North-Britain, 
was infinitely aftonithed at the length of the voy- 
agé. and at the mighty kingiloms, for fuch he 
reckoned the larger ifles, by which they failed. 
He would not venture himfeiv into the ftreeis of 
that city Without being led by the hand. At fight 
vf the great church, he owned that it was indeed 
“a lofty rock ; but infilled, that in his native coun- 
try af St. Kilda, thete were others mill highct. 
However, the cavenis formed in it, fo be nained 
the pillars and arches on which it is railed, were 
hollowed, he taid, more commodioully than any 
herhad ever (een there. Ar the fhake occationed 
in the fleeple, and the horrible din that founded 
in his ears upon tolling out the great bells, he ap- 
peared under the utinoft contternation, believing 
the frame of natkre was falling to pieces about 
him. He thoughe the perluns who wore maiks, 
not diltinguithing whether they were men or wo- 
men, had been guilty of fome iil thing, for which 
they did not dare to thow theit faces. ‘Fhe beau- 
ty and ftatelinets of the trees which he faw thea 
for the firft time, as in Hid own iffand there grows 
not a (hrub, equally furprifed and delighted him : 
but he obferved, with a kind of terror, that as 
he palled among their branches, they puiled him 
Back again, He had been perfsaded to drink a 
pretty large dole of (trong waters ; and upon find- 
ing him(félf drowfy after it, and ready to fall into 
a futnber, which he fancied was to be his daft, 
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he expreffed to his companions the great fatisface 
tion he felt in fo eafy a paffage out of this world : 
for, faid he, it is attended with no kind of BE 

Among fuch fort of men it was that Aup“~as 
fought refuge from the violence and cruelty’ot his 
enemies. 

The time appéars to have been towatds the lat- 
ter part of the reign of King Charles the fecoud : 
when thofe who governed Scotland under. hi 
with no lefs cruelty than impolicy, made the peo. 
ple of that Country defperate; and then plunder- 
ed, imprifoned, or butchered them, for the nata« 
ral effects of fuch defpair. ‘The bett and worthiet 
men were oft the objects of their moft unrelent- 
ing fury. Under the title of fanatics, or feditious, 
they aifected to herd, and of courle perfecuted, 
whoever wifhed well to his country, or ventured 
to ftand up in defence of the laws and a lepai go- 
vernment. I have now in my hands the copy of 
a warrant, figned by King Charles himfelt, for 
military execution upon them without procefs or 
conviction : and 1 know that the original is Mill 
kept in the fecretary’s office for that pert of the 
united kingdom. Thus much I thought it necef 
lary to (ay, that the reader may not be mifled to 
look upon the relation given’ by Aurelius in the 
fecond canto, as drawn from the wantonnefs of 
imagination, when it hardly ariles to rid hifto- 
rical truth, . 

What reception this poem may meet with, the 
author cannot forefee : and, in his humble, but 
happy retirement, he needs not be ver anxious 
to know. He has endeavoured to make it one res 
gular and confittent whole; to be true to nature 
-to his thoughts, and to the genius of the language 
‘in bis manner of exprefling them. Ii he has fuc~ 
ceeded in theie points, but above ail in effectual- 
ly touching the paflions, which, as it is the gee 
nuine province, io it is the great triumph, of po- 
etry; the candour of his more difcerning readers 
will readily overlook miftakés or failures in things 
of lefs impoustance. i 





















TO MRS. MALLET, 


Tuov faithful partner of a heart thy own, 
Whote pain, or pleature, iprings from thine alone 5 
Thou, true as honour, as compaflion kind, 
That, iv tweet union, harmoniie thy mind + 
Here, while thy eyes, for fad Amyntar’s woe, 
And Theodora’s wreck, with tears o’erflow, 

O may thy friend’s warm with to heaven pretert’d 
For thee, for him, by gracious heaven be heard ! 
So her fair hour of tortane fhall be thine, 
Unmix'd ; and all Amyntor’s fondue(s mine. 

So, through long vegnal lite, with blended ray, 
Shall love light up, aud friendihip clofe our day + 
‘Till, {ammon’d late this lower heaven to leave; 











One figh fhall cnd*us, and ote earth receives 


AMYNTOR AND THEODORA 


CANTO 1. 


Far athe watery wafte, where his broad wave 

From world to world the vaft Atlantic rolls, 

On from the piny fhores of Labrador 

“Lo frozen Thulé eat, her airy height 

Aloft to heaven remoteft Kilda lifts ; 

Walt of.the fea-girt Hebrides, that guard, 

Jn filial train, Britannia’s parent-coatt. 

"Thrice happy land ! though freezing on the verge 

OF aretc ties; yet, blamelefs ill of arts 

That polifh to deprave, each totter clime, 

With fimple nature, fimple virtue bleft ! 

Beyond Ambition’s walk: where never War 

Uprear’d his fanguine flandard ; nor untheath’d, 

For wealth or power, the defolating {word. 

Where luzury, foft fyren, who around 

‘Ho thoufand nations deals her nectae’d cup 

Of pleafing bane, that foothes at once and kills, 

Js yet aname usknown, But calm coutent 

‘That lives to reafon ; ancient faith that binds 

‘Lhe plain community of guileiefs hearts 

In love and union ; innocence of iil 

Vheir guardian genius: thefe, the powers that rule 

"Phis little world, to all its fons tecure 

Man's happiett life ; the foul ferene and found 

From paflion’s rage, the body from dileale. 

Red on each cheek behold the rofe of heaith ; 

Firm in each finew vigour’s pliant fpring, 

By temperance brac’d to peril and to pain, 

Amid the floods they flem, or on the fleep 

Of upright rocks their training fteps farmount, 

For food or paftime, Thefe light up their morn, 

Ani clofe their eve in dumbers tweetly deep, 

beneath the north, within the circling {well 

Of ocean’s raging found. But lat aad Left, 

What avarice, what ainbition thall not know, 

‘Vrue liberty is theirs, the heaven-ient gueft, 

Who in the cave, or on th’ uncultur'd wild, 

With independence dwells; and peace of mind, 

In Fouth, io age, their fun that never fets. . 
Daughter of heaven and nature, deign thy aid, 

Spontaneous mute! O whether from the depth 
f evening forea, brown with hroadett thade 5 

Or from the brow fublime of vernal Alp 

As morning dawns; or from the vale at noon, 

By fome tote ftream that flides with lignid fuats 

‘through bowery groves, where in{piration fits 

And liftens to thy lore, aufpicious come ! 

O’er thete wild wa'ves, o'er this unharbour’d fhore, 

‘Thy wing high-hovering fpread ; and to the gale, 

‘Yhe boreal tpirit breathing liberal round 

From echoing hill to hill, uic lyre attune 

With anfwering cadence free, as bett befcems 

‘The tragic theme my plaintive verfe unfolds. 

~ Here, good Aurelius---and a {cene more wild 

The world around, or deeper folitude, 

Affliction could not find-.-Aurclius here, 

By fare unequal and the crime of war 

Expell’d his native home, the facred vale 

‘That faw him blett, now wretched and unknown, 

Wore out the flow remains of fetting life 

Th Litternefs of thought: and with the furge, 

And with the founding ftorm, his murmur'd moan, 

Would often mix---Oft as remembrance fad 

Tk wohappy paft recall'd; a fuithful wife, 
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Whom love firft chofe, whom reafon long endear’d, 

His foul’s companion and his fofter friend 5 

With one fair daughter, in her rofy prime,’ 

Her dawn of opening charms, defencelets left 

Within a tyrant’s grafp! his fe prolet'd, 

By civil madnefs, by intemperate zeal 

For differing rites, embitter’d into hate, 

And cruelty remorfelefs!-~Thus he livd: - 

If this was fife, to load the blait with fighs; . 

Hung o’er its edge, to fwell the flood with tears! 

At midnight hour; for midnight frequeut heard 

‘The lonely mourner, defolate of heart, 

Pour all the hufband, all the father forth * 

In unavailing anguith; ftretch’d along 

The naked beach; or thivering on tie clit, 

Smote with the wintery pole in bitter ftorm, 

Hail, fnow, and fhower, dark-drifting round his 

head. {friend, 

Such were his hours; till time, the wretch’s 

Life's great phytician, fkill'd alone to clofe, 

Where forrow long has wak’d, the weeping eye, . 

And fiom the brain, with baleful vapours black, ~ 

Fach fullen fpedtre chate, his balm at length, 


, Lenient of pain, through every fever’d pulfe 


With gentleft hand intus’d. A penfive calm 
Avofe, but unaffur'd: as, after winds 
Of ruffling wing, the {ca iubfiding flow 
Still trembles from tie form. Now Keafan firlt, 
Her throne refuming, bid Devotion raite 
Yo heaven his eye ; and through the turbid mift, 
By fente dark-drawn between, adoring own, 
Sole arbiter of fate, one caufe fupreme, 
All-jutt, all-wife, who bids what fill is beft, 
In cloud or funfhine ; whote fevereft hand 
Wounds but to heal, and chaftens to amend. 
Thus, in his bofom, every weak excefs, 
‘The rage of grief, the tellnels of reven; 
‘Yo healthful meafure temper’d and reduc'd 
By Virtue’s hand ; and in her brightening beam 
Each error clear’d away, as fen-born fogs 
Before th’ alcending fun; through faith he lives 
Beyond Time's bounded continent, the walks 
OF Sin and Death. Anticipating heaven 
Iu pious hope, he feems already there, 
Sate on her facred thors; and fees beyond, 
Inradiant view, the world of light and iove, 
Where Peace delights to dwell; where one fair 
morn 
Still orient {miles, and one diffufive fpring, ~ 
That feurs no ftorm and hall no winter know, 
Th' immottal year empurples. Ifa figh 
Yet murmuts from his breaft ; “tis for the pangs 
Thofe deareft names, a wife, a child mutt fecl, 
Still suffering in bis fate : "tis for a foe, 
Who, deaf himfelf to messy, may of heaven 
That mercy, when moit wanted, afk in vain. 
‘The fun, now itauon’d with the lucid Twins, 
O'er every fouthern clime had pour'd profufe 
The rofy year; and in each pleafing hue, 
‘That greens the leaf, or through the bloffom glows, 
With forid light, his fairelt month array'd : 
While Zephyre, while the filver-footed dews, 
Her foft attendants, wide o’er field and grove 
Freth {pirit breathe, and thed pertuming balm. 
Nor here, in this chill region, on the brow 
OF wintes’s wafte dominion, is untelt 
The ray ethereal, or unhail’d the rife 








 matives reckoned cordial to the flomach. 


“ ¢ See Marti 
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Of her mild reign. From warbling vale and hill, 

‘With wild-thyme flowerinz, betony, and balm, 

Blue lavender * and carmei’s fpicy root, 

Song, fragrance, heglth, ambrofiate every breeze. 
But, high abovey the feafon full exerts 

Its vernal force in yonder peopled rocks, 

‘To whofe wild folitude, from worlds unknown, 

"The birds of paffage tran{migrating come, . 

‘Unnumber’d colonies of foreign wing, 

At Nature’s fummons their aéreal ftate 

Annual to found; andin bold voyage fteer, 

O’er this wide ocean, through yon pathlefs tky, 

One certain flight to one appointed fhore : 

By heaven’s diredtive fpirit, here to raife 

Their temporary realm; and form fecure, 

‘Where food awaits them copious from the wave, 

And fhelter from the rock, their nuptial leagues: 

Each tribe apart, and all on tafks of love, ; 

“To hatch the pregnant egg, to rearand guard 


* Their helplefs infants, pioufly intent. 


Led by the day abroad, with lonely ftep, 
And ruminating (weet and bitter thought, 
Aurelius, from the weitern bay, his eye 
Now rais'd to this amufive {cene in air, 
With wonder matk’d; now caft with level ray 
‘Wide o'er thé moving wilderne(s of waves, P 
From pole to pole through boundlefs {pace diffus’d, 
Magoificently dreadful! where, at large, 
Leviathan, with each inferior name 
Of fea-born kinds, ten thoufand thoufand tribes, 
Finds endlels range for pafture and for fport, 
Amaz’d he gazes, and adoring owns 
‘The hand Almighty, who its channell'd bed. 
Immeafurable funk, and pour’d abroad, * 
Fenc'd with eternal mounds, the fluid {phere ; 
With every wind to waft large commerce on, 
Join'pole to pole, confociate fever'd worlds, 
And link in bonds of intercourfe and love 
Earth’s univerfal family. Now rofe 
Sweet evening’s folemn hour. The fun declin’d 
‘Hung golden o’er this nether firmament : 
‘Whofe broad cerulean mirror, calmly bright, 
Gave back his beamy vifage to the tky 
With {piendour undiminiti’d; and each cload, 
‘White, azure, purple, glowing round his throne 
In fair Merial landicape. Here, alone 
Onearth’s remoteft verge, Aurelius breath’d 
The healthful gale, and felt the fmiling {cene 
‘With awe-mix'd pleafure, mufing as he hung 
In Glence o’er the billows huf’d beneath. : 
Wheu Io! 2 found, amid the wave-worn rocks, 
Deaf-murmuring rofe, and plaintive roll’d along 
From cliff to cavern: as the breath of winds, 
At twilight hour, remote and hollow heard 
Through wintery pines, high-waving o’er the fteep 
Of tky-crown’d Apenine, The fea-pye ceas’d 
At once to warble. Screaming from his nett 
The fulmar foat’d, and thot a weftward flight 
From shore to fea. On came, before her hour, 
Invading night, and hung the troubled tky 
(With fearful blacknefs round $. Sad ocean’s face 


* The root of this plant, otherwife named 
“ argatilis fyluaticus,” is aromatic ; and by the 
See 
Martin's Wejtern Ifles of Scotland, p. 180. | 

in’s voyage to St. Kilda, p. 58. 
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A carling unduiation frivery fwept 

From wavg to wave: and now.imnpetuous rofe. 
Thick cloud and ftorm and ruis on bis wing, 
The raging fouth, and headlong o’er the deg; 
Fell horrible, with broad-defcending blait/ 
Aloft, and fale beneath a theltering ciiff, 


| Whofe mofs-grown fummit on the diftant flood” . 


Projected frowns, Aurelius ftood appall'd : 


| His ftunn’d ear finote withallthe thundering maia! 


His eye with mountains furging to the ftars! F 

Commotion infinite. Where yon lat wave, 

Blends with the fky its foam, a thip in view 

Shvots fudden forth, fteep-failing from the clouds: 

Yer diftant feen and dim, til] onward borne, 

Before the blaft, each growing fail expand., 

Each afaft afyires, and al! th’ advancitig frame 

Bounds on his eye diftiné. With fharpen’d ken 

Its courfe he watches, and in awfal thought 

‘That power invokes, whofe voice the wild winds 

hear, . 

Whofe nod the furge reveres, to look from heaven, 

And fave, who elie mutt perifh, wretched men, 

In this dark hour, amid the dread abyfs, 

With fears amaz’d, by horrors compais'd round, 

But O,ill-omen’d, death-devoted heads ! 

For death beitrides the billow, nor your own, 

Nor others’ offer'd vows cau ‘tay the flight 

Ofinfant fate. And, lo! his fecret feat, , 

Where never fun-beam glimmer’d, deep amidit 

A cavern’s jaws voraginous and va, 

The ftormy genius of the deep forfakes: 

And o’er the waves, that roar beneath his frown, 

Afcending baleful, bids the tempeft fpread, 

Turbid and terrible with hail and rain, 

Its blackeft pinion, pour its loudening blatts 

In whirlwind forth, and from their loweit depth 

Upturn the world of waters. Round and round 

The tortur'd fhip, at his imperious call, 

Is wheel’d in dizzy whirl: her guiding helm 

Breaks (hort; her mafts in crafhing min fall; 

And each rent fail flies loofe in diftant air. 

Now, fearful moment! o’er the foundering hud), 

Halt ocean heav'd, in one broad billowy curve, 

Steep from the clouds with horrid fhade impends--s. 

Ah! fave them, heaven! it burfts indeluge down 

With Loundlets undulation. Shore and fky 

Rebellow to the roar. At once engulf'd, _ 

Veflet and crew beneath its torrent fweep 

Are funk, to rife namore. Aurelius wept £ 

The tear unbidden dew’d his hoary cheek. 

He turn’d his Rep; he fled the fatal feene, 

And brooding, in fad filence, o’er the fight 

To him alone difclos’d, his wounded heart 

Pour’d out to heaven in fighs : Thy will be doney 

Not mine, fupreme difpofer of events! 

But death demands a tear, and man muft feel 

For human woes: the reft fubmiffion checks. ; 
Not diftant far, where this receding bay® =< 

Looks northward on the pole, a rocky arch 

Expands its feli-pois’d concave ; as'the gate,’ 

Ample, and broad, and pillar’d maffy-proof, 

Of fome unfolding temple. On its height 

Is heard the tread of daiiy-olimbing fiocks, [food 

That, o'er the green roof {pread, their fragrant 

Untended crop. As through this cavern'd path, 





‘ 


* See Martin's voyage to Ss, Kilda, p. 20 
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Her blamcleis head devoted, thou alone 
» Can't tell what E have lot—o, ill-ftare’d maid ! 
© moft undone Amyntor !—Sighs and.tears, 
And heart-heav'’d groans, at this, his voice fap- 
_. Whe rett was agony and dumb delpait.  [prets'd : 
Now o'er their heads damp night her itormy 
" gtoom 
Spread, ere the glimmering twilight was expie’d, 
With huge and heavy horror clafing round 
In doubling clonds on clouds. ‘The mournful feene, 
‘The moving tale, Aurelius deeply felt: 
And thus seply’d, as one in nature fkiil’d, 
With foft aflenting forrow in his look, 
And words to footh, not combat hopelefs love. 
Amyntor, by that heaven who fees thy tears! 
By faith and friendibip’s iympathy divine | 
Could I the forrows heal I more than hhare, 
‘Chis bofom, truft me, thould trom thine transfer 
Its tharpeft grief. Such grief, ains! how juft ? 
How long in lent anguith to defcend, . 
‘When reafon and when fondnefs o’er the tomb 
Are fellow-mourners? He, who can refign, 
Has never lov'ds and wert thou to the fenle, 
The facred fecling of a Jofs like thine, 
Cold and infenfible, thy breaft were then 
No manfion for humanity, or thought 
Of noble aim. ‘Vheir dwelling is with love, 
And tender pity; wholé kind tear adorns 
_ The clouded check, and fanctities the toul 
‘Rhey foften, notiubdue. We both will mix, 
For her thy virtue lov'd, thy truth laments, 
Our facial fighs: and ftill, as morn unveils 
‘Che brightening hill, ot evening’s mity thade 
Its brow obfcures, her gracefulnefs of form, 
Her mind all-lovely, each ennubling cach, 
Shali be our frequent theme. ‘Shen thalt thou 
From me, in fac return, a tale of woes, [hear 
So terrible—Amyntor, thy pain’d heart 
Amid its own, will thudder at the ills 
That mine has bled with---but behold ! the dark 
And drowly hoar fteals fat upon our talk. 
Here break we off: and thou, fad mourner, try 
Phy weary limbs, thy wounded imind, to balar 
Wiahtimely tleep. Each gracious wing tromheaven 
Of thofe that, minifter to erring man, . 
Near-hovering, hufh. thy paffion into calm ; 
Serene thy flunbers with pretented fcenes 
Ofbrightett vifions; whilper to thy heart 
That holy peace which goodneis ever fharest 
And to us both be-triendly as we need, 








, . 


. .. CANTO II! 


"Now midnight rofe, and oer the general fcene, 
Air, ocean, earth, drew broad her blackett veil, 
‘Vapour and cloud. Aruund th’ unfleeping ile 
Yet how!'d the whirlwind, yet the biilow groan‘’d; 
And, in mix’d horror, to Amyntor’s ear 
Borne through the- gloom, his fhricking fenfe 

appull'd. 
Shook by each blaft, and fwept by every wave, 
Again pale memory labours in the ftorm: 
Aguin from her is torn, whom more than life 
His fondnefs low’d, And now another thower 
Of torrow, o’er the dear unhappy maid, 
Effufive ftream'd; till late, through every power 
‘Phe foul fubdued funk fad to flow repofe; 
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“And all her darkening fcenes, by dim degrees, | / 


Were quench’d in total night. A paufe from pa", 

Not long to lat: for fancy, oft awake 

While reafon flceps, from her illufive cell 

Call'd up wiid thades of vifionary fear, 

Of yifionary blifs, the hour of reft 

To mock with mimic thows. And"lo! the deegs 

In airy tumult fwell. Beneath a hill -- 

Amyntor heaves of overwhelming feas; 

Or tides, with dizzy dread, from cloud to cloud, 

“he billows back. “Anon, the fhadowy world 

Shifts to fome boundlefs continent unknown, 

Where‘lolitary, o’er the flarleis void, [length, 

Dumb filence broods. Throngh heaths of dreary} 

Stow on he drags his ftaggering flep infirm 

With breathlefs toil; hears torrent tloods afar 

Roar through the wild; and, pling’d in central, 

Falls headlong many a fathom into night. [caves,: 

Yet there, at once, in all her living charms, ” 

And brightening with theit glow the brown abyf,i 

Role ‘Theodora. Smiling, in her eye 

Sat, without cloud, the fvit-contenting foul, 

‘That, guilt unknowing, had no wiih to hide. 

A ipring of fudden myrtley flowering round 

Vhew walk embowez'd; while nightingales be- 

neath 

Sung fpouitls, as along th’ enamell'd turf 

‘They feem'd to tly, and interchang’d their fouls, 

Melting in mutual foftness. ‘Thrice’ bis arms 

‘The fair encircled : thrice the fled his grafp, 

And. fading into darkuefs mix'’d with air--- 

O turn ! O, ttay thy flight !.--f0 loud he cry’d, 

Sleep and its train of humid-vapours Aled. 

He groan'd, he gaz’ around: hisinward fenfe 

Yet glowing with the vifion’s vivid beam, 

Still, on his eye, the hovering thadow blaz’d ; 

Her voice sill murvur'd in his tinkling ear; 

Grateful deception ! till returning thought 

Left broad awake, amid th’ incumbent lour 

OF mute and mournful night, again he felt 

His grief inflam’d throb freth in every vein. 

To frenzy ftung, upftarting from his couch, 

‘The vale, the fhore, with darkling ftep he roam'd, 

Like fome drear fpectre from the grave unbound: 

‘Then, tealing yonder clify, prone o'er its brow 

He hurg, in ad to plunge amid the flood [voice 

Scarce from that height difcern'd. Nor reafon's 

Nor aw'd fubmiffion to the will of heaven, 

Reftrains him ; but, as paffion whirls his thought, 

Fond expectation, that perchance efcap’d; : 

‘Though paffing all belief, the frailer kif, 

To which himielf had borne th’ unhapy fair, 

May yet be feen. Around, o’er fea and thore, 

He roil’d his ardent eye; but nought around 

On land or wave within his ken appears, 

Nor fkitf, nor floating corie, on which to thed 

The laft fad tear, and Jay the covering mold t 
And now, wide open’d by the waketui hours 

Heaven’s orient gate, forth on-her progres comet 

Aurora {miling, and her purple lamp 

Litts high o’er earth atid fea: while, all-unveil’d] 

‘The vatt horizon on Amyntor’s eye 

Pours full its tcenes of wonder, wildly great, 

Magnificontly various, From this fteep, 

Diffus'd immenfe in rolling profpeét lay 

The northera deep. Amidft, from fpace to fyi 

Her npmerou: ifies, rich zens of Atilon’s creme 
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A right divine to violate inblam’d 
Each law, each rule, that, by himfelf obferv’d, 
“Lhe God prefcribes whofe fanction kings pretend. 
O Charles? O monarch ! in long exile train'd, 
Whole hopelefs years, th’ vppreflor’s hand to 
know : : 
How hateful and how hard; thyifeif reliev'd, 
Now hear thy people, groaning under wrongs 
Of equal load, adjure thee by thofe days 
Of want and woe, of danger and defpair, 
‘Asheaven has thine, to pity their diftrefs! 
Yet, from the plain good meaning of my heart, 
Be far the unhallow'd licence of abufe; 
Be far th’ bitternefs of faintly zeal, 
‘That impious hid behind the patriot’s name 
Matks hate and malice to the legal throne, 
In juttice founded, eircumictily'd by laws, 
The prince to guard—but guard the people too + 
Chief, onc prime good to guard inviolate, 
Soul of all worth, and {um of human biifs, 
Fair freedom, birthright of all thinking kinds, 
Reafon’s great charter, from no king deriv’d, 
By none to be reclaim’d, man's right divine, 
Which God, who gave, indelible pronounc’d, 
Butif, dilclaiming this his heaven-own’d right, 
This Grit bett tenure by which monarchs rule; 
Uf, meant the dlcfling, he becomes the bane, 
The wolf, not fhepherd, of his fubject-fiock, 
To grind and tear, not fhelter and protect, 
‘Wide-watting where he reigns---to fuch a prince, 
Allegiance kept were treafon to mankind ; 
‘And loyalty, revolt from virtue’s law. 
For fay, Amyntur, does jult heaven enjoin 
"That we thould homage hell? or bend the knee 
‘Ty earthquake, or volcano, when they rage, 
Rend carth’s firm frame, and’ in one doundlefs 
: rave + 
Ingulf their thoufands! Yet, O grief to tell! 
Yet uch, of late, o'er this devoted land, 
‘Was public rule. Our fervile firipes and chains, 
Our fighs and groans refounding from the fleep 
Of wintery hill,,or wafte untravell’d heath, - 
Laft refuge of ont wretchednefs, not guilt, ~ 
Proclaim'd it loud (o heaven: the arm of power 
Extended fatal, but to crufh the head 
It ought to fereen, or with a parent’s love 
Reclaim fron errar; not with deadly hate, 
‘The tyrant’s law, exterminate who err. 
In this wide ruin were my fortune funk: 
Mrylelf, as one contagious to his kind, 
‘Whom nature, whom the focial life renounc’d, 
Unfummon’d, unimpleaded was to death, 
"To thameful death adjudg’d; againft my head 
"The price of blood prociaim’d, and at my heels 
Let loofe the murderous cry of human hounds. 
‘And this blind fury of commitfion’d rage, 
Of party-vengeance, to a fatal foe,” 
Known and abhorr’d for deeds of direft name, 
Was given in charge » @ foe, whom blood-ftain’d 
zeal , 
‘or what—O hear it not, all-righteous heayen! 
ALeft thy rous’d thunder burit---for what was 
Religion’s canfe, had favay'’d to abrute, [deem’d 


- More deadly fell than hunger ever stung 


‘To prowl ia wood or wild. His band ne arm'‘d, 
Sons of perdition, mifercants with all guilt 
‘Familiar, and in eachdire art of death 


me. « 
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Train’d ruthlefsup. As tigers on their pre 
On my defencelefs lands thofe fiercer bea®s 
Devouring fell: nor that fequetter’d thade, 
That {weet recels, where love and virtue long 
Tn happy league had dwelt, which war itfelt 
Beheld with reverence, could their fury *feapg 
Detpoil’d, defac’d, and wrapt in wafteful flam 
For flame and rapine their confuming march, 
From bill to vale, by daily ruin mark’d. ‘ 
So, borne by winds along, in baneful cloud, 
Embody’d locufts from the wind defcend 

On herb, fruit, flower, and kill the ripening ye: 
While, watte behind, deftruction on therr track 
And ghafily famine wait. My wife and child 


| He dragg’d, the ruffian dragg"d—-O heaven ! dt 


A man, furvive to tell it ?,At the hour 
Sacred to reft, amid the fighs and tears 

Of ali who (aw aud curs’d bis coward-ragé, 
He forc’d, unpitying, from their midnight-bed, 
By menace, or by torture, from their fears 

My laft retreat to learn; and fill detains 
Beneath his roof accurft, that beft of wives! 


| Emelia, and our only piedge of love, 


My blooming Theodora !---Manhood there, 
And nature bleed---Ah ! let not bufy thought 
Search thither, but avoid the fatal coat: 
Difcovery, there, once more my peace of mind 
Might wreck; once more to detperation fink 
My hopes in heaven, He faid :, but O fad mut 
Can all thy moving energy, of power 

To thake the heart, to freeze th’ arrefted blood, 
With words that weep, and ftrains that agoniz 
Can all this mournfol magic of thy voice 

Tell what Amyntor feels? O heaven! art thou 
What have I heard 2---Aurelius! art thou he ?: 
Confufion! horror !---that moft wrong’d of mén 
And, O moft wretched too! alas! no more, 

No more a father---On that fatal flood, 
‘Thy Theodora---At thefe words he fell. 1 
A deadly cold ran freezing through his vein?s 
And life was on the wing her loath'd abode 
For ever to forfake. Ason his way 

‘The traveller, from heaven by lightning ftruckj 
Is fix’d at once immoveable; his eye : 
With terror glaring wild; his ttiffening limbs 
In fudden marble bound ! fo ftood, fo look’d 
The heart-(mote parent at this tale of death. 
Half-utter’d, yet too plain. No fign to rife, 

No tear had force to flow; his fenfes all, 
Through all their powers, fafpended, and fubdul 
To chill amazement. Silence for a fpace-—- 
Such difmal filence faddens earth and tky 

Ere firft the thunder breaks---on either fide 
Filt'd up this interval fevere. At laf, —~ 

As from fome vifion that to frenzy fires 

The fleeper’s brain, Amyntor waking wildy 

A poinard, hid beneath his vatious robe, 

Drew furious forth---Me, me, he cry’d, on me / 
Let all thy wrongs be'vifited ; and thus i 
My horrors end---then madly would have plang 
The weapon’s hoftile point.«-His lifted arm, 
Aurelius, though with deep difmay and dread” 
And anguith fhock, yet his fuperior foul 
Colleéting, and refuming all himfelf, -* 
Seiz’d fudden: then pervfing with ftri& eye, 
And beatiag heart, Amyntor’s blooming form ;- 
Nor from his air or feature gathering aught 
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With life receiving -happinefs, our {hare 
Qf ill refule? And are affliGions aught 
Pat mercies in difguife? ch’ alternate cup, 
isfedicinal though bitter, and prepar’d 
By love's own krand. for falutary ends. ' 
Hut were they illsindeed? Casi fond comp'aint 
Arreft the wing of time? Can grief command 
‘This noon-day fun to roll his flaming orl 
* Back to yon eaftern coat, aad bring again 
‘The hours of yetterday ? or trom the womb 
Of that unfounded deep the bury’d corfe 
To light and life reftore? Bleft pair, farewell! 
Yet, yet a few thort days of erring griet, 
Of human fondnefs fighing in the breaft, 
And forrow is no mote. Now, gentle youth, 
And let me cali thee fon (for O that name 
Thy faith, thy friendfhip, thy true portion borne 
Of pains for me, top an have deferved) 
On with thy tale. "Fis mine, when heaven afflicts, 
To hearken and Adore. The paticnt man 
Thus {poke ; Amyntor thus his ftory clos’d. 
, As dumb with anguifh round the bed of death 
‘Weeping we knelt, to mine fhe faintly rais’d 
Her cloting eyes; then fixing, in cold gaze, 
On Theodora’s face—O fave my child! 
She faid; and, thrinking from her pillow, fept 
Without a groat, a pang, In hallow’d earth 
I faw her. throuded ; gternal peace 
er fhade receive, and, ~wvith the trueft tears, 
Affe@ion ever wept, her daft bedew'd. 
What then remain'd for honour or for love ? 
‘What, but that fvene of violence to fly, 
‘With guilt profan’d, and terrible with death, 
Rolando’s fatal roof. Late at the hour, 
When shade and filence o’er this nether orb 
With drowfieft influence reign, the waning moon 
Afcending mournful in the midnight fphere ; 
On that drear. fpot, within whofe cavern’d womb 
Emilia fleeps, and by the turf that veils 
Her honour'd clay, alone agd krtecling there 
I found my Theodora! thrill’d with awe, 
With facred terror, which the time, the place, 
Pour'd on us, fadly-folemn, 1 too bent 
My trembling knee; and lock’d in her’s my hand 
Acrofs her parent’s grave. By this dread {cene ! 
By night's pale regent! By yon glorious grain 
Of ever-moving fires that round her burn! ’ 
By death’s dark empire! by the fheeted dust 
‘That once waa man, now moutdering here below: 
But chief by her's, at whofe noéturnal tomb, 
Reycrent we kneel! and by her nobler part, 
Th’ unbody'd fpirit hovering near, perhaps, 
As witnefs to our vows! nor time, hor chance, 
Noraught but death's inevitable hand, 
Shall c’er divide our loves.—I led her thence: 
‘To where, fafeeltation’d in a fecret bay, 
Rough of defcent, and brown with petident pines 
‘Chat miurmiar’d to the gale; our bark. was moor’d. 
We fail’d=—But, O my father! cats] fpeak 
What yet remains? yor dcean black with form! 
Its ufclets fails rent from the groaning pine ! 
The fpeechiefs crew aghaft! and chat loft fair! 
Still, ill T fee her! feel her heart pant thick! 
And hear her vuice, in ardent vows to heaven 
For me alone preferr'd, as on my arm, 
Expiring, fiuking with her fears, fie hung ! 
A kifs'd her pale cold cheek! with tears adjur'd, 
~ -And won at la8, with fame of proffer’d geld, 
- You. IX. 4 
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The boldeft mariners, this precious charge 
;Toftant to fave ; and, in the {iff fecur’d, 
| Their oars acrofs the foary id ta ply 
| With unremit! rn epar'd 
if om the deck, 
| A fea fwell’d o’er, 2d ung’d me in, the gulf, 
j, Nor me alone :, its broad and. iowing fweep 
| Mutt have involv’d her too. Myflerious heaven! 


F My fatal love onher devoted head | | 

Drew down=it miuft be fo! thé judgment dae 

; To me and mine: or was “Amyaiorgav'd 7 

| For its whole quiver of remaining wrath? , 
For ftorms more fierc¢.? for pains of fharper fting 2. 
And years.of Seat to come f—Nor furdlier *isty 
Nor flowing tear his high-wronght grief fupply'd: 
With actin cath read, oe eyein fopeles pts 
To heaven unlifted, titotionlels aad mpye 
He ftood, the mournful femblance of defpair, . 

The lamp of day, though, from midefipon dé 

Still floming with full ardor, fhat on earth [clintdy..- 
Oppreffive Brightness round; till in foft flream, ~ 

From ocean's boforn his light vapours drawa, - 
With grateful intervention o'er thie fly, 

‘Their vale diffufive fpread; the icene abtoad, ‘ 

Soft-thadowing, vale and plain,-and dazzling hill 

Aurelius, with his guett, de wweltern cliff 
Afcending flow, bencath its marblé roof, 

From whence In double ftream, a licidl fource 
Roli’d founding forth, and, where with dewy wing 
Freth breezes play'd, fought refuge and repofe, 
Till cooler houts arife. The fi yee ifle 
Her village capital, where health and peace 
Are tutelary gods; her {mall domaig 

Of arable and patture, vein'd with ih 
‘That branching bear refrefhful Tag 

To field and mead; her Rraw-te 

Where piety, not frida, adoring kneel 
Lay ful in sew. ae ane he 

Aurelius‘ga2’d ; an tig, 

Not we alongs alas! 4 ery clime, 

‘The human race are fons of forrow born: 

Heirs of tranimitted labdiwr atid difeate, 

Of pain and grief, from fire to fon deriv’d; 

All have their mournful portion ; all muft bear 
‘Th’ impos'd condition of their morta] ftate; 
Vicifiitude of fuftering., Caft thine cye 

























Where yonder vale, Amyntor, flopihg {preads- 
Full to the naon-tide beam its primrofe-lap, __ 
From herice due eait. Amyntor lopk’d, and fav, 
Not without wonder at a fight fo frange, iratd 
Where thrice three females, darnefk cach’ aad 
With rural inftruments, the {eit piepar'd 


For future harveft. 'Thefe.the trenchant’ fpade, 

Yo turn the mold and break th’ adheflve clods, 

Employ’d afliduous. Thofé, with equal pace, 

And arm alternate, ftrew’d its frelh Tap white 

With fruit fruicfal Ceres: while, in train behind, 

Three more th’ incumbent hapa heavy op 

Over labour'd drew, and clos’d the toilfome tafe. 
Behold ! Aurelids thus his fpceck renew'd, ‘ 

From that foft-fex, too delicately fram’d 

For toils like thefe, the taile of rougher mfian, 

What y-t necetfity demanda feyere ? 

Twelve fims have: led thefe en@rcling hills 

With orient beams ac sitany nights along > 

Their dewy iummits drawn th’ alternate veil 

Of darinefs, fince, ia unpropitious hour, 

The hufbands or thote widow d mates, whe nw 
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For both muft labour, launch’d, in queft af food, 


*. "Their ifland-fkiff advent’rous on the deep. 


+ ‘With eager gaze. 
. Yon round o! 


Them, while the fweeping net fecure they plung’d 

‘The finny race.to fare, whofe foodful fhogis 

Fach creek and bay innumerable crow4, 

As annual on from fhore to fhore they move 

In watery caravan ; them, thus intent, 

Dark from the fouth a guft of furious wing, 

Up-fpringing, drove to fea: and left in tears, 

"This little world of brothers of friends ! 

But when, atvening hour, disjointed planks, 

Borne on this furging-tide, and broken oars, 

"To fight,’ with fatal certainty, reveal'd 

‘The wreck before firmis’d ; one general groan, 

"To heaven afcending, fpoke the general breaft 
“fharpeft anguifh pierc’d. ‘Their ‘ceafelets 

plaint, [fhore, 

"Through thele hoarfe rocks, on this tefounding 

At morn was heard: at midnight too were feen, 

Difconfolase on each chill mountain’s height, 

"The mourners {pread, exploring land and fea 

ze-emtill ftom yon leffer iffe, 

mofs-clad hills, Borera nan’d—~ 





” Full north, béhrold ! above the foaring lark, 
Ats dizzyrcliffs afpire, hung round and white 


duce of grain that feafon was the moft ples 


With cutling’ mifts—at aft from yon hoar hills, 
Inflaming the brown air with fudden blaze, 
one ruddy undulation, thrice three fires, 
ike metéors waving in a moonlcfs fky, 
Out eyes, yet unbelieving, faw diftine, 
Succefi we bi died, and from ‘night to night 
Renew'd contihubus. ‘ Joy, with wild excefs, 
‘Took her gay turn to reign ;"and nature now 
From rapture wept : yet évetand anon 
®, fad conjecture damp'd, and anxious thought 
‘ow from yon rocky prifon to rclexfe 








“Whom the deep fea tmmures (their only boat 


Deflroy’d) and whom th” inevitable fiege 

Of hunger muft affault. But hope fuftains 

"The human heart: and now their faithful wives, 

With lovestaught skill and vigour not their own, 

On yonder field th’ autumnal year prepare *. 
Amfator, who the tale diftrefsful heard 

‘With fympathifing forrow, on himfclf, 

‘On his feverer fate, now pondering decp 

‘Wrapt by fad thought the hill unheeding left ; 

Aifd reach’d, with fwerving ftep, the diftant itrand, 

around, in cloudy circles wheel’d, 

ing level on the polar gale 

t coal with evening rofe, a thoufand wings, 

immer-nations of thefe pregnant cliffs, 

fportive round, and to the fun outfprea 








Pla: 
Theit various plumage ; or in wild notes hail’d 
His parent-beam that animates and cheers 


Allliving kinds. He, glorious from amidit 
A pomp of golden clouds, th’ Atlantic food 
Beheld oblique, and o'er its 
‘Wav'd one unbounded bluth: 4 feene to ftrike 
Both ear and eye with wonder and delight! 
But, loft to outward fenfe, Amyntor pafs’d 
Regardlefs on,, throngh cther 
OF baleful profpe& 5 which pa 
Inceffant to Qerfelf, and fabled o’er 











* The author who relates this fo-w adds, th 


fen, for 


of tha Ws 


ry years before. Vide Marin: 
ZHlos uf Scathand, $285, 
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|. With darkett night, meet region for defpair ! 
iva 


northward, where the rock its fea-wath'd bafe 

-éts athwart and fhuts the bounded icene, wa 

point, he rais'd his eyes and faw: 

faw, defcending on the fhore, 

Forth from their anchor'd boat, of men unknown 

A double band, who by their geftures range 

"There fiv’d with wondering : for at once they knelt 

With han-ls upheld; at once, to heaven, as pds> 

n pour'd ‘orth of vocal peail 
. forward mov'd their fteps: 

Slow as they wov'd, behold! amid the train, 

On either fide fupported, onward came 

Pale and of piteoas look, a penfive maid ; 

As one by wafting ficknefs fore affail'd, 

Or plung'd in grief profound—O, all ye powers! 

Amyntor tarcing, cry’d, and thot his foul 

In rapia glance before him on her face. 

Hlafior! no—it cannot be. My blood. 

Runs chill: my feet are rooted here—and fee! 

To mock my hopés, it wears her gracious form. 

‘The fpirits who this ocean wafte and wild 

Still hover round,'cr-watk thefe.ifles unfecn, 

Pref-nting oft in pi@ur’d-vifion frange 

‘The dead or ablent; have on yon ftiape‘adorn’d, 

So like niy love, of urffebftantial air, 

Zarbody'd featur’d it with all her charms— 

And lo? behold! its eyes are fix'd on mince 

With gaze tranfported—Ha! fhe faints, fixe falls! 

He ran, he flew: his clafping arms receiv’d 

Hee finking weight—O earth, and air, and fea! 

’Tis fhe! "tis Theodora! Power divine, 

Whofe goodnefs knows no bounds, thy hand is‘here, 

Omzipotent in mercy! As he fpoke, 

Adowithis cheek, through shivering joy and doubt, 

‘The tear fatt-falling flream’d. My love ! my life! 

Soul of my wifhes ! fav’d beyond all faith! 

Return to life and me. O fly, my friends, 

Fly, and from yon tranflucent fountain bring 

‘Lhe living flream. ‘hou dearer to my foul 

Than all the fumlefs wealth this fea entombs, 

My Theodora, yet awake: ’tis f, 

“fis poor Amyntor calls thee! At that name, 

That potent name, ker fpirit from the verge 

Of death recall'd, fhe trembli her eyes; 

‘Trembling, his neck with cagcr grafp entwin’d, 

And murntur’d out his name: then funk again 5 

‘hen fwoon’d upon his bofom, through excels 

3f blifs uinkop'd, too ntighty for her frame. 

"Vhe rofe-buad thus, that to the beam ferene 

Of morning glad unfolds her tertder charms, 

Shrinks and expires beneath the noon-day bi: 
Moments of dread fufpenfe—but foun to ce 

For now, while on her face thefe men unknown 

he itream, with cool afperfion, bufy caft, 

{is eyes beheld, with wonder and amaze, 

Beheld in them—his friends! th’ advent’rous few, 

Who bore her to the fkiff! whof: g fill 

Had fav’d her from the deep! As, o’crher cheek 

Rekindling Hfe, like morn, its light diffus’d 

In dawning purple ; from their Jips he learn’d, 

How to yon itle, yon round of mofs-clad hills, 

Borea nam’d, before the tempeft borne, 

Thefe iflanders, thrice threc, then prifon’d theres 

(So heaven ordain’d) with utmoft peril ren, 

With toil invincible, from fhelve and rock 

‘Vheir boat preferv'd, and to this happy coaft 

Its prow directed fafe—He heard no more: 

. refi alveady known, his every fenfe, 






































































POEM 6.’ 


His full colleéted foul, on her, alone : 
‘Yas fix'd, was hung enraptur’d, while thefe founds, 
Tiigyoice, as of an angel, piere’d his ear. 
,Amyator! O my lite’s recover*d hope! 
My fonl’s defpair and rapture !—can this be? 
Am I on earth? and'do thefe arms indeed 
Thy real form enfold? ‘Thou dreadful deep ! 
We fiores unknown | ye wild impending hills! 
are I yet traft my fenfe t=O yes, "tis he! 
imfelf! My eyes, nly bounding heart, 
Contefs their living lord! What fhall I fay? 
How ven: the boundlefs tranfport that éxpands 
My labouring thought? th’ unutterable blifs, 
Joy, wonder, gratitude, that pain to death 
"The breaft they charm ?—Amyntor, O fupport 
‘This fwimming brain: 1 would not now be torn 
Again-trom ite and thec; nor caufe thy heart 
Afvcond pang. At this, dilated high 
. The fwell ef joy, moft fatal where its force 
js felt mo exquifite, a timely vent 
Now found, and broke in tender dews away 
Of heart-relieving tours. As o'er its charge, 
With theltering wing, folicitoufly good, 
‘The guardian genius hovers, fo the youth, 
On her low’d face, affiduous and alarm’d, 
In filent fondnefs dwelt: while all his foul, 
‘With trembling tendernefs of hope and fear 
Pleafingly pain’d, was all employ’d for her ; 
‘The rous’d emotions warring ‘in her breatft, 
Attempering, to. comipofe, and fradual fit 
For further joy her foft impreflive frame. 
yf though as yet thou know'tt uot halt 
t waits thee! but, how gentle mind, 
is pity, and whofe frie is love, 
For all who joy or forrow, arm thy breaft 
With that befttempcrance, which from fond cxcefs, 
When rapture lifts to dangerous hcight its powers, 
Refle@ive guards. Know thenand let calm 
» thought : 
On wonder wait—fafe réfug’d in this ifle, 
‘hy godlike futher lives! aiid lo—but curb, 
Reprefs the trafport that o’erheaves thy heart ; 
“Fis he—look yonder—he, whofe reverend fteps 
‘The mountain's fide defcend t 
Her hand fhe drew; a 
Shot o’er the fpace between, 
adtonith’d knew, before him, on her knee, 
His Theodora! To his arms he rais’d 
‘The loft lov’d fair, and ini his bofom prefs’d. 
her !-Q my child! at once they cry’d: 
‘The reft ecttatic filence fpoke, 
from her inmoft feat of fenfe 
mov'd. Qn this bleft fcene, 
either bofom ftrove 
Adoring gratitude, earth, ocean, air, 
‘Around with foltening afpect fcem’d to fmile ; 
‘aud heayen, approving, lool:’d delighted down. 
r theirs atone this blifsful year: the joy, 
ftont flow, from fhore to thore along 
1; andall the ¢.ulting ifle 

















































Diffuii 
About the iewearriv’d wes pour'’d abroad, 
“Co hope long lott, by miracle regain'd ! 

Yn each plain Gofom love and njwure wept: 





While cach a fire, a hafbana, ora friend, 
Embracing held and kif'd. 
Now, while the feng, 









The choral hynin, in wild’ pied notes, 
“ih ¢ dictates wh 
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Beft harmony, they grateful fouls effus'd 

Aloud to heaven; Montano,reverend feer, 
(Whole cye-prophetic far through time’s abyfs 
Could fhoot its beam, and there the births of fate, 
Yet immature and in their caufes hid, 

Hlumin’d fee} a fpace abftraded flood: 

His frame with fhivery horror ftirr’d, his eyes 
From outward viion held, and all tie man 
Entranc’d in wonder at th’ unfolding feene, 

On fluid air, as in a mirror feen, 

And glowing radiant, to his mental fight. 

‘They fly! he cry’d, they miele in air awa . 
clouds that long fair Albion’s heaven o’ercaft! . 
Vith tempeft delag'd, or with fame devour'd 
Hor drooping phiins: while dawning rofy round 
‘A purer morning lights up all her ficies! 

He comes, behold! the great deliverer comes! 
Immortal m, borne triumphant on, 

From yo' orient, o’cr propitious feas, 

White with the fails of his uanumber’d fleet, 

A floating foreft, ftretch’d from-fhore to fhore t 
Sce ! with fpread wings Britannia’s genius flics, 
Before his prow; commands the fpceding gales 
‘Lo waft'hini on; and, o'er the hero’s head, 
Inwreath’d with olive bears the laurel-crown, 
Bleft emblem, peace with liberty reftor'd! Sy 
And hark ! from either ftrand, which nations bide, 
To weicome-in true freedom’s day renew’d 1 
What thunders of acclaim! Aurelius, man 

By heaven belov’d, thou too that facred fun 
Sbait live to hdily fhilt warm thee int his thine 

¥ fee thee on the flowery lap diffus'd , 

OF thy lov'd vale, amid a fmiling race 

Krom this bleft pair to fpring : whom. equal faith; 
And équal fondnels, in foft league fhall:hold 

From youth to reverend age; the calmer hours 
Of thy laft day to fweeten and adorn; + ~, 
Through life thy comfort, and in death thy crown. 


TRUTH IN RYME. 
TO THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH *. 

Your Grace has given leave, that thefe few © 
poems fhould appear in the world under the pa= 
tronage of yourname. But this leave would have 
been refufed, I know, had your expected to find 
your own praifes, however juft, in any part ef the 
prefent addreis. 1 do not fay it, my Lord, in 
ttyle of compliment. Genuine modefty, the com=. 
panion and the grace of true merit, may be furelg 
diftinguithed from the affectation of it. as furtly 
as the native glowing of a fine complexion from. 
that artificial colourmg, which is ufed, im vain, to 
fupply what nature had denied, or has refumed. 

Yet, permit me juft to hint, ‘my Lord, while I 
reftrain my pen from all enlargement, that if the. 
faireft public character muft be raifed upon private, 











} virtue, as furely it muft, your Grace has laid al- 


ready the fecureft foundation of the former in the 
latter. ‘The eyes of mankind are therefore turned 
upon you: and, from what you are known to-_have 
done, in one way, they reafonably look for what- 
ever can be expeéted from a great and good man,’ 
in the other. 5, 

‘The author of thefe lighter amufements hopes 


Ps 
* This dedication was prefixed by the author, to & 
li-ion of bis poems, publified in 17626 
Yyiy 
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foon té prefent your Grace with fomething more 
folid, more deferving your attention, in the life of 
the fir Duke of Marlborough. 

*You will then fee, that aperiot talents for war 
have heen, thongh they rartly are, accompanied 
with equal abilities for negotidtion; and that the 
fame cxtenfive capacity, which could guide aii the 
tumultwous fcencs of the camp, knew how to di- 
redt, with equal ficill, the calmer but more per- 
plexing operatigns of the cabinet. 

In the mean while, that you may live to adorn 
the célebrated and difficult title you wear; that 
you may he, like him, the defender of your coun- 
try in days of public danger; and in times of 
fe what is perhaps lefs frequently found, the 
and patron of thofe ufeful and ornamental 
y i human nature is exalted, and hu- 
focity rendered more happy: this, my Lerd, 
ia refpedtfully the with of ~ 


Your Grace's 
mokt obedieht 
humble fervant. 














TO THE AUTHOR OF THE FOLLOWING 
POEM. 


\ “ Ithas no faults, or 1 no faults can {py : 
* Itis all beauty, of in blindnefs 1,” 
f Tmprimatur 
meo periculo, 
CHESTERFIELD, 





ADVERTISEMENT. 


. Tae following-extrd& from his majefty’s fpeech 
+o both honfes of parliament, which, by every 
man in his dominions, would be thought the 
hobleft introdugtion: te a poem of the firlt merit, 
is pecitiarly fuitable to introduce this. However 
unequal thefe verfes may be to the fubjedt they 
attempt to adorn, this fingular advantage will be 
readily allowed them. It will, at the fame time, 
be the falleft and beft explanation of the author’s 
meaning, on a theme fo interefting and uncom- 
mon. ‘The words are thefe : 

MARCH 3, 1761. 

*** In confequence of the a& pafled in the reign 
of my late glorious predeceffor, King William the 
‘Third, for fetthing the fucceffion to the crown in 
guy family, the commiffions of the judges have 
Been made during their good behaviour. But not- 
Wwithfteuding that wile provifion, their offices have 
determined-uponm the demife of the crown, or at 
fhe expiration of fix months afterwardi, in every 
dnftance of that nature which has happened. 

¥look upon the independency an uprightnels 
of the judges of the land as effential to the impar- 
tial adminiftration of juftice; as one of the beii 
fecurities of the right: and liberties of my loving 
fubje€s; and as moft conducive to the honour of 
the crown, And I come now :o recommend Lis 
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interefling obje@ to the confideration-of pdrlia- 
ment, in order that feth farther Provilion, 38 
fhall be moft expedient, may be made, fur feeuxtig 
the judges ia the enje ‘of ibeir offices, during their 
‘good behaviour, notwithflanding any fuch demife. 


Astrea, eldeft born of Jove, 

Whom all the vevere and love, 
Was fent, while mat deferv'd their cars, 
On earth to dwell, and govern there : 
TH finding earth by heaven unaw’'d, 
Till fick of violence and fraud, 
Abandoning the guilty crew, 

Back to hick native ky the flew. 
There, ftation’d in the Virgin-fign, 
She long has ceas’d on earth to fhines 
Or if, at times the deigns a fmile, 
’Tis chief o’er Britain’s faveur’d iffe. 

For thereber eye with wonder 
That wonder too with pleafure mix’d! 
She now bcheld, in blooming youth, 
The patron of all worth and truth; 
Not where the virtues moft refort, 

On peaceful piains, but in a court! 
Not in a cottage, all unknown; 

dbe found him feated on a throne! 
What fables paint, what poets fing, 
She found in fata patriot-king ! 
But as a fight, fo nobly new, 
Deferv’d, The thought, a neater view ; 
‘Yo where, by filver-ftreaming 








Y Afcends the poisce of St. James, 


Swift through farrounding fhades of night 
‘The goddefs fhot her bcamy flight. 

She ftopp’d; and the revealing ray 
Biaz’d round her favourite, here he lay, 
In fweet repofe: o'er ali his face, 

Repoie thed fofter bloom and grace! 

But fearful left her fun-bright glare 

'Too foon might wake him into care, 

(For f{plendid toils and weary ftate 

Are every monatch’s envy'd fate) 
The ftream of circling rays to fhrouds 
She drew an int ing cloud. 

In all the filence of farprife, 

She gaz’d him o'er. She faw arife, 
For gods can read the human breaft, 
Her own ideas there impreft ! 

And that his plan, to biefs mankind, 
‘Lhe plan now brightening in his mind, 
May ftory’s whiteft page adorn, 

May fhine through nations yet unbori, 
She calis Urbania to her aid. 

At once the fair ethereal maid, 
Daughter of M and Jove, 
Defceading quits her laurel’d grove: 
Loofe to the gale her azure robe; 
Borne in her left, a ftarry globe, _ 

Where each fuperior fen of fame 

Wil find inferibed his deathlefs name, 
Her right faitains th’ immortal lyre, 
To praife due merit, or infpire. 

Behola——Aftrea thus began— 

The friend of virtue and of man? 
Calm reaicn fee, in early youth! 
See, ina piince, the foul of truth + 












‘With love of jufties, tender fenfe 

Far fuffering worth and innocence 

Who-mcans to build his happy reign! 

‘On this ble maxim, wife and plain— 

‘Though plain, how feldom underftoodt 

‘That, to be great, he muft be good.” 

His bréaft is open to your eye; 

Approach, Urania, mark, and tty. 

‘This bofom needs no thought to hide: 

‘This virtue dares our fearch abide. 

‘The facred fountains to fecure 

Of juitice, undiilurb’d and pure 

From hopes or fears, from fraud or force, 

Toruffte, or to ftain their courfe; 

‘Phat thefé may flow ferene and free, 

‘The law mutt independent be: 

Her minifters, as in my fight, 

And mine alone, difpenfing right ; 

Of piercing eye, of judgment clear, 

As honour, juft, as truth, fincerc. 

‘With temper, firm, with fpirit, fage, 

The Mansfields of each fuure age. 

And this prime blefling is to {pring 

From youth in purple! from aking! 

Who, true to his imperial truit, 

His greatnefs founds in being juts 

Prepares, like yon afcending fun, 

His glorious race with joy to run, 

And, where his gracious eye appears, 

‘To blefs the world he lights and cheare! 

Such worth with equal voice to fing, 

Urania, ftrike thy boldeit ftring ; 

And truth, whole voice alone is praife 

‘That here in{pires, thall guide the lays. 

Begin! awake his gentler ear ~ 

With founds that monarchs rarely hear. 

He merits, let him. know our love, 

And you record, what ] approve. 

She ended: and the heaven-born maid, 
. With foft furprife, his form furvey’d. + 
- She faw what chaflity of thought. 
‘Within his ftainlefs bofom wrought; 
Then fix'd on carth her fober eye, 
And, paufing, ‘offer’d this reply. , 
Nor pomp of fong, nor paint of art, 
Such truths thould to the world impart. 
My tafk is but in fimple verfe, 
‘Thefe promis'd wonders to rehearfe : 
And when on thefe our verfe we raife, 
The plaineft is the nobleit praife. 

Yet more; a virtuous doubt remains: 
Would fuch a prince permit my ftrains? 
Deferving, but ftill fhunning fame, 
‘The homage due he might difclaim. 

A prince who rules to fave mankind, 
His praife would in their virtue find 5 
Would deem their ftrict regard to laws, 
‘Their faith and worth, his beft aplaufe. 
‘Then, Britons, your juft tribate bring, 
In deeds, to emulate your king ; 

In virtues, to redeem your age 

From venal views and party-rage. 

On his example fafely ref ; . 

He calls, he courts you, to be bleft; 
AAs friends, as brethren to unite 

In one firm league of juft and right. 

« My part is laf; if Britain yet 

& lover boais of wuth and wit, 
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To him thefe grateful lays to fend, 
‘The monarch’s and the mufe’s friend ; 
And whofe fair name, in facred rhymes, 
My voice may give to lateft times. 

She faid; and, after thinking o'er 
The men in place near half a (core, 
To frike at once all feandal mute, 
‘The goddefs found, and fix’don Bate. 


TO THE AUTHOR OF THE PRECEDING 
: POEM. : 


x BY 8. J. ESQUIRE. 


Weit—now, I think, we thal! be wifer, 
Cries Grub, who reads the Advertifer, 
Here's Truth in Rhyme—a glorious treat ! 
It furely mutt abufe the great; 
Perhaps the king ;—without difpute 
Twill fall moft devilith hard on Bute. 
‘This he reviews his parting dhilling, 
At lath refotves, though much unwilling, 
To break all rules imbib'd in youth, 
And give it up for Rhyme and ‘Trath = 
He reads—he frowns—Why, what's the matter 2 
Damn it—here’s neither fenfe nor fatire— 
Here, take it, boy, there's nothing in’t: 
Such fellows !==to pretend to print! 
Blame not, good cit, the poet's rhymes, 
The fault’s not his, but in the times: 
‘The times, in which a monarch reigns, 
Form’d to make happy Britain’s plains ; 
‘To ftop in their detruétive courle, 
Domettic frenzy foreign force, 
To bid war, faction, party ceafe, 
And blefs the weary’d world with peace. 
‘The times in which is feen, ftrange fight! 
A court both virtaous and polite, ’ 
Where merit beft can recommend 
And feience finds a conftant > 
How then fhould fatire dare to fport,* 
With fach a king and fuch a court, 
While truth looks on with rigid eye, 
And teils her every line’s a he? 








THE DISCOVERY. | 


UPON READING SOME VERSES, WRITTEN &Y & 
YOUNG LADY AT A BOARDING SCHOOL. 


September 1760. 


| Arotto lately feut to know, ° 


If he had any fons below: 

For, by the trath he long had feen 

In mule and feinale magazine, 

A hundred quires, not worth a groat, 

The race muit be extingt, he thought, 
His meffenger to court repairs ; 

Walks foftly with the crowd up ftairs: 

But when he had his errand told, 

Ths courtiers fneer’d, boch young and old, 

Auguttus knit his royal brow, : 
And bade him let Apollo krow it, 

That from_his infancy till now, . 

i Yew Ss 
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Lo! My BELOVED 8ON, IN WHOM I AM 
WEL: PLeas’o ! 


VERSES. 


WRITTEN FOR, AND GIVEN IN PRINT TO 


BEGGAR, 


O mercy, heaven’s firft attribute, 

Whofe care embraces man and brute! 
Behold me where I fhivering ftand ; 

Bid gentle pity ftretch her hand 

To want and difeafe and pain, 

‘That all in ove fad object reign. 

feeling bad, fill fearing worfe, 
ixiftence is to me a curfe : 

Yet, how to clofe this weary eye? 

By my own hand I dare not die: 

And dcath, the friend of human wees, 
‘Who brings the Jaft and found repofe ; 
Death does at dreadful diftance kecp, . 
And leaves one wretch to wake and weep ! 








THE REWARD: 


ie nel, 
OR, APOLLO'S ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS TO 
CHARLES STANHOPE. 


Written in 1757. 


Arvouxo, from the fouthern fky, 

O'er London lately glane’d his eye, 
Juft fuch a glance our courtiers throw 
“At fuitors whom they fhun to know: 
Or have you nuark'd the averted mien, 
“Lhe cheit ercét, the freezing look, 

Of Bumbo, when a bard is teen 
Charg'd with his dedication-book ? 

But gods are never in the wrong: 
What then difpleas’d the power of fong? 
‘The cafe wae this: where noble arts 

Once Hourith'd. our fathers tel} us, 
He now can find, men of parts, , 
No t rich bleckheads and mere fellows, 
: ms and dice and diflipation 
ac’d al] tafte from ail the nation. 
Hor is there; now, one table fpread, 
Where fenie and {cience may be fed? 
‘ere, with a tinile en every face, 
ierit takes his place ? 
5 put Phazbus in the fpleen, 
nen, can feel chagrin) 
© point to fhroud 
His head in one eternal cloud; 
When, to! his ali-difcerning eye 
Chanc'd one remaining friend to (py, 
judi crept abroad, as is his way, 
‘Yo baik him in the noon-tide ray. 
7 Phobus noting, call’d aloud 
To every interpofing cloud 5 
And bade their gather’d mifts afcend, 
‘That he might warm bis yood old friend : 
Then, as his chariot roll’d along, 
"Fun'd to his lyre this grateful fong. 
“ With talents, fuch as God has given 
'To common mortals, fix in feven ; 
« Who yet have titles, ribbons, pay, 
- Aud govern whom they fhonld obey; 
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With no more frailities than aré found 
In thoufand others, count them round; 
With much good-will, inftead of parts, 
Exprefy'd for artifts and for arts; 
Who fmiles, if you have fmartly {poke , 
Or nods applaufe to his own jokes, 
This bearded child, this grey-hair’d boy, . 
ifl plays with life, 2s with a toy; 
keeps amufement fall in view: 
Wife? Now and then—but oftener new; 
His coach, this hour, at Watfon’s door; 
The next, in waiting on a whore. 
Whene’er the welcome tidings ran 
Of montter ftrange, or ftranger man, 
A. Selkirke from his defert ifle 
Or Alligator from the Nile ; 
He faw the monfter in its fhrine, 
vind had the men, next day, to dine. 
x was it an hermaphrodite? 
You found him in a twofold hurry ; 
Neglecting for this he fhe fight, |” 
‘The fingle charms of Fanny Murray. 
Gathering, from fuburb and from city, 
Who were, who would be, wife or-witty 5 
The full-wigg’d fons of, pills and potions; 
‘The bags, of maggot and new motions; 
‘The fage, of microfcopic eye, 
Who reads him lectures’on a fly; 
Grave antiquaries, with their flams; 
And pocts, {quirting epigrams: 
With fome few lords—of thofe that think, 
And dip, at times, their pen in ink : 
Nay, ladies too, of diverfe fame, 
Who are, and are not, of the game. 
For he has look’d the world around, 
And pleafure, in each quarter, found. 
Now young, now old, now grave, now 
He fines trom Mfe by foft deexy, ee 
And fees at hand, without affright, 
Th’ inevitable hour of night.” 
But here, fome pillar of the ftate, 
Whaoie life is one long dull debate; 
Some pedant of the fable gown, 
Who {pares no failings but his own, 
Set up at once their deep-mouth’d hollow : 
Is this a tabjeét for Apollo! 
What! can the god of wit and verfe 
Such trifles in our ears rchearfe ? 
« Know, puppies, this man’s eafy life, 
3 trom carcs, unvex’d with ftrife, 
': employ’d in doing good; 
ce yun ne'er underitood : 
ity, ye fons of pride, $ 
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;-\ multitude of faults will hide. 





at his hoard, more fenfe have found, 
"Vhan at a hundred dinners round. 
‘Tafte, learning, mirth, my weftern eye 
Could often, there, colleéted {py : 
And I have gone well-pleas’d to bed, 
Revolving what was fang or faid. 
« And he, who entertain’d them all 
iti, much good liquor ftrong and fmall; 
With food in plenty, anda weicome, 
Which would become my Lord of Melcombe *, 












* This porm was certainly written in 0957 3 but 
the reader bas only to remember, that Apolle is the gee 
of prophecy as wer as of pocir:, Marurt. 
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Whate foups and fauces duly feafon’d, 

‘Whofe wit weil tiny'd, and fenie‘weil reafon’d, 
Give Burgundy a brighter fain, * . 
And.add new flavour to Chatnpagne=- 

Shall this man to the grave deleend, ~ 


- Unown’d, uphonour’d a8 my. iciend ? 


Noj by my deity § fwear, 

Nor fhall the vow be loft in air; 
‘While you, and millions fach' as you, 
Are fink for ever froth iy view, 
And loft in kindred-darknefs lye, 
‘This good’old'nian fhall never die : 
No miatter where I place his name, 
His love of learning fMilall be fame. 


TYBURN; TO THE MARINE SOCIETY. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tur defign of the Marine Society is in itfelf fo 


*Jatdable, and has been purfued fo fuccefsfuily 
for the public gdod, that 1 thought&t sherited a 
public acknowledgment, But to take off trom 
the flatoefs of a dire& compliment, 1 have 
through the whole -poetn loaced their inflitu- 
tion with fach-reproaches as Will fhow, i hope, 
in the moft itriking manner, its real utility. 


By authentic accounts, it appears, that from the 


firft rife of this fociety, to the prefent year 1762, 
they ‘have collected, ‘clothed, and fitted out fos 
the feacfervice, 545% grown then, 4511 boys: 
in all'9963perfons: whom they hify¢ thus not 
only feed, in all probalsility, from perdition 
and infanry, but rendered them ufcful members 
of the coramunity ; at that time too whin their 
country food moft ia need of their aflilance. 


Tr, has been, all examples fhow it, 
‘Che privilege of every poet, 


From ancient down to modern time, 


‘To bid dead matter live in rhyme 3“ 
‘With wit etliven fenfelefs rocks ; 
Draw repartee from! wooden blocks; 
Make buszards feniators of note, 
And rooks harangue, that geefe may vote. 

Thefe moral fidtions, firft deiign’d 
“To mend and mortify mankind, 
Old Aifop, as our children know, 
“Taught twice ten hundred years ago, 
‘Vis Ry, upon the chariot-whteel, 
Could all a dlatefinan’s merit feel ; 
And, to irs own importance juft, - 
exclaim, wich Bufo, What a duft! 
Hishorfe-durg, when the flcod ran high, 
In Colon’s air and accent ery, : > 
‘While tumbling down the turbid ftream, 
Lord love us, how we apples fwim ! 

But further inflances to cite, 
“Would tire the hearers patience quite. 
Re: what their sumbers and their worth, 
re, while thofe hold forth; 
-Park on to Clerkeuwell, 
jet cotfec-houfes tell; 
‘Where Singland, through the world renown’d. 
Inall its wifdom may be found : 
While I, fer ornament and ufe, 
An crator of wood produce. 
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Why thould the gentle reader ftare 2 
Are wooden orators fo rare? 
Saint stephen’s Chapel, Rufus’ Hall, 
‘That hears them in the pleader baw!, 
That h ars them in che patriot thunder, 





Can teil uf uch things are a wonder. - 
So can Saint Dunt s in the weit, 
When good Komaine harangves his beft, 





And teils his taring congregation, 
‘Vhat iober fente is fure damnation; 
‘That Newton's guilt-was worfe than treafon, 
For ufing, What God gave him, reafon. 
A pox of ail this prefacing ! 
Smart Dalbus ciies: come, ‘name the thing: 
‘That fuch there are we all agree 
What is this wood? Why—''yburn-tree. 
Hear then this reverend oak harangue ; 
Who makes them do fo, ere they hang. 








Patibulum loquitur. 

“ Each thing whatever, when aggriev’d, 
Of right complains, to'be reliew’d. 
When rogues fo rais’d the price of wheat, 
‘That few folks could afford to eat, 
(Jutt as, when do@or’ fees rin high, 
Few patients can afford to die) 
The poor durft ‘into murmurs break 5 
Vor lofers muft have leave to fpeak: 
‘Then, from reproaching, fell to mmawling 
Fach neighbour-rogue they found foreftulling. 
As thefe again, their knaves and fetters, 
Durft vent complaints againft their betters; 
Whofe only crime was in defeating 
‘Their {chetne of growing rich by cheating: 
So, fhall not E my wrongs relate, ‘ 
An injur’d minifter of ftate? “+ 
‘The finither of care and pain 
May, fure, with better grace complain, 
For reafons no lefs firong andtruc, ~ 
Marine Society, of you! 
Of you, ws every carman L:nows, 
My late®t and moft fatal foes. 

My property you bafely fteal, 
Which ev’a a Eritihh oak can feel; 
Feeland refent! what wonder ther 
It fhould be felt by Britith men, 
When France, intulting, durft invade 
"Their cleereft property of trade? 
For which both nations, at the bar 
Of that fupreme tribunal, war, 
‘Yo thew their reafons have agreed, 
And lawyers, by ten thoufands, feed ; 
Who now, for legal quirks and puns, 
Plead with the fhetoric of great guns; 
And each his clients caufe maintains, 
By knocking out th’ opponents brains : 
While Earcpe all—but we adjourn 
This wife digrefhon, and return. 

Your rules and ftatutes have undone me: 
My fureft cards begin to fhun me. 
My native fubjeéts dare rebel, 
‘Thole who wére born for me and hell: 
And, Lut for you, the fcoundrel-line 
Had, every mother’s fon, dled mine. 
A race unnumber’d as unknown, 
Whom town or iuburb calls her own; 
Of vagrant love the various fpawn, 
From :2gs end filth, frem lace and laws, 
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Sons of Flecteditch, of butlis, of henches, 
Where peer and porter mect their wenches, 
For ngither health nor fhame can wean us, 
From mixing with the midnight Venus, 
Nor let my cits be here forgot: 
They know to fin as well as fot. 
When night demure walks forth array’d 
Ir her thin negtigee of thade. 
Late rifen from their long regale 
Of beef and beer, and bawdy tale, ~ 
Abroad the comman-council fally, 
To poach for game in lane or alley; 
This gets a for, whofe firft eflay 
Will fitch his father’s till away 5 
A daughter that, who may retire, 
Some few years hence, with her own fire: 
And while his hand is in her placket, 
"Che filial vireue picks his pocket. 
Change-alley, too, is grown fo nice, « 
A broker dares refine on vice: 
With lordelike fcorn of marriage-vows, 
In her own arms he cuckolds fpoufe; | 
For young and freth while he would with her 
His loofe thought glows with Kitty Fifher; 
Or, after nobler quarry running, 
Profanely paints her aut a Gunning. 
Now thefe, of each degree and fort," 
At Wapping dropp’d, perhaps at Court, 
Bred up for me, to {wear and lie, 
‘To laugh at hell, and heaven defy ; 
Thefe, Fyburn’s regimental train, 
‘Who rife their necks to fpread my reign, 
From age to age, by right divine, 
Hereditary rogues, were mine: 
And each, by dicipline fevere, 
Improv'd beyond all fhame and fear, 
From guilt to guilt advancing daily, 
My conftant friend the good Old-Bailey 
‘To me made over, late or foon ; 
. Think, at dateft, once a noon: 
, But by your interloping care, 
Not one in ten fhall be my fhare, 
Ere ’tis too late your error fee, 
* You foes to Britain, and to me. 
To me: agreed—But to the nation ; 
“I prove it thus by demontftration. 
Firft, that there is much good in ill, 
My great apoftle Mandevile 
Has made moft clear. Read, if you pleafe, 
His moral fable of the bees. 
Our reverend clergy next will own, 
Were all men good, their trade were gone 5 
‘That were it not for ufeful vice, 
Their learned pains would bear no price: 
Nay, we thouid quickly bid detiance 
To their demunitrated alliance. 
Next, kindoms are compos‘d, we know, 
Of individuals, Jack and Joe. 
Now thefe; our fovereign lords the rable, 
For ever prone to growl! and (quabble, 


‘The monitrous many-headed beat, .- 


~ Whom we mnft not offend, but. fext 
Like Cerberus, thould have their fops 
And what is that, but truffing up? 
How happy were their hearts, and gay, 
‘As cach returm of hanging-day ? 


: ne 
To fee * Page {winging they admire, 
Beyond ev'n * Madox on his wire} buona 
No baiting ofa bullor bear, © = |< 
To * Perry dangling in the air! 
And then, the being drunk a week, 
For joy, fome * Sheppard would not (queak } 
But now that thofe good times are o'er, 
How will they muting and roay ! 
Your fcheme abfurd of fober rules 
Will fink the race of men to mules: | 
For ever drudging, fweating, broiling, 
For ever for the public toiling : 
Hard matters! whe, juft when they need “em, 
With a few thiftles deign to feed "em. 
Yet more---for it is ieldom knowg 
That fault or folly ftands alone--- 
You next debauch their infant-mind 
‘With fumes of honourable wind ; 
Which mué beget, in heads untry’d, 
That worft of human vices. pride. 
Ail who my humble paths forfake, 
‘Will reckon, each, to be a Blake; 
There, on the deck, with arms 2-kimtbo, 
Already ftruts the future Bembow 5 
By you bred up to take delight in 
No earthly thing but oaths and fighting. 
Thefe fturdy fons of blocd and blows, 
By pulling Monfieur by the nofe, 
By making kicks and cuffs the fathion, 
Will put ali Europe in a paffion. 
The grand alliance, now quadruple, 
Will pay us home, * jufqa’ au centuple :”* 
So the French king was heard to cry--= 
And can a king of Frenchmen lie? : 
Thefe, and more mifchiefs I forefee 
From fondling brats of bafe degree. 
As muthrooms that on dunghills rife, 
The kindred-weeds beneath defpife 5 
So thefe their fellows will contemn, 
Who, in revenge, will rage at them: 
For, through each rank, what more offends, 
Uhan to behold the rife of friends? “2% 
Still when our equals grow too great, 
We may applaud, but we mutt hate. 
‘Then, will it be endur'd, when Jaho 
Has put my hempen ribbon on, 
To fee his ancient mefs-mate Clond, 
By you made turbulent and proud, _ 
And early taught my tree to bilk, 
Pafs in another all of filk ? 
Yet, one more mournful cale to put >! 
A hundred mouths at once you thut ! 
Half Grub-ttreet, filenc’d in an hour, 
Mutt curfe your interpofing power! 
If my loft fons no longer fteal, 
What fon of hers can earna meal? 
You ruin many a gentle bard, - 
Who liv’d by heroes that die hard ! 
Their brother-hawkers too! that fang 
How great from world to world they {wang 
And by fad fonnets, quaver’d lou 


Drew tears and half-pence from #fte crowd 





“#98 A; thefe are all perfons of note, and well 
known to our readers, we think any more partite 
Jar mention of them unneceffary. Marit. 
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Blind Fielding too---a mifchief on him ! 

Iwith my fons would meet and fone him! 

Sends his black fquadrons- up and down, 

Who drive my beft boys back'te town. 

‘They find that travelling now abroad, 

'To eafe rich rafcals on the roed, 

Is grown a calling much unfafe ; 

‘Phat there are furer ways by half, 

‘To which they have ther equal claim, 

Of earning daily food and fame: 

So down, at home, they fit, and think 

How beft torob, with pen and ink. 
Hence, red-hot letters and effays, 

By the John Lilburn of thefe days; 

‘Who guards his want of thame and fenfe, 

‘With fhield of feven-fold impudence. 

Hence cards on Pelham, cards on Pitt, 

With much abufe and little wit. 

Hence libels againft Hardwike penn'd, 

That only hurt when they commend: 

Hence oft afcrib’d to Fox, at feaft 

All that defames his name-fake beatt. 

Hence Cloacina hourly views 

Unnumber’d labours of the mufe, 

That fink, where myriads went before, 

And fleep within the chavs hoar : 

While her brown daughters, under ground, 

Are fed with politics profound, 

Each eager. hand a fragment fraps, 

More excrement than what it wraps. 

* Thefe, fingly, contributions raite, 

Of cafual pudding and of praife. 

Others again, who form a gang, -. 


. Yet take duc meafures not to hang, 


In magazines their forces join, 

By legal methods to purloin: 

Whole weekly, or whofe monthly, feat ig 
Firft to decry,.then fleal, your treatife. 


-So rogues in France perform their job ; 


Affaflinating, ere they rob. 

But, this long narrative to clofe : 
They who would grievances expofe, 
In alt good policy, no lefs, 

Should fhow the methods to redrefs, 

If commerce, finking in one fcale, 

By fraud or hazard comes to fail; 

The tafk is next, all ftatefineg know it, 
‘To find another where to throw it, * 
‘That, rifing there in due degree, 

The public may no lofer be. 

‘Thus having heard how you invade, 
And, in onesmay, deftroy my trade ; 


+, That we at lat may part good friends, 


Hear how you ftill may make amends. 

O Search this finful town with care: 
What numbers, duly mine, are there! 
The full-fed herd of money-jobbers, 
Jews, Chriftians, rogues, alike and robbers ! 
‘Who riot on the poor man’s toils, 

And fatten by a nation’s fpoils t 

‘The crowd of little knaves in places 
Our age’s envy and difgrace. 

Secret and {nug, by daily ftealth, 

‘The buly vermin pick up wealth; é 
"Then, without birth, controul the great ! 
Then, withgus talents, rule the fate 
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Some ladies too-~-for fome there are, 
With fhame and decency at war; 


] Who, on 2 ground of pase threefcore, 


Still (pread the rofe of twenty-four, 
And bid a nut-brown bofom glow 
With purer white than lilies know: 
Who into vice intrepid ruth ; 

Put modeft whoring to the blufh ; 
And with more front engage a trooper 


7 Than Jenny Jones, or Lucy Cooper. 


Send me each mifchief-making mbbtér ; 
°Tis equal, ienator or {cribbler : . 
Who, on the felf-fame {pot of ground, 
The felftame hearers ftaring round, 
Abjure and join with praife and blame, 
Both men and meafures, ftill the fame ; 
Or ferve our foes with all their might, 
By proving Britons dare not fight: 
Stim, flimty, fiddling, futile elves, 
They paint the nation’ from themitives; 
Lefs aiming to be wife than witty, 
And mighty pert, and mighty pretty. 
Send me each ftring---fave green and blue—, 
Thefe, brother’ Tower-hill, wait for you. 
But, Lollius, be not in the fpléca ; 
’Tis only Arthur’s knights 1 mean---_ 
Not thoie of old renown’d in fable, 
Nor of the'rouitd, but gaming table ; 
Who, every night} the waiters fay, - 
Break every law they make by day ; 
Plunge deep our youth in all the yic¢ 
Attendarit upon drink and dice, 
And, mixing in nocturnat battles, 
Devour each other’s goods and chattles 5 
While from the month of magic box, 
With curfes dire and dreadfui knocks, 
They fling whole tenements away, 
Fling time, health, fame---yet call it play 
Till, by advice of fpecial friends, : 
‘The titled dupe a fliarper ends: 
Or, if fome drop of noble blood 
Remains, not quite defil’d to mud, 
The wretch, unpity’d and alone», 
Leaps headlong to the world unknown ! 


ZEPHYR, OR THE STRATAGEM. © 


“ Egregiam vero laudem et {polia ampla refertis, 
“ Una dola Divim fi Foemina vidla duorum eft.’» 
~ Vixs, 
ARGUMENT. ; 
A certain young lady was furprifed, on horfeback, 
bya violent ftorm of wind and rain from the 
South-weft, which made her difmount fome- 
what precipitately, © ge 
Tue god,.in whofe gay train appear 
Thofe gales that wake the purple year; 
Who lights up health and bloom and grace 
In Nature’s, and in Mira’s face ; Se 
To {peak more plain, the weftern wind, ~ 
Had feen this brighteft of hex kind 
Had feen her oft with frefh furpri 
And ever with defiring eyes! 
Much, by her fhape, her look, her air, 
Diftinguith’d from the vulgar fair ; 
More, by the mcaning foul that fhines 
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‘Through all-her charms, and all refines. 
Born to command, yet turn'd to pleafe, 
Her foam is dignity, with eafe: 
‘Then.--fuch a hand, and fuch an arm, - 
As age or impotence might warm ! 
Just such a leg too, Zephyr knows, 
The Medicéan Venus fhovws } 
So'far fe fees; fo far admires, 
Each charm is feuel to his fires: 
ay other charms, und thofe of price, 
That form the bounds of Paradife, 
sn thofe an equal praife command ; 
Allturn’d by nature’s fineft hand? 
Ts all thd confecrated ground ‘ 
With plumpnefs, firm, with {moothnefs, round ? ? 
The world, but once, one Zeuxis faw, 
A faultlefs form who dar’d to draw: 
And then, that,all might perfect be, 
All rounded off in due degree, 
To furnith out the matchlefs piece, 
Were rified half the toafts of Greece. 
*Twas Pitt's white neck, ’twas Delia’s thigh; 
*Twas Waldegrave’s fweetly-brilliant eye; * 
*Twas gentle Pembroke’s eafe and grace, 
And Hervey lent her maiden-face. 
But dares he hope, on Britufh ground, 
‘That thefe may all, in one, be found ? 
Thefe chiefly ‘that fil (hun his eye ? 
He knows not; put he means to try. 
~ Aurora, » ifn, ‘treth and gay, 
Gave promife of a golden day. 
Up, with her fitter, Mira rofe, 
Four hours before our London beaux ; 
For thefe are ftill aflecp and dead, 
Save Arthur's fons-.-not yet in bed. 
A rofe, impearl'd with orient dew, 
Had caught. the paffing fair-one’s view ; 
To pluck the bud he faw her ftoop, 
And try’d, behind, to heave her hoop: 
Then, while acrofs the daify’d lawn 
Ske turn’d, to feed her milk-white fawn, 
Due weftward as her fteps the bore, 
Would {weil her peticoat, before; 
‘Would fubtly fteal his face between, 
To fee---what never yet was feen! 
*e And fare, tq fan it with his wing, 
*¢ No nine-month fymptom e’er can‘bring 
“ His aim is but the nymph to pleafe, 
Who daily courts his cooling breeze.” 
But liften, fond believing maid ! 
When love, foft traitor, would perfuade, 
‘With all the moving fkill and grace 
Of pradtis’d paffion in his face, 
Dread his approach, diftrult your power--- 
For oh! there is one thepherd’s hour’: 
And though he long, his aim to cover, 
May, with the friend, difguife the lover, 
‘The fenfe, or nonfenie, of his woging 
‘Will but adore you into ruin. 
But, for thofe butterflies, the beaux, 
Who buz around in tinfel-rows, 
Shake, fhake them off, with quick difdain: 
Where infects fettle, they will ftain, 
Thus, Zephyr oft the nymph alfa ‘d, 
As oft his little arts had fail'd: 


“ 


rid 
The folds of filk, “the ribs of whale, 
Refifted Mill his feeble gale. 
With thefe repulfes vex’d at heart,* 
Poor Zephyr has'recourfe to art: 
And hisown weaknefs to fupply, 
Calls in a brother of the fky, 
The rnde fouth-wett ; whole mildeft play 
Is war, mere war, the Ruffian way: 
A tempeft-maker by his trade, 
Who knows to ravifh, not perfuade, 
The terms of their aérial league, 
How firft to harafs and fatigue, 
Then, found on fome remoter plain, 
To ply her clofe with wind and rain ; 
Thefe terms, writ fair and feal’d and fi fign'g, 
Should Webb or Stukely with to find, 
Wife antiquaries, who explore 
All that has ever pa‘s'd---and more; 
Though here too tedious to be told, 
Are yonder in fome cloud enrol!'d, 
Thofe floating regifters in air: 
So let them mount, and lead them there. 
The grand alliance thus agreed, 
‘To inftant attion they proceed ; bf 
For “tisin war a maxim known, 
As Proflia’s monarch well has fhown, 
To break, at once, upon your foe, 
And ttrike the firft preventive blow. 
With Toro’s lungs, in Toro’s form, 
Whole very how ¢” 'ye is a ftorm, 
The dréad fouth-weit his part begun, 
Fhick clonds, ext'nguilhing the fun, 
At his command, from pole to pole 
Dark fpreading, oer the fair-one roll ; 
Who, prefling now her favourite fteed, 
Adorn'd the pomp the deigns to lead. 
O Mira} to the future blind, : 
Th’ infidious foe is clofe behind, 
Guard, guard your treafure, while you can; ; 
Unlefs this god thould be the man. 
For lo! the clouds, and his known call, 
Are clofing round---they burft ! they fail! 
While at the charmer all-aghaft, : 
He pours whole winter in a blaft : 
Nor cares, in his impetuous mood, 
If natives founder on the flood ; 
If Britain’s coaft be left as bare * » 
As he refolves to leave the fair. 
Here, gods refemble human breed 
The world be damn'd—(o they facceed. 
Pale, trembling, from her fteed the fied, 
With filk, lawn, linen, round her head ; 
And, to the fawns who fed above, 
Unveil'd the lat recefs of love. 
Each wondering fawn was feen to bound f, 
Each branchy deer o’erleap'd his mound, 
A fight of that tequefter'd glade, i 
In ail its light, in all its fhade, 
Which rifes there for wifeft ends,” 
Ta deck the temple it defends. + 





* The very day on which the fleet under Ad~ 
miral Hawke was blown into Torbay. MALLET. 
4 “ Inmemor heroar us qeet oft mirata Fun 


‘“ wenca.” = Vige, 


bry 
Lo! gentle tenants of the grove, 
For what a thoufand heroes ftrove, 
When Europe, Afia, both in arms, 
. Difputed one fair lady's charms. 
‘The war pretended Helen's eyes *; 
But this, believe it, was the prize. 
"Lhis rouz’d Achilles’ mortal ire, 
‘This ftrung his Homer’s epic lyre 5 
Gave to the world La Mancha’sknight, 
And {till makes bulls and heroes fight. 
Yet, though the diftant confcious mufe 
This airy rape delighted views ; 
Yet the, for honour guides her lays, 
Enjoying yet, di(dains to praife. 
Uf Frenchmen always fight with odds, 
Are they « pattern for the gods ? 
Gan Ruffia, can th’ Hungarian vampire $, 
‘With whom caft in the Swedes and empire, 
Can four fach powers, who one affail, 
Deferve our praife, thould they prevail ? 
O mighty triumph! high renown ! 
Two gods have brought one mortal down 5 
Have club'd their forces in a ftorm, 
To ftrip one helplefs female form! 
Strip her ftark naked ; yet confefs, 
* Such charms are beauty’s fairett drefs ! 
But, all-infenfible to blame, 
The fky-born ravifhers on flame 
Enchanted at the profpect ftood, - 
‘And kifv'd with rapture what they view’d. 
Sleek § * * r too had done no lefs ; 
‘Would parfon’s here the trath confefs : 
Nay, one brifk peer, yet all-alive, 
‘Would do the fame, at eighty-five f. 
But how, in colours foftly bright, 
‘Where ftrength and harmony unite, 
"To paint the limbs, that fairer thow 
"Than Maffalina's borrow'd fnow ; 
‘To paint the rofe, that, through its fhade, 
‘With theirs, one human eye furvey’d ; 
‘Would gracious Phoebus tell me how, 
‘Would. he the genuine draught avow, 
‘The mute, a fecond Titian then, 
‘To fame might confecrate her pen? 
‘That Titian, nature gave of old 
‘The queen of beauty to behold, 
‘Like Mira unadorn’d by drefs, 
But all complete in nakednets: 
‘Then bade his emulating art 
‘Thofe wonders to the world impart.” 
“Around the ready graces ftand, 
Each heightening Stroke, each happy line, 
Awakes to life the form divine ; 
“Till, rais’d and rounded every charm, 
‘And all with youth immortal warm, 
‘He fees, fearce crediting his eyes, 
He fees brighter Venus rife‘ 
Bat, to the gentle reader’s cot, 
His pencil, with his life, was loft: 


* « Et fuit ante Relanam,” Ze. Hor. 

4 A certain mifehievous demon that delights 
much in human blood ; of whom there are many 
Glories told in Hungary. 2 Maret. 
S$ We believe there is a miffake in this reading ; 
for the perfor beft informed and moft concerned, 
Afures, that i,  foould be only feventy five. 

pie ee > 3 Merizt. 
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And Mira muft contested be, 
To live by Ramlay and by me. 


EDWIN AND EMMA.. 


Markit, Cefaria, it is true and plain. 

“ ‘The {pinters and the Knitters in the fun, a 

“ And the free maidsthat weave their thread with 

“ Doufe to chant it. It is filly footh,  [bones, 

“ And‘dallies with the innocence of love, 

“ Like the old age.” : 
~ > Smakese. Tweirtu Nicut 


Fax in the windings of a vale, 
Fatt by a theltering wood, 

The fafe retreat of health and peace, 
An humble cottage ftood, 


There beauteous Emma flourifl’d fair, 
Beneath a mother’s eye ; 

Whofe only with on earth was now 
To fee her bleft, and die. 


The fofteft bluth that natare {preads 
Gave colour to her cheek: 

Such orient colour fmiles through heaven, 
When vernal mornings break. 


Nor let the pride of great-ones {corn 
This charmer of the plains: 

That fun, who bids their diamonds blaze, 
To paint our lily deigns. 


Long had the fill’d each youth with love, 
Each maiden with de(pair ; : 
And though by all a wonder own’d, 
Yet knew not fhe was fair. ~ 


Till Edwin came, the pride of fwains, 
A foul devoid of art; i 

And from whofe eye, ferenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 


A mutual flame was quickly caught: 
Was quickly too reveal’d : 

For neither bofom lodg’d a with, 
That. virtue keeps conceal'd. 


What happy hours of home-felt blifs 
Did love on both beftow | 

But bli(s too mighty long to laf, 
Where fortune proves a foe. 


His fitter, who, like envy form’d, 
Like her in milchiet joy’d, 

To work them harm, with wicked fkilf, 
Each darker art employ’d. . 


The father too, a fordid man, 
Who love’nor pity knew, 

Was all-unfeeling as the clod, 
From whence his riches grew. 


4 Long had he feen their fecret lame, 


And feen it long unmov'd = 
Then with a father’s frown at lat 
Had fternly difapprov'’d. 


In Edwin's gentle heart, a war 
Of differing pailions Arove: 


POEMS. 


2. 
Fis heart, that durft not difobey, 
Yet could not ceafe to love. 


Deny'd her fight, he oft behind 
‘The {preading hawthorn crept, 

'o {natch a glance, to mark the Ipot 
‘Where Emma walk’d and wept. 





Oft too on Stanmore’s wintery wafte, 
; Beneath the moonlight thade, 

In fighs to pour his (orten'd foul, 
The midnight mourner fray'd. 





His gheek, where health with beauty glow’d, 
: , 
A. deadly pale o’ercatt: : 
So fades the frefh rofe in its prime, 
Before the northern blaft. 


The parents now, with late remorfe, 

~* Hung o'er his dying bed ; 

} And weary’d Heaven with fruitlefs vows, 
And fruitlefs forraws thed. 


i paft! he cry’d—but if your fouls 

} Sweet mercy yet can move, 

Let thefe dim eyes once more behold, 
What they muft ever love! 


She came; his cold hand foltly touch’dy 
- And bath’d with many a tear: 
Fatt-falling o’er the primrofe pale, 
So morning dews appear. 
But ob ! his fiiter’s jealous care, 
A cruel fitter the! 
Forbade what Emma came to fay ; 
| & My Edwin, live for me!” 
Now homeward as the hopelefs wept 
‘The church-yard path along, 
The biaft blew cold, the dark owl fcream’d 
Her lover's funeral fong. AG ¥ 
Amid the falling gloom of night, 
Her (tartling fancy found 
In every bath his hovering thade, 
His groan in every found. © 
Alone, apall’d, thus had the pais’d 
The vifionary vale-- 
When lo! the death-bell fmote her ear. 
Sad founding in the gale! 
Jult then the reach’d, with trembling ftep, 
Her aged mother’s door--- 
He’s gone! the cry’d; and I shall fee 
’ That angel-face no more. 
{ feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againft my fide--. 
From her white arm down funk her head; 
She fhivering figh'd, and dy’d. 
EXTRACT OF A LETTER FROM THE CU- 
. | RATE OF BOWES, IN YORKSHIRE, 
On the fubje® of the preceding poem. 
TO MR. COPPERTHWAITE, AT MARRICK, 
. Worthy Sir, 
*®,* As to the affair mentioned in yours, it 
Inapened long before my Yine. I have therefore 


7 
been obliged to confult my clerk, and another 
perfon in the neighbourhood, for the truth of that 
melancholy event. The hiftory of it is as follows = 

Tue family-name of the young man was 


“Wrightion ; of the young maiden Railton. They 


were both much of the fame age; that is, grow~ 
ing uptotwenty. In their birth was no diiparity: 
but in fortune, alas! fhe was his inferior. His 
father, a hard old man, who had by his toil ac~ 
quired a handfome competency, expected and re~ 
quired that his fon thould marry fuitably. But 
as “ amor vincit omnia,” his heart was unal- 
terably fixed on the pretty young creature al- 
ready named. Their courtthip, which was all by 
ftealth, unknown to the family, continued about 
ayear, When it was found out, old Wrightfon, 
his wife, and particularly their crooked daughter 
Hannah, flouted at the maiden, and treated her 
with notable contempt. For they held it as a 
maxim, and a ruftic one it is, “ that blood was 
“ nothing without groats.” 

The young lover fickened, and took to hie bed 
about Shrove-Tuefday, and died the Sunday fer 
vennight after. 

On the laft day of his illnefs, he defired to fee 
his miftrefs. She was civilly received by the mo~ 
ther, who bid her welcome---when it was too late. * 
Bat her daughter Hanna lay at his back; to cut 
them off from all oportunity of exchanging their 
thoughts. : 

At her return home, on hearing the bell toll 
out for his departure, the {cream’d aloud that her 
heart was burft, and expired fome moments af- 
ter. 

The then curate of Bowes ® inferted it in his 
regitter, that they both died of love, and were 
buried in the fame grave, March 15,1714. Iam, 

t Dear Sir, 7 
° Yours, 8c. 


QN THE DEATH OF LADY ANSON. 
ADDRESSED TO.HER FATHER, 1961. 
oO chown ® with honaur, bleft with length of 
jays, eee 
Thou whom the wife revere, the worthy praife ; 
Juft guardian of thofe laws thy voice explain’d, 
And meriting all titles thou haft gain’d--- 
Though fill the tairett from heaven’s bounty flow ; 
For good and great no monarch can beftow : 
Yet thus, of health, of fame, -of friends pofleft, 
No fortune, Hardwicke, is Gincerely blet. 
All human-kind are ions of ferrow born: 
The great mutt fuffer, and the good muft mourn. 
For fay, can Wiflom’s felf, what late was thine, 
Can fortitude, without a figh, refign? 
Ah, no! when Love, when Reafon hand in hand, 
Over the cold urn confenting mourners ttand, — . 


* Bowes is @ {mall viilage in Yorkfbire, where, 
in former times, the Earls of Richmond had a caf- 
tle. It flands on the edge of that vaft and moun- 
tainous tra@, named by the neighbouring people, 
Stasemore; which is always expojed to wind 
ank weather, defolate and folitary throughout. 

Ky [Gg ate ne . asa. Darr, 


gus 


The firmeftyheart diffolves to foften here : 

And Piety applauds the falling tear. 

Thofe facred drops, by virtuous weaknefs hed, 

Adorn the living, while they grace the dead : 

¥rgm tender thought their tource unblam’d they 
draw, ~ 

By Heaven approv’d, and true to Nature’s law. ° 

When his lov’d child the Roman could not fave, 
Immortal Tully, from an early grave ¢, 
No common forms his home-felt paffion kept : 
‘The fage, the patriot, in the parent, wept. 

‘And O° by grief ally’d, as join’d in fame, 

‘The fame thy lofs, thy forrows are the fame. « 
She whom the Mufes, whom the Loves deplore, 
Ev’n fhe, thy pride and pleafure, is no more : 

In bloom of years, in all her virtue’s bloom, 
Loft to thy hopes, and filent in the tomb. : 

-O! feafon mark’d by mourning and defpair, 

‘Thy blafts, how fatal to the young and fair? 

For vernal frefhnefs, for the balmy breeze, 

Thy tainted winds came pregnant with difeafe : 
Sick Nature funk before the mortal breath, 
‘That fcatter’d fever, agony, and death ! 

What funerals has thy crucl ravage fpread ! -” 
‘What eyes have flow’d | -what noble bofoms bled. 

Here let Reflection fix her fober view: 

O think, who fuffer, and who figh with you, 
See, rudcly fnatch’d, in all her pride of charms, 
Bright Granb from a youthful hufband’s arms ! 
In, climes far iftant, fee that hufband mourn; 
His arms revers’d, his recent laurel torn ! 
Behold again, at Fate’s imperious call, 

In one dvead inftant blooming Lincols fall ! 

See her Jov’d lord with {pcechlefs anguifh bend ! 

* And, mixing tears with his, thy nobleft friend, 
‘Thy Pelham turn on heaven his reaming cye 
Again in her, he fees a brother die! , 

‘And he, who long, unthaken and ferene, 
iad death, in each dire form of terror feen, 
‘Through worlds unknown o'er unknown oceans 
By love fubdued, now weeps a confort loft: [tott, 
Now, funk to fondnefs, all the man appears, 

Riis front dejected, and his foul in tears! 

Yet more : nor thou the mufe’s voice difdain, 

Who for ndly tries to footh a father’s pain--- 

Let thy culm eye furvey the fuffering ball : 

bee kingdoms round thee verging to their fall! 
What {pring had promis’d and what autumn yields, 
"The bread of thoufands, ravifi'd from their fields ! 
Sce youth and age, th’ ignoble and the great, 
Swept to one grave, | in one promifcuous fate ! 
Heat Europe groan! hear all her nations mourn ! 
And be a private wound with patience borne, 

* Think too: and reafon will contirm the thought: 
thy cares, for her, are to their period brought. 
Yes,the, fair pattern to a failing age, 

With wit, chaitis’d, with tprightly temper, fage : 
‘Whom each endearing name could recummend, 
Whom all became, wife; fitter, daughter, fricnd, _ 
Unwarp’d by folly, and by vice urftain’d,, 

The prize of virtue has, for ever, gain’d ! 


t Tullia died about the age of two and thirty. 
She is celebrated for ber filial piety ; and for kav- 
ing added, to the wfual graces of ber, fex, the 
more folid agcompliskments of knowledge and po- 
dite letters, Maubete 

ae F 
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From life efcap'd, and (afe on that-calm fore 
Where fin and paid Yandéerror are no more, * 
She now no change, nor you no fear can feel: 

Death, to her fame, has fix’d th’ eternal feai! 


A FUNERAL HYMN. 


Ye midnight thades, o'er Nature fpread | 
Dumb filence of the dreary:hour | 
Ta honour of th’ approaching dead, 
Around your awiul terrors Pour. 
Yes, pour around, . 
On this pale ground, 
Through all this deep furrounding gloom, 
The fober thought, 
The tear untaught, ° 
Thofe meetelt mourners at a tomb. 
Lo! as the furplic’d train draw near 
To this laft manfion of mankind, 
The flow,fad bell, the fable bier, 
In holy mufings wrap the mind | 
And while their beam, 
With trembling ftream, 
Attending tapers faintly dart ; 
Each mouldering bone, 
Each {culptur’d ftone, 
Strike mute inftruction to the heart | 


Now, let the facred organ blow, 

-With folemn paufe, and founding flow : 

Now, let the voice due meafure keep, 

In ftrains that Ggh, and words that weep 5 
‘Till all the vocal current blended roll, 
Not to deprefs, but lift the foaring foul. 
To lift it in the Maker’s praife, 

Who firft inform’d our frame with breath + 
And, after foine few ftormy days, 

Now, grac ’ 

NO 





13, gives us o’er to death. 

ig of tears, s 
In him appears, 

Who fhuts the fcene of humah woes : 
Beneathi his thad¢ 
Securely laid, 

The dead alone find true repole. , 





Then, while we mingle duft with dat, 
To One, fupremely good and wife, 
Raife hallclujahs | God is juft, . 
And man mott happy, when he dies! 
His winter patt, 
«Fair {pring at laft ‘ 
Receives him on her flowery thore ; * 
Where Pleafure’s rofe 
Immortal blows, 
And fin and fortow are no more! 


- ‘TO MIRA, 
From THE COUNTRY. ‘ 
AY this iste hinds the world lies huth'd below, + 
i 


Nor is one breath of air awake to blow. 
Now ‘walks mute Midnight darkling over the 


plain, 
Reft, oA folt-footed Silence, in his train, 
To blefs the cottage, and renew the fwain, 
Thefe all-afleep, me all-awake they find ; 
Nor reft, nor fitencey charm the lover’s mind. 
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Kiréady, Ea thonfand torments prove, 

The thoufand torment: of divided Jove z 

The rolling thonght. impatient in the breatt ; 

The flattering with on wing. that will not ret; 
lire, whofe kindled flacnes, undying, glow 5 
nowledge of dittant blifs, and nrefeut woe ; 

ules se ng all, with me they dwell, 





uitdren of abfence, and of loving well ! 

hele pale the cheek, and cloud the cheerlefs eye, 
Swell the fwift tear, and heave the frequent figh : 
Thefe reach the heart, and bid the health decline ; 
And thefe, O Mira! thefe are truly mine. 
} She, whofe fweet {mile would gladdenall the 
o TOVE, 
Whofe mind is mufic, and whofe looks are love ; 
She, gentle power ! victorious foftnefs !.--She, 
Mira, is far from hence, from fove, and me; 
Yet, in my every thought, her form I find, : 
ser looks, her words---her world of charms com- 
A bin'd! 

Sweetnefs is her’s, and unaffected eafe ; 
The native wit, that was not taught to pleafe, 
Whatever foftly animates the face, 
The eye’s attemver’d tire, the winning grace 
Th’ unftudy’d fmile, the bluth that nature warnts, 
And all the graceful negligence of charms ! 
Ha‘ while t gaze, a thoufand ardours rife ; 
‘And my fir’d bofom flathes from my eyes, 
Oh! melting mildnefs! miracle of charms ! 
Receive my foul within thoie folding arms! 
On that dear bofom let my-withes reft--- 
Oh! fofter than the turtle’s downy breatt ! 
And fee! where Love himfelf is waiting near! 
Here let me evet dwell---for heaven is here ! 


"A WINTER'S DAY. 
WRITTEN, IN A STATE OF MELANCHOLY. 


Now, gloomy foul! look ont---now comes thy 


oo turn ; - es 
With thee, behold all ravag'd nature mourn. 
Hail che dim empire of thy darling night, [light. 
That {preads, flow-thadowing, o’er the vanquilh’d 
Look out, with joy; the ruler of the day, 
Faint, as ‘thy hopes, emits a glimmering ray: 
Already exil’d to the utmof fky, 
Hither, oblique, he tyrn’d his clouded eye. 
Jo! from the limits of the wintery pole, 
Mountainous clouds, in rade confufion, roll: 
In difmal pomp, now, hovering on their way,. 
To a fick twilight, they reduce the day. 
And hark! imprifon’d winds, broke loofe, arife, 
And roar their haughty triumph through the fkies, 
While the driven clouds, o’ercharg'd with floods 
of rain, : 
And mingled lightning, burft upon the plain, 
Now fee fad earth.--like thine, her altes'd ftate, 
Like thee,- fhe mourns her fad reverfe of fate! , 
Her fmile, her wanton looks-.-whcre are they 
now? : 
Faded her face, and wrapt in clouds her brow * 
No more, th’ ungrateful verdure of the plain ; 
No more, the wealth-crown’d labours of the 
fwain ; 
Thefe fcenes of blifs, no more upbraid my fates 
‘Torture my pining thought, and roule my hate. 


. 
The leaf-clad foreft, and the tufted grove, 
Erewhile the fafe retreats of happy love, 
Stript of their honours, naked, now appear ; 
This is---my foul! the winter of their year! 
The little, noity fongtters of the wing, 
All, thivering on the bough, forget to fing. 
Hail! reverend Silence ! with thy awful brow! 
Be Miafic’s voice, for ever mute---as now: . 
Let no intrufive joy my dead repofe 
Ditturb :---no pieafure difconcert my woes. 
Ih this mof-cover'd cavern, hopelefs laid, 
On the cold: cliff, P'il lean my aching head; 
And, pleas’d with Winter's watte, unpitying, fee 
All nature in an agony with me! 
Rough, rugged rocks, wet marhes, ruin’d towers, 
Bare trees, brown brakes, bleak heaths, and 
tifhy moors, 
ead floods, huge cataracts, to my pleas'd eyes—n 
(Now I can finile !)---in wild diforder rife id 
And now, the various dreadfulne{s combin’d, 
Black melancholy comes, to doze my mind. 
See! Night’s with'd hades, rife, {preading 
through the air, 
And the loue, hollow gloom, for me prepare } 
Hail! folitary ruler of the grave ! ae 
Parent of terrors ! from thy dreary cave ! 
Let thy dumb filence midnight alf the ground, 
And {pread a welcome herror wide around.--~ 
Bat hark ! a Cadden howl invades my ear! 
The phantoms of the dreadful hour are near. 
Shadows from each dark cavern, now combine, 
And ttalk around, and mix their yells with mine. 
Stop, tying Time! repofe thy seftlefs wing ; - 
Fix here---nor haften to reftore the {pring : 
Fix’d my ill fate, fo fix’d let winter be--~ 
Let never wanton feafon laugh at met 


» PROLOGUE 
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. Spoken by Mr. Garrick 4, 1775, in the charaGer 


of a Sailor, fuddled and talking to bimfeif, 
He enters, finging, 7 
“* How pleafant a failor’s life paffes—” 


Wert, if thou art, my boy, a little mellow! 
A tailor, half teas o’er---’s a pretty fellow ! ° 
What cheer ho? * Do I carry too much fail? 
* £0 the pit. 
No..-tight and trim---I feud before the gale *_-, 
* he flaggers forward, then flops. 
But foftly, though. fee cme to hear s 
Steady ! my boy---the mutt not thow her keel. 
And now, thus ballafted---what courle to fteer ? 
Shall I again to fea--and bang Mounfeer? 
Or ftay on thore, and toy with Sal! and Sue... 
Doft love ’em boy ?---By this right hand, 1 do! 
A well-tigg’d girl is furely moft inviting 
There's nothing better, faith---fave flip and 
fighting: - 
For thall we fons of beef and freedom ftoop, 
Or lower our ilag to flavery and foup? - 











t Some of the lines too seers srdtten by hie ‘ 
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WILLIAM AND MARCARET. 
- 


‘Twas at the filent, folemn hour, 
When night and morning inect ; 

In glided Margaret's grimly phot, 
And ftood at William’s feet. 


Her face was like an April-morn, 
Clad in a wintery cloud ; 

And clay-cold was her lily hand, - 
That held her fable throud. 


So thall the fairett face appear, 
When youth and years are flown: 
Boch is the robe that kings mut wear, 
When death has rett their crown. 


Her bloom was like the fpringing flower, 
That fips the filver dew ; 

The rofe was budded in her cheek, 
Jult opening to the view. 


Bat love had, like the canker-worm, 
Confum’d her early prime ; 

The rofe grew pale, and left her cheek ; 
She dy’d before her time, . 


Awake! the cry'd, thy true-love calls, 
Come from her midni: ht-grave ; 
Now let thy pity hear che maid, 
‘Thy love refus'd to fave, 


This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghotts complain ; 

When yawning graves give up their dead, 
To haunt the faithlels fwain, 


Bethink thee, Williara, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath!” 

And give me back my maiden-vow, 
And give me back my troth, 


Why did you promife loye to me, 
And not that promife keep? 

Why did you {wear my eyes were bright, 
¥et leave thofe eyes to weep? 


How could you fay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forfake ? 

How could you win my virgin-heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 


Why did you fay my lip was {weet, 
And made the fearlet pale? 

And why did I, young witlefs maid ! 
Believe the flattering tale 3 


That face, alas! no more is fair, 
Thofe lips no longer red : 

Dark are my eyes, now clos’d in death, 
And every charm is fled, 


- The hungry worm my fitter is ; 
- This winding theet I wear: 

And cold and Weary lafts our night, 
‘Till that laft morn appear, 


But, hark ! the cock has warn’d me hence; 


A long and late adieu ! 
eme, fee, falfe man, how low fhe tics, 
Who dy'd for love of you, 

Van. , : 


‘The lark fung loud; the morning fmil'd, 
With beams of rofy red: 

Pale William quak’d in every limb; 
And raving left his bed. 7 

He hy’d bim to the fatal place 
Where Margaret’s body lay; 

And ftretch’d him on the green-grafs turf, 
That wrapp’d her breathlefs clay. 


And thrice he call'd on Margaret’s name, 
And thrice he wept full fore ; 

Then laid his cheek tu her cold grave, 
And word fpoke never more ! 


NV. B. Ina comedy of Fletcher, called “ The 
SKnight of the Burning Pefile,” ‘old Merry 
Thought enters repeating the following verfis : 


When it was grown to dark midnight, 


And all were faft afleep, 


Jn came Margaret's grimly ghojt, 


Aud flood at William's feet. 


This was probably the begirining of fome bal. 
Jad, commonly known, at the time when that ay. 
thor wrote; and is all of it, I believe, that is 
any where to be met with. Thefe lines, naked of 
ornament, and fimple as they are, firuck m Ly fan» 
Ys and, bringing frefb into ‘my mind an unhappy 
adventure, much talked of former? 


v, gave birtiy 


to the foregoing poem ; which was writien many 
years aga. i Mauter. 


“EPITAPH, ‘ 


ON MR. AIKMAN, AND HIS ONLY SON; wHo 
WERE BOTH INTERRED LN THE SAME GRAVE. 


Dear to the wife and good, difprais'd by none, 
Here fleep in peace the father and the ton: 

By virtue, as by nature, clofe ally’d, - 

The painter’s genius, but without the pride; 
Worth anambitious, wit afraid to thine, 
Honour’s clear light, and friendihip’s warmth 


divine. 


The fon, fair rifing, knew too fhort a date ; 
But oh, how more fevere the parent’s fate! 
He faw him torn, untimely, from his fide, 


Felt ail a father's anguith, wept and dy'd! 


EPITAPH, 


ON A YOUNG Lapy. ae 


Tus hamble. grave, though no proud firnétorey 


grace, 


Yet truth and goodnefs fanctify the place: 

Yet blamelefs virtue that adorn’d thy bloom, 
Lamented maid! now weeps upon thy torab, 

O “feap’d from life! © iafe on that calm thore, 
Where fin, and pain, and paffion are no more! 
What never wealth could buy, nor power decree, 
Regard and pity wait fincere on thee: 

Lo! foft remembrance drops a pious tear 5 

And holy frigudibip ftands a mpurner here. 


Ze 
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Come, AkeNsipx, come with thinc Attic urn, 
Fill’d from Uyffus by the Naiad’s hand, 

Thy harp was tun’d to freedom.—Strains like thine, 
‘When Afia’s lord bor’d the huge mountain’s fide, 
And bridg’d the fea, to battle rous’d the tribes 

Of ancient Greece, The fons of Cecrops rais’d 
Minetva’s gis Lacedemon pour'd 

Her hardy veterans from their frugal board, 

Aud Thebes faw Xerxes fhake through all his tents, 
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(THE LIFE OF AKENSIDE. 

















“Max Akensipe, “the Britith Lucretius,” was born at Newcaftle-upon-Tyne, Nov. 9. 1722. 
His father, Mark Akenfide, was a fubftantial butcher in that town, His mother, Mary Lumfdcn, 
‘was probably of Scottifh extraction. Both parents were diffenters, 

_ Mr. Brand, the prefent vicar of Newcaftle, in his « Obfervations on popular Antiquities,” alk 
leges, that a halt which he had in his gait was occafioned by the falling of a cleaver from his father’s 
@all upon him, when he was a boy. “ This,” fays he, “ mutt have been a perpetual remembrance 
of his humble origin ;” of which, it is alleged, he was athamed ; but without any foundation, 

He received the firft part of his education at the free fchool of Newcaftle, and was afterwards 
placed under the care of Mr. Wilfon, a diffenting minifter, who kept an academy in that town, 
where he had for his {chool-fellow, the late Gabriel Selby, Efg. of Pafton, in Northumberland. 

At the age of cighteen, he was fent to the Univerfity of Edinburgh, that he might qualify himfel€ 
for the office of a diffenting minifter, and received fome affiftance from the fund which the diffen« 
ters employ in educating young men of feanty fortune. He profecuted his ftudies for ore winter, 
upon this plan: but a wider view of the world, prompting other hopes, he determined to ftudy 
phyfic; and repaid, afterwards, that contribution which, being received for a different purpofe, he 
juftly thought it difhonourable to retain. Pera 

When he refolved not to be a diffenting minifter, he probably did not ceafe to be a diffenter. He 
certainly retained an’ ardent zeal for civil and religious liberty ; without fceking to itrengthen the 
taétion of parties; without forfeiting his reputation as a good citizen. Dr. Johnfon, whofe unfay 
vourable opinion of the diffenters is well known, calls his zeal for liberty “ unneceffary and outra{ 
Beous,” hecaufe it « fometimes difguifes from the world, and not rarely from the mind which it 
poffeffes, an envious defire of plundering wealth, or degrading greatnefs, of which the immediate 
tendency is innovation and anarchy, an impetuous eagernefs to fubvert and confound, with very 
lictle care what fhall be eftablithed.” © ‘The obfecvation, though inapplicable to Akenfide, is jut, 
and may be deemed prophetic by the beft friends of rational and regulated freedom, who lament the 
exccfles of what is called and thought liberty in the prefent day. > 

“Akenfide feems to have felt very early the motions of genius, and to have very early ftored his me« 
mory with fentimenta and images. He began to write verfes when he was at the gtammar f{chool, 
and many of his poetical performances were produced during his continuance at Mr. Wilfon’s aca- 
demy. tt is faid that hin greatelt work, The Plerfures of Imagination, was written at Morpeth, on 
the banks of the Wentfbeck, which he has celebrated in his verfes, while he was on a vifit to hig - 
relations, before he went to the Univerfity of Edinburgh. 7 

At Edinburgh, he diftinguithed himfelf likewife by his poetical compofitions. His Ode on the 
Winter Solflice, which is dated 1740, was certainly compofed at that place. 

His tafte for poetry facilitated his introdu@ion to the moft refpectable literary affociations among 
his fellow ftudents, by whom his genius and learning were highly refpeéted; and his philofophical 
knowledge eafily procured him admiffion into the « Medical Society,* an inftitution coeval 
with the eftablifhment of a regular {chool of phyfic im the Univerfity, of which he was ele@ted a - 
member, December 30. 1740. : 

In 1741, after flaying three years at Edinburgh, he removed to Leyden, in purfuit of medicak 
knowledge, where he contra@ted an intimate friendfhip with Jeremiah Dyfon, Efq. who was profes 
cuting the fludy of the civil law, in that Univerfity. After refiding three years at Leyden, he took 
‘his degree of Doctor in Phyfic, May 16, 1744, and publihed an inaugural differtation, according to 
the cuflom of the Dutch Univerfitics, De ortu et incremento fetus bumani, in which he difplayed his me« 
dical fagacity, by attacking fome opinions of Leuwenhoek, and other writers, at that time very gow 
meyally received, and by Propofing an hypothefis, which has been sonfidered as founded ‘on wuth 
by the belt. phyficians and philofophers, 

“ ; Zui 


526 THE LIFE OF AKENSIDE. 
-_, He now raturned to England, with his friend Mr. Dyfon, and the fame yeat publifhed The Pleas 
© Peres of Imagination, which was, in general, received with great appluufe. =~ ~ 

When the copy was offered to Dodfley, by whom it was publithed, the price ‘demanded for it, 

“which was 1201. being fch as he was not inclined to give precipitately, he carried the work te 
Pope, who, having looked into it, advifed him not to make a niggardly offer, for “ this was ne 
peti poet.” a 

» Warburton being diffatisfied with a nete in the third book, in which he adopts Shaftefbury’s affer- 
“on of the efficacy of ridicule for the difcovery of truth, thought proper, in a preface to one of his 
publications, to make fome févere ftriGures upon him; in which, however, he was attacked as 2 
philofopher, not as a poet. 

He was defended by his frierid Mr. Dyfon, in an anonymous “ Epiftle to Mr. Warburton, océa- 
fioned by his treatment of the Author of the Pleafures of Imagifation,” in whieh there are feveral 
Lenfible obfervations ;. but the ftyle is uncouth and unpleafant. 

1 Warburton’s flridtures'on Akenfide, were afterwards reprinted in the poftfcript to the dedi- 


cation to the “ Free-thinker,” prefixed to the firft volume of the “ Divine Legation,” without, 


however, any notice being taken of what had been written in his defence. 

The pocm on the Pleafuret of Imagination was quickly followed by a very acrimonious Epiile te 
Pulteney, whom he ftigmatizes under the name of Curio, as the betrayer of his country. He after- 
‘wards fhortened this Epifle, and transformed it into an Ode. 

Being now to live by his profeffion, he firft commenced Phyfician at Northampton, where Br. 


Stonchoufe then praétifed, with fuch reputation and fuccefs, that a Stranger was not likely to gain 2 


ground upon him” 

, “ Akenfide tried the’conteft a while,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ and having deafened the place with 
elamours for liberty, removed to Hampftead, where he refided more than two years, and then fixed 
Bievelta in London, the proper place for a man of accomplifhments like his.” 

Dr. Kippis, who then refided at Northampton for education, relates, that Dr. Doddiidge and 
Akentide carried on an amicable debate concerning the opinions of the ancients, with regatd to a 
future Gate of rewards and punifhments, in which Akenfide fupported the firm belicf of Cicero in 
particulary i in this great article of natural religion. 

, On his quitting Northampton, ‘he would perhaps have been reduced to gfeat exigencies in making 
his way asa phyfician; but that Mr. Dyfon, with an ardour of friendibip that has no examples, 
fupported him while he was endeavouring to. make himfelf known, 

Mr. Dyfon had ftudied the law, and been called to the bar ; but in a fhort time, having purchafed 
of Mr, Hardinge his place of clerk of the Houfe of Commons, he quitted Weftminfler Hall, und for 
the Furpofe of introducing Akenfide to acquaintance in an opulent neighbourhood near the town, 
bought ; a houfe at N orth-End, Hampftcad, where they dwelt together during the fummex feafon ; 
frequenting the long-room, and all clubs and affemblies of the inhabitants. 

At thefe meetings, Sir John Hawkins relates, that Akenfide was for difplaying thofe talents which 
had acquired him the reputation he enjoyed in other companics; “ but here,” he obferves, “ they 
- were of little ufe to him; on the contrary, they tended to engage him in difputes that betrayed hina 
into 4 contempt of thofe that differed in opinion from him.” 

It was found out that he was a man of low birth, and a dependent on Mr. Dyfon; circumftances 


that fiirnithed thofe whoth he offended with a ground of reproach-that reduced him to the neceffity _ 


of afferting that he was a gentleman; 

Little could be done at Hampftead after matters had proceeded to this extremity. Mr. Dyfon 
parted with his villa at North-End, and fettied his friend in a {fimall houfe in Bloomfbury Square, 
affigning him, with unesarpled liberality, 300 . a-year, which enabled him to keep a chariot, and 
make a Proper appearance in the world. : 

If our princes and nobles,” fays Mr. Hayley,” have not equalled thofe of other kingdoms in li- 
terality to the great poets of their country, England may yet boaft the name of a private gentle- 
wan, who difcovered, in this refpe&t, 2 moft princelyg/pirit. No nation, either ancient or modern, 
agn produce an example of munificence more truly noble than the annual gratuity which Akenfiic_ 
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tebcived from Mr. Dyfon ; a tribute of generous and affectionate'admiration, endeared to ita worthy 
pofleflpr by every confideration which could make it honourable both to himfelf and to his patron.”* 

At London, he was known as a poet by the Phafures of Imagination, and the Epifile te Curio, which 
were followed in 1745, by Odes on feveral Subjed2s, written, as he tells us, “ at very different inter 
vals, and with a view to very differcnt manners of expreffion and verfification.” 

* "Thefe performances appéared before he was 24 years of age; but he was afterwards more flow in 

his publications. His Ode to the Earl of Huntingdon came out in 1748, and in 1758 he attempted ta 

roufe the national {pirit by an Ode to the Country Gentlemen of England. 

Few of his remaining poetical pieces were publifhed feparately, excepting an Ode to Thomas Eda 
awards, Efg. on the late Edition of Pope’s Works, which had been written in 1751, but was not printed * 
till 1766, with a view, it thould feem, of fhowing his diflike to Warburton, by expofing his early 

, correfpondence with Concanen and Theobald. ‘The reft of his poems which appeared in his lifetime 
were given, at leaft for the moft part, in Dodiley’s * Collettion.”” 

His poetical reputation was how completely eftablifhed. He advanced gradually in medical-re~ 
putation, but never attained any great extent of prattice or emninence of popularity. 

‘A phyfician, Dr. Johnfon obferves, in a great city, feems to be the mere plaything of fortune: hia 
degree of reputation is, for the moft part, totally cafual; they that employ him know not his excel~ 
lence; they that reje&t him know not his deficience. By any acute obferver, whe had looked on 
the tranfattions of the medical world for half a century, a very curious book might be written on 
the fortune of phyficians. 
~ Akenfide appears to have ufed ¢very endeavour to become popular; “ but defeated them all,’ 
fays Sir John Hawkins,“ by the high opinion he every where manifefted of himfelf, and the little 
condefcenfion he fhowed to men of inferior endowmeats.” : . 2 

In the winter evenings, he frequented Tom’s coffee-houfe, in Devereux-Court, then the refort of 
fome of the moft eminent men for learning and ingenuity of the time, with ‘foine of whom he be~ 
came entangled in difputes and altercations, chiefly on fubjects of literature and politics, that fixed 
on his character the ftamp of haughtinefs and felf-conceit, and drew him into difagreeable fituations. 

‘One evening, a difpute between him and Countellor Ballow, a man of learning, but of vulgar 
manners, and of Splenetic temper, rofe fo high, that for fome expreffion uttered by Ballow, Akenfide 
thought himfelf obliged to demand an apology ; which being refufed, he fent his adverfary a chal- 
lenge. : 

Ballow, though he hated Akenfide for his republican principles, and envied him for that eloquence 
which he difplayed in converfation, had no inclination for fighting, and declined an anfwer. ‘The 
demand of fatisfaction was followed by feveral attempts on the part of Akenfide, to fee Ballow at 
his lodgings; but he kept clofe, till, by the interpofition of friends, the difference could be adjufted. 

According to Sir John Hawkins, the accommodation was not brought about by any conceffions 
of his adverfary, but by a refolution from which neither of them would depart; for one would not 
fight in the morning, nor the other in the evening. _ . 

By this bufinefs, the biographer of Dr. Johnfon obferves, that he acquired the character of an - 
irafeible man; apd many who admired his genius and parts, were thy of becoming his intimates: yet. 
he acknowledges, that “ where there was ne competition for applaufe or literary repatation, he was 
an cafy companion, and Would bear with fuch radenefs as would have angered almoft any one.” ~ 

‘He feems, however, to have poffeffed more difcretion than Sir John Hawkins allows him s 
for, befides his eagernefs in forcing himfelf into notice, by an ambitions oftentation of ele~’ 
gance and literature, he placed himfclf in view by all the common methods; and arrived at mofk 
of the honours incident to his profeflion, He became a Fellow of the Royal Society, was admitted 
by mandathos to the degree of Doctor in Phytic in the ih absurd of Cambridge, became Phyfician * 
to St. Thomas’s Hofpital, was eleétcd Fellow of the College of Phylicians, chofen Reader of thee: 
Galftonian and Cronian Leures, and, on the eftablifiment of the Queen's houfehold, appointed one . 
of the Phyficians toher Majefty. . ! Me 

ff there be any truth in the fuppofition that Akenfide entertained republican ideas in his youth, 
it is probable that he might afterwards {often the rigour of his fentiments. 

Ia 1761, she celebrated Thomas Hoeilis, Lfy. purchefed a bed which once belonged to Mikea,. 
Zeij 
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and in which he died. This bed he fent asa prefent to Akenfide, with the following card wt An 
Englifh gentleman is defirous of having the honour to prefent a bed, which once belonged to Johit 
Milton, and on which he died; afd if the Doétor’s genius, believing him({elf obliged, and having 
flept on that bed, fhould prompt him to write an ode to the memory of John Milton, and the af- 
fertor of Britith liberty, that gentleman would think himfelf abundantly recompenfed.’’——Akenfide, 
it is faid, feemced wonderfully delighted with this bed, ahd had it put up in his houfe ; but it doce. 
not appear that he took any other notice of Mr. Hollis’s benefaction and requeft. 

“After he came into confiderable reputation and practice, he wrote little poetry, but publifhed, 
from time to time, medical cffuys and obfervations, in the * Tranfadtions” of the Royal Society, 
and of thé College of Phyficians. 

In £764, he publithed his Differtatio de Dyfenteria, which wns confidcred as a very confpicuous fpe~ 

cimen of Latinity, that entitled him té the fame height of place among the fcholars as he pofleffed 
before among the wits; and he might have rifen te a greater elevation of character, but that his 
ftudics were ended with his life, by a putrid fever, June 23, 1770, in the 49th year of his age. He 
was buried in the parith church of St. James's, Weftminfter. His effects, and particularly his 
books and prints, which laf he was fond of collecting, became the property of his great and inti- 
mate friend, Mr. Dyfon. 
* Befides his Difertatio de Dyfenteria, which has been twice tranflated into Englifh, he contributed 
tothe “ Philofophical Tranfactions,” 1757, Obfervations on the Origin and Ufe of the Lymphatic Veffels 
ta Animals, being an extract from the Gulftonian Letures, read in the theatre of the College of Phys 
ficians, in June 1755. Dr. Monro at Edinburgh having taken notice of fome inacuraties in this 
paper, in his “ Obfervations, Anatomical and Phyfiological,” &c. she publithed a fmall*pamphlet 
in his vindication,1758. ‘Io the « Philofophical TranfaGions,” 1763, he contributed An Account of a 
blazu on the Heart, and its effects. Oratio Anniverfaria ex Inftituto Harveii, toc. Anno 1759, 4to. 1760. 
To the fir volume of the “ Medical ‘I'ranfactions,” he contributed Olfervations on Cancers; of the 
ufe of Ipecacuanha in Afthmas, and a Method of treating White Swellings of the Foints, He read at 
the College, fome obfervations made in St, Thomas’s Hofpital, on the putrid Ery/ipelas, which he 
intended for the fecond volume qf the “ Medical Tranfations,” but it was not returned at the 
time of his death, He began to give for the Cronian LeQure, A Hiflory of the Revival of Learning, 
from which he foon defifted, as it was fuppofed, in difguit, fome one of the College having objeéted 
that he had chofen a fubjeét foreign to the inftitution. 

A complete edition of his Poems, with his laft corrections and improvetnents, was publifhed by Mr, 
Dyfon, in gto. 1772, to which he prefixed an account of his life, which is fo poor and cold, that it 
is deferving of cenfure. Akenfide merited a better memorial from the hand of his friend. A re« 
gular piece of biography, drawn out at length, was not perhaps requifite ; but the flighteft fketch 
might have containcd fome traits of character, fome indications of affection, fome marks of regret that 
fuch a genius fhould be fueddenly carried off without executing his laudable intentions. His poem on Tée 
Pleafures of Imagination, as it originally appeared, has been frequently reprinted. He is believed to 
have written, in Dodfley’s  Mufeum,” the Table of Modern Fame, “at which,” fays Dr. Warton, 
“the guefts are introduced and ranged with that tafte and judgment peculiar to the author.” In 
the appendix to the “ Memoirs of Mr. Hollis,’ are two letters extracted from the “ Public Ad« 
vertifer,” relative to his Ode to Thomas Euwards, Efq., and to his fippoW™ Reflections on the Clergy, 
in.a paffage in the Pleafures of Imagination. Among Dr. Birch’s papers in the Britith Mufeum, aré 
feveral letters written to him hy Akenfide. : 

Sir John Hawkins, in his « Life of Dr. Johnfon,” hes drawn Akenfide’s character fomewhat at 
large; and it is, with a few exceptions, highly to his advantage. 

« ‘The value of that precept which exhorts us to live peaceably with all men, or, in other words, 
to. avoid creating enemies, can only be eftimated by the reflection on thofe many amiable qualities 
againft which the negled& of it will preponderate. Akenfide was a man of religion and ftri& 
virtue, a philofopher, a fcholar, and a fine poet. His converfation was of the moft delightful kind, 
Jearned, inftrudtive, and without any affectation of wit, cheerful, and entertaining. One of the 

" pleafantelt days of my lifeyI pafled with him, Mr, Dyfon, and another friend at Putney bowlings 
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‘Breen-houfé, whete a neat and elegant dinner, the enlivening funfhine of a fummer day, and the 
view of an unclouded fky, were the leaft of our gratifications, In perfedt good humour with him. 
felf Snd all around him, he feemed to‘feel a joy that he lived and poured out his gratulations to the 
Ereat Difpofer of all felicity, in exprelfions that Plato himfelf might have uttered on fach an ocea. 
Sion. In converfation with elect friends, and thofe whofe courfe of ftudy had been nearly the fame 
- with his own, it was an ufual thing with him, in libations to the memory of eminent men among 
the ancients, to bring their chara@ers into view, and thereby give occafion to expatiate on thos | 
particulars of their lives that had rendered them fantous, His method was to arrange them in three 
claffes, philofophers, poets, and legiflators, 

“ That a character thus formed fhould fail of recommending itfelf to general efteem, and procure 
to the poffeffor of it thofe benefits which it is in the power of mankind to beftow, may feem a won- 
der; but it is often feen, that negative qualities are more conducive to this end than pofitive, and 
that, with no higher a chara@ter than is attainable by any one who, with a ftudious taciturnity, will 
keep his opinions to himfelf, conform to the practice of others, and entertain neither friendihip for, 
nor enmity againft any one, a competition for the good opinion of the world, may, for emoluments, 
and even dignitics, ftand a better chance of fuccefs than one of the moft eftablithed reputation for 
learning and ingenuity. The truth of this obfervation, Akenfide himfelf lived. to experience 5 
‘who, ina competition for the place of Phyfician to the Chartcrhoufe, was unable to prevail againft 
an obfcure man, devoid of every quality that might ferve to recommend him, and whofe fole merit 
‘was that of being diftantly related to the late Lord Holland.” 

Akcnfide was very much devoted to the ftudy of ancient literature, and was a great admircr of 
‘the heft philofophers of antiquity, particularly of Plato and Cicero. His philofophical knowledge 
‘and claiiical tate are con{picuous in his poems, and in the notes and illuftrations which he has an- 
nexed to them, Of the modern philofophers, Shaftefbury and Hutchefon were his greateft fas 
‘vourites. His high veneration for the Supreme Being, his noble fentiments of the wifdom and benevo~ 
lence of the Divine Providence, and his zeal for the caufe of virtue, are apparent in all his poems, 
His Ode to William Halt, fg. with the works of Chalieu, condemns the licentioufnefs of that poet, 
His regard to the Chrifian revelation, and his folicitude to have it preferved in its native purity, 
wre difplayed inthe Ove to the Bifvop of Winchefer. The Ode to the Author of the Memoirs of the Houfe of 
Brandenburgh feems to have beenwrittcn on purpofe to expofe the irreligious tenetsof the royal hiftorian, 
He was warmly attached to the caufe of civil and religious liberty. His zeal for ficedom is a diftin- 
‘guithed feature, and peculiar excellence in the character of his poetry. His productions uniformly glow 

ewith the facred fire of liberty, infomuch that he well deferves to be ftyled, “ the Poet of the Come 
munity.” wo of his principal odes are directly confecrated to it,the Oui to the Burl of Huntingdon, 
and that to the Bifbep of Winchefter. In carly life, he was underitood to be fuch a ftrenuous advo- 
vate for liberty, in its moft extenfive fenfe, as to have fome tin@ure of republicanifm in his no= 
tions. Eut no fuflicient proof of this is deducible from his poems. When, with a reference to our 
own country, he celebrates the caufe of freedom, he does it in no other light than that of a Zea- * 
Jons Whig, who was warmly attached to the revolution, and to the memory of the great men 
‘by whom it was effeGed. He omits no oppertunity, in particular, of teitifying his veneration for 
King William. Whatever may be thought of his foftening the rigour of fome exprefSons in the 
laft editions of the Ode on deaving Holland, and the Ode tothe Earl of Huntingdon, it is certain that a tof 
ardent fpirit of liberty breathes through his works. “ 

Akenfide, confidered as a didectic and lyric poet, ranks with the moft eminent writers of didaGie 
and lyric poetry, in ancient or modern times. In his Pleafures of Imagination, he has attempted the 
moft rich and poetical form of didactic writing ; and.though, in the execution of the whole, he is 
nat equal, he has, in feveral parts, fucceeded happily, and difplayed much genius. “ For my own 
‘part, I am of opinion,” fays Cocper, in his “ Letters on Tafte,” “ that there is now living, a poet - 
of as genuine a geniasas this kingdom ever produced, Shakfpeare alone excepted. ‘The gentleman I 
mean is Dr. Akentide, the worthy author of the Pleofares of Imagination, the moft beautiful didactic 
pocm that ever adorned the Englith language.” On the other hand, Gray, writing to Dr. Wharton, 
fays: “I will tell you, though I have rather turned over than read the Poem of your young fiiend 

*-(Dr. Akenfide), that it feems to me abore the middling, and noys and then, for a little while, rifes 
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even to the beft, particularly in defcription. It is often obf{cure, and often unintelligible, and toe 
much infedted with the Hutcheon jargon. In fhort, its great fault is, that it was publifhed at leaft 
pine years too early.” This opinion, haftily delivered in a private letter, before the peem had beer 
maturely examined, muft be confidered as too fevere. The obfcurity of the Pleafures of Imagination, 
when read with attention, will chiefly be found in the allegory of the fecond book. It might likewife 
have been better if the peculiar language of Hutchefon, or rather of Shaftefbury had fometimes 
been omitted. But though it is perhaps defective in fome refpects, and redundant in others, yet it 
ig a noble and beautiful poem, exhibiting many bright difplays of genius and fancy, and holding out 
dublime views of nature, providence, and morality. Akenfide himfelf was convinced that it was _ 
publithed too early, “ That it wanted revifion and correction,” fays his friend and editor, Mr. 
Dyfon, “ he was fufficiently fenfible ; but fo quick was the demand for feveral {ucceflive republica+ 
tions, that, in any of the intervals, to have completed the whole of his corrections was utterly impof- 
fible. He chofe therefore to continue for fome time reprinting it without any alteration, and to 
forbear publifhing any alterations or improvements, till he fhould be able at once to give the whole 
to the public complete. And, with’this view, he went on for feveral years to review and correct 
his poem at his Jeifure, till at Jength he found the taik grow fo much upon his hands, that, defpair- 
ing of ever being able to execute it fufficiently to his own fatisfaction, he abandoned the purpofe of 
correcting,and refolved to write the poem over anew, upon fomewhat a different and enlarged plan.” 

He defigned at firft to comprife the whole of his fubjeat, according to the new plan, in four boolts. 
But he afterwards changed his purpofe, and determined to diftribute the Pleafures of the Imagination 
into a greater number of books. How far his {chéme would have carried him, if he had lived to 
complete it, is uncertain; for, at his death, he had only finifhed the firft and fecond books, a con- 
fiderable part of the third, and the introduétion to the laf. The fitft book of the improved work 
hears a nearer refemblance to the firft book of the former editions, than any‘of the reft do to each 
other. There are, however, in this book, a great number of corretions and alterations, and feveral 
confiderable additions. He has introduced a tribute of refpec and affection to his friend Mr. Dyfon. 
He has referred the Pleafires of Imagination to two fources’ only, greatnefs and beauty, and not to 
three, as he had formerly done. His delincation of beautiful objects is mach enlarged; and, upon 
the whole, the firft book feems to have received a confiderable degree of impfovement. The fe+ 
cond book is very different from the fecond book of the preceding editions. The difference indced 
is fo great, that they cannot be compared together. He enters into a difplay of truth, and its three 
claffes, matter of fact, experimental or fcientific truth, and univerfal truth. He treats likewife of 
virtue as exifting in the Divine mind, of human virtue, of vice and its origin, of ridicule, and of the 
paflions. The enumeration of the differcnt fources of ridicule is Jeft out, and confequently the paf- 
fage which had given offence to Warburton. The allegorical vifion, which formerly conftitated a 
principal part of the fecond book, is likewife omitted. The fecond book, as it now ftands, is cor= 
ret, fevere, moral, and neble; but it appears lefs touching, lefs ftriking, lefe enchanting than 
it was before. The third book is an epifode in which Solon, the Athenian lawgiver, is his chief 
chara@er; and the defign of it feems to be to fhow the great influence of peetry in enforcing 
the caufe of liberty. ‘Fhis part is entirely new, and, if it had been finifhed, would have proved a 
deautiful addition to the poem. It is greatly to be regretted that he did not live to complete his 
defigm; yet the lovers of poetry would have been forry to have had the ériginal poem entirely 
fuperfeded. Whatever may be its faults, there are to be found in it a certain brightnefs and bril- 
liancy of imagination, and a certain degree of enthufiafm, which Akenfide did not feem to have 
poffeffed in cqual vigour in the latter part of his life. Years, and an application to fcientific ftudies, 
appear, in fome meafure, to have turned his mind from found to things, from fancy to the under- 
fianding. Ifhe had indeed imbibed the notion aferibed to him by Mafon, that “ poetry was only true 
eloquence in metre,” fo falfe an idea could not fail to have a bad effedt on his later compofitiona. 
Every reader of tafte would have regretted the lofs of the fine defcription, in the third book, of the 
operations of the mind, in producing works of imagination, and ‘have felt the being deprived of the 
beautiful paifage in the allegoric vifion of the fecond book, beginning, 


"Twas an horrid pile 
Of hills, with many a fhaggy foreft mix’d, &cy, 
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His Ode: are diftributed into two books; the firft containing eighteen odes, and the fecond fifteen. 

It yas his intention, sif he had lived, to have made each book confift of twenty. "Thofe which he 
had formerly publithed are greatly altered and improved. His odes are not equal to the foblime 
and beautiful productions of Gray and Collins, nor perhaps to thofe of Mafon and Warton: “But 
fill there is in them a noble vein of poetry, united with manly fenfe, and applied to excellent put- 

* pofes, ‘This praife carmot be extended to the whole of the odes, without exception. Akenfide does 
not always preferve the dignity of the lyric mufe. He is defective in the pathetic, even upon a fubjec 
which peculiarly required it, and where it might have been expected, the deathr of his miftrefs, in 
the Ode to the Euming Star. His Hymn, however, to Cheerfulnefi, hie Odes, on Leaving Holland, 
on Lyric Poetry, to the Earl of Huntingdon, and on Recovering fram a Fit of Sicknefi, juftly en- 
title him to a place among the principal lyric writers of his country. Love, an Elegy, a Britifh Phia 
Hppic, and Hymn to Science, compofed when he was very young, and omitted in the publication of his 
works by Mr. Dyfon, reflect no difcredit on his memory. ‘The firft was originally printed with the 
Ode on the Winter Solfice, and given to his friends. The two Jaft were printed in the “ Gentleman's 

. Magazine,” Vol. VII. In the feventh volume of that work, a poem, called Tbe Virtuofo, in imi~ 
tation of Spenfer’s ftyle, dated from Neweattle, and figned Afercus, ahd two other pieces, may juitly 
be reckoned among his youthful compofitions. His Znfériptions are, for the moft part, fimple, energic, 
and fafficiently poetical. His. Hymn to the Naiads is juttly efteemed a clafiical performance. 
Lloyd, fpeaking of Homer’s hymns, which he had fome thoughts of tranflating, fays: “ They 


who would form the jufteft idea of this fort of compofition among the ancients, may be better - 


informed by perufing Dr, Akenfide’s moft claflical Hymn to the Naiad+, than froth any tranflation 
- ef Homer or Callimachus.” 'The fame writer concludes his “ Ode to Genius,” with the following 
apoftrophe to Akenfide : ‘ E me 


And thou, bleft bard! around whofe facred brow 
Great Pindar’s delegated wreath is hung; 
Arife, and fnatch the majefty of fong 

From dulne(s’ fe-vile tribe, and art’s unhallow’d throng. 


“Couper, the “ Englifh Ariftippus,” with great propriety, addreffed his « Call of Ariftippus” to 
Akenfide, by the defignation of “ two-fold difciple of Apollo ;” in which he tells him, that, in Ely- 
fium, Plato and Virgil fhall weave him a never-fading crown; while Lucretius, Pindar, and Ho- 
race, fhould yield him precedence with pleafure. Se 

» Mr. Murphy, in his “ Poetical Epiftle to Dr. Johnfon,” has joined Akenfide with Gray among 
the examples which he enumerates of “ wealthy genius pining amidft its ftore.” 

Even Gray unwilling itrikes his living lyre, 

And withcs, not content, for Pindar’s fire: 

And that fzvect Lard, who to our fancy brings, 

« ‘The gayeft, happieft attitudes of things.” 

His raptur’d verfe can throw negleéted by, 

Aud to Lucretius lift a reverend eye. 


“Dr. Warton, in his excellent “ Effay on Pope,” calls Akenfide a didactic poet, who has happily 
indulged himéelf in bolder flights of enthufiafm, fupported by a more figurative ftyle than was ufed 
by Pope; and, after producing a paffage from the Pleafures of Imagination, adds: * We have here 
a ftriking example of that poetic fpirit, that harmonious and varied verfification, and that ftrength 
of imagery which confpire to excite our admiration of this beautiful poem.” aa “ 

The charatter of Akenfide, as given by Dr. Johnfon, is lefs favourable to his pretenfions as a di- 
dadtic poet ; and, asa writer of odes, is fo unjuft and degrading, that it cannot be generally allowed, 
without mahy exceptions. 

« His great work is the Pleafures of Imagination, a performance which, publifhed as it was at the 
age of twenty-three, raifed expectations that were not very amply fatisfied. It has undoubtedly a 
juft claim to very particular notice, as an example of great felicity of genius, and uncommon ampli- 
tude of acquifitions, of a young mind ftored with images, and much exercifed in combining and 
comparing them, The fubjeé is well chofen, as it includes all images that can trike or pleafe, and 
thus comprifés every {pecies of poctical delight. The only difficulty is the choice of examples and 
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illuftrations; and itis not cafy, in fuch exuberance of matter, to find the middle point between pe 
nury and fatiety. The parts feem artful] 

not change their places without injury to the general defign. 3 ; 

“ His images are difplayed with fach luxuriance of expreffion, that they are hidden, like Butler’s 
moon, * by a veil of light;” they are forms fantaftically loft under fuperfluity of drefs, Pars mini= 
ana of ipfa puclta fei. The words arc multiplied till the fenfe is hardly perceived; attention deferts the 
mind and iettles in the ear. ‘The reader wanders through the gay diffefion, fometimes amazed, and 
Sometimes delighted;, but, after many turnings in the fowery labyrinth, comes out as he went in. 
He remarked little, and laid hold on nothing. 


ly difpofed, with fulicient cobgrettce, fo as that they can« 


“ To his verfification, jultice requires that praife fhould not be denied, In the general formation” 


of his lines, he is perhaps fuperior to any othcr writer of blank verfe: His flow is fmooth, and his 
paufes are mufical; but the cohcatcnation of his verfes is commonly too long continued, and the full 
clofe docs not recur with fufficient frequency. ‘The verfe is carried on through a Jong intertexture of 
complicated claufes; and as nothing is diftinguifhed, nothing is temembered. : 

“ The exemption which blank verfe affords from the neceflity of clofing the fenfe with the couplet, 
betrays luxuriant and active minds into fuch felf-indulgence, that they pile image upon image, orna= 
ment upon ornament, and are not eafily perfuaded to clofe the fenfe at all, Blank verfe will theree 
fore, I fear, be too often found in defcription exuberant, in argument loquacious, and in narration. 
tircfome, ‘ F 

“ & His diGion is certainly poetical, as it is not profaic, and elegant, as it is not vulgar. He is to be 
commended as having fewer artifices of difzuft than moft of his brethern of the blank fong. He 
rarely either recals old phrafes, or twifts his metre into harfh inverfions. ‘The fenfe, however, of his 
words is ftrained, when “ he views the Ganges from Alpine heights,” that is, from mountains like the 
Alps. ‘And the pedant furely intrudes (but when was blank verfe without pedantry ?) when he 
tells us how: “ planets aéfu’ve the {tated round of time.” 

“ It is generally known to the readers of poetry, that he intended to revife and augment this work, 
but died before he had completed his defign. ‘The reforn+s work, as he left it, and the additions 
‘which he had made, are very properly retained in the prefent collection. He feems to have fome- 
what contraéted his diffufion ; but I know not whether he has gained in clofenefs what he has loft in, 
fplendour. In the additional book, his Tale of Solon is too long. 

“ It isnot ealy to guefs why he addiged himfelf fo dilligently to lyric poetry, having neither the 





eafe and airinels of the lighter, nor the vehemence and elevation of the grander‘ode. When he lays , 


his ill-fated Hand upon his harp, his former powers fecm to defert him; he has no longer his laxuri= 
ance of expreffion, nor variety of images. His thoughts are cold, and his words inclegant. Yet 
fuch was his love of lyrics, that having once written with great vigour and poignancy his Epiftle to 
Curio, he transformed it afterwards into an ode, difgraceful only to its author, 

“ Ofhis Oves nothing favourable can be faid; the fentimen:s commonly want force, nature, or 


novelty ; the dition is fometimes harfh and uncouth; the ftanzas ill-conftrugted, and unpleafant,, 


and the rhymes diffonant or untkilfully difpofed, too diftant from each other, or arranged with too 
little regard to eftablifhed ufe, and therefore unpleafing to the car, which, in a fhort compofition, has 
not time to grow familiar with an innovation. : 

“ To examine fuch compofitions fingly cannot be required : They have doubtlefs brighter and darker 
parts ; but when they are once found to be generally dull, all further trouble may be fpared; for to 
what ufe can the work be criticifed that will not be read | ie) 7 
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THE PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION 





A POEM, IN THREE BOOKS. 


"Acvodsuty tew asbeowa saz mage 1e He reegbees drrpesiliur. 


Erict. apud Arrian, II. 23. 
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"Tis volume contains a complete colletion of 
the poems of the late Dr. Akentide, either reprint- 
¢d trom the original editions, or faithfully pub- 
2ithed from copies which had been prepared by 
bim(elf for publication. i 

‘. That the principal poem fhould appear ‘in fo. 
difadvantageons a ftate, may require fome explan- 
ation. The firft publication of it was at a very 
early part of the author's life. That it wanted 
xevifion and correction, he was fufliciently fenfi- 
ble; but fo quick was the demand tor feveral fuc- 
Ceflive republications, that in any of the intervals, 
to have.completed the whole of his corrections 
was utterly impoflible ; and yet to have gone on 


from time to time making farther improvements 


in every new edition would (he thought) have 
had the appearance at leat of abufing the favour 
ofthe public, He chofe therefore, ta continue 
for fome time Teprinting it without alteration, 
and to forbear publifhing any corrections or im. 
Provements until he fhould be able at once to 
give them to the public complete. And with this 
view he went on for feveral years to review and 
correct the poem at his leifure; till at length he 
found the tak grow fo much upon his hands, that, 
deipairing of ever being «ble to execute it fnfi. 
ciently to his own fatisfaction, he abandoned the 
purpofe of correéting, and refolved to write the 
poem over a new upon a fomewhat different and 
an enlarged plan. “And in the execution of this 
defign he had made a confiderable progrefs. What 
reafon there may be to regret that he did not Hive 
to execute the whole of it, will beft appear from 
the perufal of the plan itfelf, as ftated in the ge- 
neral Argument, and of the parts which he had ex- 
ecuted, aad which are here peblithed. Fer the 
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perfon *, to whom he intrufted the difpofal of 
his papers, would have thought himfelf wanting 
as well to the fervice of the public, as to the 
fome of his friend, if he had not produced as much 
of the work as appeared to have bees prepared 
for publication. In this light he confidered the 
entire firft and fecond books, of which a few copies 
had been printed for the ufe only of the author 
and certain friends: alfaa very confiderable park 
of the third book, which had been tranfcribed ia 
order to its being printed inthe fame manner: 
and to thele is added the Introduction to a fubfes 
quent book, which in the manufcript is called the 
fourth, and which appears to have been compofed 
at the time when the aithor intended to comprife: 
the whole in four books; but which, as he had 
afterwards determined to diftribute the poem in= 
to more books, might perhaps more properly be 
called the lait book. And this is all-that is CXte , 
cuted of the new work, which, although it ap. 
peared to the editor tuo valuable, even in its ime 
perfect fate, to be withholden from the public, 
yet (he conceives) takes in by much too fmall a 
Part of the original poem to fupply its place, and 
to fuperfede the re-publication of it. For which 
reafon, both-the poems are inferted in this colicca 
tion. ; 

Of Odes, the author had defigned to make up 
two books, confiding of twenty odes each, include 
ing the feveral odes which he had before pablithed 
at different times. : : 

The Hymn to the Naiadsis reprinted from the 
fixth volume of Dodiley’s Mifcellanies, with a few 
corrections and the addition of fome notes. To , 


[" The Right Hon. Feremiah 
tbe adues t. 








Dyfon; by whom 
emeat was written.) . 


‘ 
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the Infcriptions taken from the fame volume, three 
new intcriptions are added; the daft of which, is 
the only initance wherein liberty has been taken 
of inferting any thing in this collection, which 
sid not appear to have been intended by the au- 
thor for publication *; among whofe papers no 
copy of this was found, but it is printed from a 
copy which he had many years fince given to the 
editor, - 

The author of thefe poems was born at New- 
caitle-upon-Tyne, on the gth day of November 
1721. He was educated at the Grammer School 
at Newcaftle and at the Univerfities of Edinburgh 
and Leyden, at the latter of which. he took his 
degree of Doctor in Phyfic. He was afterwards 
admitted by Mandamus, to the degree of Dodtor 
in Phyfic, in the Univerfity of Cambridge; elett- 
ed 2 fellow of the Royal College of phyficians, 
and one of the phyficians of St, Thomas’s hofpi- 
tal; and upon the eftablifhment of the Queen’s 
houfehold, appointed one of the phyficians to her 
‘Majefity. He died of a putrid fever, on the 23d 
day of June 1770, and is buried in the parith 
church of St. james’s Weftmintter. 

ee 


THE DESIGN. 


_ "Ture are certain powers in human nature, which 


fecm to hold a middle place between the organs 
of bodily fenfe and the faculties of moral percep- 
zion; Thcy have deen called by a very general 


name, The Powers of Imagination, Like the ex-" 


ternal fenies, they relate to matter and motion ; 
und at the fame time, give the mind ideas analo- 
gous to thafe of moral approbation and diflike, 
‘As they are tae inlets of fome of the moft exqui- 
fite pleatures with which we are acquainted, it 
has ‘naturally happened that men of warm and 
Jenfible tempers have fought means to recall the 
delightful preceptions which they afford, indepen- 
dent of the object which originally producedthem. 
"This gave rife to the imitative or defigning arts; 
yome of which, as painting and iculptare, direétly 
copy the external appearances which were admir- 
ed in nature; others, as mufic and poetry, bring 
them back to remembrance by figns univerlally 
eftablithed and underftood. 

Bat thefe arts, as they grew more correé& and 
deliberate, were of courle led to extend thei imi- 
tation beyond the peculiar objeéts of the imagina- 
tive powers: efpecially poetry, which, making 
ufe of language as the inftrument by which it imi- 
rates, it conlequently becomes an unlimited re- 
prefentative of every {pecies and mode of being. 
Yet, as their intention was only to exprefs the ob- 
jects of imagination, and as’ they {till abound 
chiefly in ideas of that clafs, they of courfe retain 
their original character; and all the different 
pleafures which they excite, are termed, in gene- 
ral, Pleafures of Imagination. 

The defign of the following poem. is to give a 


. view of thefe in the largeft acceptation of the 


[* athe prefent edition,a few pieces are add- 


“ed, which are kwown to be genuine, and which 


 pertainly are no diferedit to their author. But 


thefe afe all plaved.nt the end.) 
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term ; fo that whatever our imagination feehy 
from the agreeable appearances of nature, and 
all the various entertainment we meet with, ei- 
ther in poetry, painting, mufic, or any of the ele- 
gant arts, might be deducttle from one or other 
of thofe principles in the conftitution of the human 
mind, which are bere cfablifved and explained. 

In executing this general pian, it was neceflaryp 
firft of all, to diftinguifh the imagination from our 
other faculties; and, in the next place, to charace 
terize thofe original forms or properties of being, 
about which it is converfant, and which are by 
nature adapted to-it as light is to the eyes, or truth 
to the underftanding.- Yhefe properties Mr. Ad- 
difon had reduced to the three general claffes of 
greatnefs, novelty, and beauty; and into thefe 
we may analyfe every object, however complex, 
which, properly {peaking, is delightful to the ima- 
gination. But fuch an object may alfo include 
many other fources of pleafure; and its beauty, 
or novelty, or grandeur, will make a ftronger im~ 
preffion by reafon of this concurrence. Befides 
which, the imitative arts, efpecially poetry, owe 
touch of their effe¢t to a Amilar exhibition of pro- 
perties quite foreign to the imagination, infumuch 
that in every line of the moft applauded poems, 
we meet with either ideas drawn from the exter= 
nal fenfes, or truths difcovered to the underitand- 
ing, or illuftrations of contrivance and final caufes, 
or, above all the reft, with circumftances proper 
to awaken and engage the paflions. It was there- 
fore neceffary to enumerate and exemplify thefe 
different {pecies of pleafure ; efpecially that from 
the paffions, which, as it is fupreme in the nobleft 
work of human genius, fo being in fome particu~ 
lars not a little furprifing, gave an opportunity to 
enliven the didactic turn of the poem, by intro- 
ducing an allegory to account for the appearance. 

After thefe parts of the fubject which hold 
chiefly of admiration, or oatarally warm and ins 
tereft the mind, a pleafure of a very different ng 
ture, that which arifes from ridicule, came next 
to be confidered. As this is the foundation of 
the comic manner in all the arts, and has been 
but very imperfectly treated by moral writers, it 
was thought proper to give it a particular illuftra- 
tion, and to diftingnith the general tources from 
which the ridicule of characters is derived. Here 
too a change of ftyle became neceffary; fuch a 
one as might yet be confiftent, if poffible, with 
the general tafte of compofition in the ferious parts 
of the fubje@: nor is it an ealy tatk to give any 
tolerable force to images of this kind, without 
running either into the gigantic expreflions of the 
mock heroic, or the familiar and poetical raillery 
of profeffed fatire; neither of which would have 
been proper here. ° 

The materials of all imitation being thus laid 
open, nothing now remained but to illuftrate fome 
particular pleafures, which arife either from the 
relations of different objeéts one to another, or 
from the nature of imitation itfelf. Of the firit, 
is that various and complicated refemblance ex- 
ifting between feveral parts of the material and 
immaterial worlds, which is the foundation of. 
metaphor and wit. As it feems in a great, weay- 
fore to depend on the carly affociation of our ideas, 
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nag as this habit of affeciating is the fource of 
many pleafures and pains in Hfe, and on that ac- 
count bears a great flare in the influence of poetry 
and the other arts, it is therefore mentioned here, 
and its effects defcribed, Then folicws a renerat 
account of the production of thefe elegant arts, 
and of the fecondary pleature, as it is cailed, arit- 
dog from the refemblance of their imitations to 
the original appearances pf nature. After which, 
the work concludes with fome refie¢tions on the 
general conduc of the powers of imagination, and 
on their natural and moral wefulnefs in life. 
Concerning the manner or turn of compofition 
which prevails in this piece, little can be faid 
with propriety by the author. He had two mo- 
dels; that ancient and finple one of the firit Gre 
cian poets, as it is refined by Virgil in the Geor- 
gics, and the familiar epiftolary way of Horace. 
This latter has feveral advantayes. It admits of 
a greater varicty of ityle; it more readily engages 
the generality of readers, as partaking more of 
the air of converfation ; and, efpecially with the 
affiftance of rhyme, leads toa clofer and more 
concife exprefliun. Add to this, the example of 
the moft perie@ uf modern pocts, who has fo hap. 
pily applied this manner to the nioblett parts of 
phulolophy, that the public tafie is in a great mea- 
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fure formed to it alone. ‘Yet; after all, the fub= 
ject betore us, tending almott conituntly to admira- 
tion and enthufiaim, feemed rather to demand a 
morte open, pathetic, and figured ftyle. This too 
appeared more natural, as the author’s aim was 
not fo much to give formal precepts, or enter in- 
to the way of dire argumentation, as, by exe 
hibiting the moi engaging profpects of nature, 
to enlarge and harmonize the imagination, and 
by thar means infenfibly difpole the minds of men 
toa fimiler tafte and habit of thinking in religion, 
morals, and civil lite. It is on this account that 
he is fo careful to point out the benevolent inten- 
tion of the Author of Nature in every principle of 
the human conftitution here infited on 3 and al. 
fo to unite the moral excellencies of life in the 
fame point of view with the mere external ob- 
jects of good tate; thus recommending them ia 
common to our natural propenfity for admiring 
what is beautiful and lovely. ‘Ike fame views 
have alfo led him to introduce fome {entiments 
which may perhaps be looked upon as not quite- 
direct to the fubject ; but, fince they bear an ob- 
vious relation to it, the authority of Virgil, the 
faultiefs model of didactic poetry, will bet fup- 
port him in this particular. For the fentiments 
themfelves, he makes no apology. 
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ARGUMENT; 


Tux fubjec propoled. Difficulty of treating it poetically. 


"of every quality pleafing tw the imagination. 
“men; with its final caute. 
ment of thofe pleafures which it affords. 


beauty, with its final caute, 


Jinje, the fair, the wonderful of the mind. 
ty. Conclufion, 


Wirz what attractive’charms this goodly frame 
Of nature touching the confenting hearts 

Of mortal mens and what the pleafing ftores 
Which heauteous imitation thence derives 

EM deck the poet’s, or the painter’s toil; 

y verfe unfolds, Attend, ye gentle powers 

Of mofical delight! and while I fing 

Your gifis, your honours, dance around my ftrain. 
‘Thou, tiling queen of every tuneful brealt, 
Indulgent Fancy ! from the fruitful banks 10 
Of Avon, whence thy rofy fingers cull 

Freth flowers and dews to {prinkle on the turf 
‘Where Shakfpeare lies, be prefent: and with 
i FiGion come, upon her vagrant wings [thee 

Vafting ten thoufand colours through the air, 

Which, by the glances of her Magic eye, {forms, 
She blends and fhifts at will, through countlefs 
“Her wild creation. Goddefs of the lyre, 


The ideas of the Divine Mind, the origin 


The natural variety of conttitution to the minds cf” 
‘The idea of a fine imagination, and the ftate of the mind in the enjoy~ 
All the primary pleafures of the imagination refult from 

@ the perception of greatnefs, or wonderfulneis, or beauty in objects, 
with its final caufe, Pleafure from novelty or wonderfulnefs, 


The pleature from greatnefs, 
with its final caufe. Pleafure from. 


The connection of beauty with truth and good, applied to the conduct 
ofiife, Invitation to the ftudy of moral philofophy. 
Species of objects: colour; fhape; natural concretes ; 


The different degrees of beauty in different F 
vegetables; animals; the mind. ‘The ful. 


‘The connection of the imagination and the moral facule 


Which rulcs the accents of the moving fphere, 
Wilt thou, eternal harmony ! defcend EY 
And join this feftive Rrain ? for with thee comes 
The guide, the guardian of theirlovely {perts, 
Majeftic Truth ; and where Truth deigns to come 
Her fifter Liberty will not be far. 
Be prefent all ye genii, who condu@ 
The wandering footfteps of the youthful bard, . 
New to’ your fprings and thades: who touch his 
With finer founds ; who heighten to his eye [ear 
‘The bloom of nature, and before him tura ‘ 
The gayeft, happieft attitude of things. + 

‘Oft have the laws of each poetic flrain 
The critic-verfe employ'd ; yet fill unfung 
Lay this prime fubject, though importing molt 
A poet’s name: for fruitlefs is the attempt, 
By dull obedience and by creeping toil 
Obfcure to conquer the fevere afcent 


Z 
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Of high Parnaffus. Nature's kindling breath 
Mui fire the chofen genius; natare's hand 
Mut ttring his nerves, and imp his eagle-wings. 
Impatient of the painful fteep, to foar 4° 
Hich asthe fummit; there to breathe at large 
ffthereal air ; with bards and fages old, 
~ Immortal fons of praife. Thele flatzcring fcenes, 
To this neglected labour court my foug; 
Yet not unconicious what a doubtful tafk 
‘To paint the fineit features of the mind, 
And to mott fubtle aud myflerious things 
Give cvlour, ftrength, and motion. But the love 
OF nature and the mufes bids-explore, 
‘“Khrough fecret paths erewhile untrod by man, 5° 
The far poctic region to dctect, 
Untatted fprings, to drink infpiring draughts, 
And fade my temples with unfading flowers 
Cuil'd from the Inureate vale’s profound recefs, 
‘Where never poet gain’d a wreath before. 
From heaven my ftrains begin; from heaven 
delcends 
* The flame of genius to the human breatt, 
And love and beauty, aid poetic joy 
And infpiration, Ere the radiant fun 59 
Sprang from the eaft, or "mid the vault of night 
The moon fufpended her ferener lamp; [globe, 
“ Ere mountains, woods, or ftreams, adorn’d the 
Or wifdom taught the fons of men her lore; 
Then lived the almighty One: then, deep retir'd 
dn hi: unfathom’d cflence, view'd the forms, 
‘The forms eternal of created things; z 
‘The radiant fun, the mdon’s nocturnal lamp, 
The mountains, woods, and ftreams, the rolling 


globe, 
And wifdom’s mien celettial. From the firft 
OF days, on them his love divine he fix’d, jo 


His admiration: till in time complete, 

What he adinu'd and lov'd, his vital froile 

Untolded into being. Hence the breath 

Of lite informing each organic frame, 

Hence the green earth, and wild refounding 
waves; feold ; 

Hence light and thade alternate; warmth and 

And clear autumnal tkies and vernal thowers, 

And al! the fair varicty of things. 

But not alike to every-mortal eye 

Ts this great fcene unveil’d. For fince the claims 

Of focial life, to different labours urge Sr 

‘The active powers of man! with wife intent 

‘The hand of nature on peculiar minds 

Imprints a different bias, and to each 

Decrees its province in the common toil. 

‘t's foe fhe taught the fabric of the phere, 

‘The changeful moon, the circuit of the ftars, 

‘Vie goklen zones of heaven ; to fome ihe gave 

‘Lo weigh the moment of eternal things, 

Of time, and fpace, and fate’s unbroken chain, ge 

_ And will’s quick impulfe: others by the hand 

She led o'er vales and mountains, to explore 

‘What Healing virtue (wells the tender veias 

Ofherbs and flowers; or what the beams of morn 

‘Draw forth, diftilling from the clifted rind 

Iu balmy tears, But fome, to higher hopes 

Were deftin’d ; fome within a finer mould 

She wrought, and tempcr’d with a purer fame. 

‘Yo this the Sire Omnipotent unfolds 

‘The world’s harmonious volume, there to read 
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The tranfeript of himéelf. On every part ¥ox 

They trace the bright impreffions of his hand: 

In earth or air, the meadow’s purple ftores 

‘The moon’s mild radiance, or the virgin’s forma 

Blooming with rofy {miles, they fee portray’d 

That uncreated beauty, which delights 

The mind fupreme. They go feel her charms, 

Enamour’d; they partake the eternal joy. 
For as old Memnon’s image long réenown'd 

By fabling Nilus, to the quivering touch 

Of Titan’s ray, with each repuliive ftring 

Confenting, founded through the warbling air 

Unbidden ftrains ; even fo did nature’s hand 

To certain fpecies of external things, 

Attune the finer organs of the mind: 

So the glad impulfe of congenial powers, 

Or of fweet founds, or fair proportion'd form, 

The grace of motion, or the bloom of light, 

Thrills through imagination's tender frame, 

From nerve to nerve: all naked and alive 129, 

‘They catch the fpreading rays; till now the foul 

At length difclofes every tunefal (pring, 

To that harmonious movement from without 

Refpontive. Then the expreffive ftrain 

Diffules its enchantment: fancy dreams 

OF facred fountains and Elyfian groves, 

And vales of blifs: the intellectual power 

Bends from his awful throne a wondering ear, 

And tmiles: the paffions, gently fuoth’d away, 

Sink to divine repote, and love and joy 130 

Alone are waking ; love and joy, ferene 

As airs that fan the fummer. O! attend, 

Whoe'er thou art, whom thefe delights can touch, 

Whote candid bofom the refining love 

Of nature warms, ©! liften to my fong ; 

And I will guide thee to her favourite walks, 

And teach thy folitude her voice to hear, 

And point her lovelieit features to thy view. 
Know then, whate’er of nature’s pregnant 

Whate’er of mimic art’s refledted forms [ftores, 

With love and admiration thus inflame 13h 

The powers of fancy, her delighted fons 

To three illuftrious orders have refert’d ; 

Three fiter-graces, whom the painter’s hand, 

The poet’s tongue, confefles; the fublime, 

The wonderful, the fair. I fee them drawn’ 

I (ee the radiant vifions, where they rife, 

More lovely than when Lucifer difplays fat 

His beaming forehead through the gates of morn, 

To lead the train of Pharbus and the fpring. 150 
Say, why was man fo eminently rais'd 

Amid the vatt creation ; why ordain‘d 

‘Through fife and death to dart his piercing eye, 

With thoughts beyond the limit of his irame ; 

But thar the omnipotent might fend him forth 

in fight of mortal and immortal powers, 

As on a boundlets theatre, to run 

The great career of juftice; to exalt : 

His generous aim to all diviner deeds; 15, 

‘To chafe each partial purpofe from his breaft: 

And through the mifts of paffion and of fenfe, 

And through the toffing tide of chance and pain, 

To hold bis courfe unfaultering, while the voice 

Of truth and virtue, up the fteep afcent 

OF nature, calls him to his high reward, 

The applauding fmile of heaven? Efe whetefors 

tn mortal bofgms this unquenched hope, fours, 
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‘That breathes from day to day fublimer things, 
And mocks poifefion? whercfore darts the mind, 
‘With fuch refiftle(s ardour to embrace 170 
Majettic forms; impatient to be free, 
Spurning the grofs control of wilful might ; 
Proud of the {trong contention of her toils; 
+, Froud to be daring? Who but rather turns 
‘To heaven's broad fire his unconttrained view 
Than to the glimmering of a waxen flame? 
Who that, from Alpine heights, bis labouring eye 
Shoots round the wide horizon, to furvey 
Nilus or Ganges rolling his bright wave 
Through mountains, plains, through empires black 
¢ with fhade . 180 
And continents of fand; will turn his gaze 
‘To mark the windings of a feanty rill 
‘That murmurs at his feet? The high-born foul 
Difdains to rett her heaven-afpiring wing 
Beneath its native quarry. Tir'd of earth 
And this diurnal (cene, the fprings aloft 
‘Through fields of air; purlues the flying ftorm ; 
Rides on the vollied lightning through the hea- 
‘Veus 5 
Or, yok’d with whirlwinds and the northern tlatt, 
Sweeps the long traét of day. Then high the 
v, — foars . 199 
‘The blue profound, and hovering round the fan 
Bebclds him pouring the redundant ftream 
Of light ; beholds his unrelenting {way 
Bend the reluctant planets to ablolve 
‘The fated rounds of time... Thence far effas'd 
She darts her [wiftnels up the long career 
OF devious comets; through its burning figns 
Exulting mea(ures the perennial wheel 
Of nature, and Jooks back on all the ftars, 
Whofe blended light, as with a milky zone, 400 
Invett the orient. Now amaz'd the views 
The empyreal wafte, where happy fpitits hold, 
Beyond this concave heaven, their calm abode : 
And fields of radiance, whofe unfading light 
¥ias travel'd the profound fix thonfand years, 
Nor yet arrives in fight of mortal things, 
Even on the barriers df the world untir'd 
She meditates the eternal depth below ; 
‘Till half recoiling, down the headlong tteep 
She plunges; foon o'erwhelm’'d and fwallow’d up 
Zn that immente of being, There her hopes 222 
Reit at the fated goal... For from the birth 
Of mortal man, the fovereign Maker faid, 
Vhat not in bumble nor in brief delight, 
Not in the fading echoes of renown, 
Power's purple robes, nur pleafire’s Rowery lap, 
The foul thould find enjoyment: but from thefe 
‘Turning difdaintul to an equal pod, 
‘Through all the afcent of things eniarge het view, 
“Till every bound at length fhontd difappear, 226 
And infinite peviection clofe the feene. 
Call now to mind what high capacious powers 
Lie folded up in man; how far beyond 
. The praite of mottals, may the eternal growth 
Of nature to perfeétion half divine, 
Expand the blooming fool? What pity thea 
Shoitld floth’s unkindly fogs deprefs to earth 
Her tender bloilom ; choke the fireams ot li ey 
avd biait her fpring ! Far otherwite defign’d 
Almighty wifdom; nature’s happy cares 230 
‘The obedient heart fax othetwile incline, 
Vou. IX, 
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Witnefs the fprightly joy when aight unknown 

Scrikes the quick fenfe, and wakes each active 

To brifker meatures: witnefs the neglect [power 

Of all familiar pro‘peéts, though beheld 

With tranfport once; the fond attentive gaze 

Of young afoniihment; the fober zeal 

Of age, commenting on prodigious things, 

For fuch the .bounteous providence of heaven, | 

Jn every breaft implanting this defire 240 

Of objects new and ftrange, te urge us on 

With unremitted labour to purfue 

Thofe facred ftores that wait the ripening foul, ! 

In truth’s exhauftlefs bofom. What need words 

To paint its power? For this the daring youth 

Breaks from his weeping mother’s anxious arms, 

the penfive faze, 

Heedlcts of flcep, or midnight’s harmful damp 

Hangs o'er the fickly taper; and untir'd 

‘The virgin fullows, with enchdnted ftep, * 

The mazes of fome wild and wondrous tale, 

From morn tilleve ; unmindful of her form, 

Unniindful of the happy drefs that ttole 

The. withes of the youth, when every maid 

With envy pin’d, Hence, fiuully, by nigl t 

‘The village-matron, round the blazing hearth, 

Sufpends the infant-audience with her tales, 

Breathing aftonishment ! of witching ryhmes, 

And evil fpirits ; of the death.bed call . 

Of him who robb'd the widow, and devour'd 360 

The orphans portion, of unguiet fouls 

Rifen from the grave to eafe the heavy guilt 

Of deeds in life conceal’d ; of fiapes that walk 

At dead ofnight, and clank their chains, and wave 

The torch of hell around the murderer’s bed. 

At every folemn paufe the crowd recdil 

Garing each other fpeechlefs, and congeal’d , 

With fhivering fighs: till eaget for the event, 

Around the bekdame all erect they hang, 

Each trembling heart with grateful terrors quell’d: 
Bat lo! difctos'd in ail her fmiling pomp, 278 

Where Beauty onward moving claims the verfe 

Her charms intpire : the freely-Alowing verfe 

To thy immortal praife, O form divine, . [thee 

Smooths her mellifluent ftreani. Thee, Beauty, 

Vhe regal dome, and thy enlivening ray * : 

The mofly roofs adore: thou, better fun! 

For ever beamett on the enchanted heart 

Love, and harmonious wonder, and delight 

Portic. Brighiteft progeny of heaven ! 

How hall I trace thy features ? where felect 

‘Che rofeate hues to emulate thy bloom ? 

afte then; my jong, thro’ nature's wide expanfe, 

Hate then, ard gather all her comelict wealth, 

t (poits the forid earth contains; 

sAte’er the waters, or the liquid air, 

‘Lo deck thy lovely labour. Wilt thou fly 

With Isughing autuun to the Atlantic ifles, 

And range with him the Helperian field, and fee, 

Where’er his tingers touch the fruittul grove, 290 

The brancees thoot with ge'd  where’er his flep 

Marks the piad toil, the tender clatters grow 

With purple ripenefs, and inveft each hill 

As with the blufhes of an evening fky ? 

Or wilt thou rather tteap thy vagrant phithe, 

Where gliding through his daughter's henour’d 

thades, ; 
The faiccth Peneus from his glaffy flood - + 
: ay 
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Refledispurpurcal Tempe’s pleafant feene? 
Fair Tempe! haunt belov'd of fylvan powers, 
Of aymphs and fauns; where in the golden age 
They play'd in fecret on the thady brink 308 
‘ith ancient Pan: while round their choral fteps 
Young hours und genial gales with conflant hand 
Shower’d bloffums, odours, fhowcr’d ambrofial 


dews, 

And fpring’s Flyfian bloom. Her flowery ftore 

© thee nor ‘Tempe fhall refufe; nor watch 
Of winged Hydra guard Hefperian fruits 
From thy free fpoil: O hear them, unreprov'd, 
Thy fmiling treafures to the green recefs ~ 
Where young Dione flays. With fweeteft airs 
Entice her forth to lénd her angel-furm git 
For beauty’s honour’d image. Hither turn 
Thy graceful footltepss hither, gentle maid, 
Incline thy polith'd torchead : let thy eyes 
Effufe the mildnefs of their azure dawn; 
And may the fanning breezes waft afide 
Thy rad‘ant locks: difclofing, as it bends 
With airy foftnefs from the marble neck, 
The cheek looming, and the rofy lp, 

Where winning {miles and pleafures feet as love, 
ity and wifdom, tempering blend 32 
Their foft allurement. Then the pleafing force 

Ofnauire, and her kind parental cure 
* Worthier I'd fing: then all the enamour’d youth, 
» With cach admiring.virgin, tomy lyre ° 
Should throng attentive, while I point on high 
Where beauty’s living image, like the morn 
‘Chat wakes in Zephyr’s arms the bluthing May, 
Moves onward; or as Venus, when fie flood 
Effulgent on the pearly car and fmil’d, xe} 
Frefh from the deep, and confcious of her form, 
Yo fee the Triton’s tune their vocal fhells, 
vAnd each cerulcan fitter of the flood 
With loud acclaim attend her o’er the waves, 
‘To feck the Idalian bower. Ye fmiling band 
Of youths and virgins, who through all the maze 
Of young dvfire-with rival-fteps partie 
"This churm of beauty; ifthe pleating toil 
Can yicld a moment's refpite, hither turn 
Your favourable ear, and truft my words, 
3 do rot niean to wake the gloomy form 
Of fu ition drefs'd in wildom’s garb, 
ap your tender hopes; I do not mean 
f ous thanderer fire the heavens, 
1 rend the groaning earth 
‘Vo fright yeu from your joys: my cheerful fong 
With hotter omens cills you to the field, : 
d with your generous ardour in ‘the chafe, 
warin like you. Then tell me, for ye know, 
icign to dwell where health 350 
ers! Js her charm 
ight, whofe moft peculiar ends 
Jame and fruitlefs? Or did nature mean 
ail the herald of a Hie 
ne of difcord and difcafe, 
ir hypocri 
? Ono! withb 
gent mother, confcious how fafirm 
gtecad the paths of guod aad ull, 
s image, in cach kind 360 
ious where the objcéi holds 
wers moft perfect, fhe by this 
Ullumes the headitrong impu i defire, 
And fanctifies his choice, The gencrous glebe 
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Whofe bofom fmiles with verdare, the clear tra@ 

OF furcams delicious to the thirity foul, 7 

The bloom of n-@ar'd fruitage ripe to fenfe, - 

And every charm of animated things, 

Are only plecges of a flate fincere, 

‘The integrity and order of their frame, 

When all is well within, and every end 

Accomplith’d. “Thus was beauty fent from heaven,” 

‘The lovely miniftrefs of truth and good * 

in this dark world: for truth and good are one, 

And beauty dwells in them, and they in her, 

With like participation. Wherefore then, 

O fons of earth! would ye diffulve the tie? 

O wherefore, with a rath impetuous aim, * 

Seck ye thofe flowery joys with which the hand 

Of lavith fancy paints each flattering feene 380 

Where beauty fcems to dwell, nor once inquire 

Where is the fandtion of eternal truth, 

Or where the feal of undeceitful good, 

To fave your fearch from folly! Wanting thefe, 

Lo! beauty withers in your void embrace, -° 

And with the glittering of an idiot’s toy 

Did fancy mock your vows. Nor let the gleam 

OF youthful hope that shines upon your hearts, 

Be chill’d or clouded at this awful tafk, 

To learn the lore of undeceitful good, 39° 

And trath eternal, Thouzh the poifonous charms 

Of baleful fuperftition guide the feet 

Of fervile numbers, through a dreary way 

Yo their ubads, through deferts, thorns, and mire; 

And leave the wretched pilgrim all forlorn 

‘Yo mufe at laft, amid the ghoftly gloom 

Of graves, an.t hoary vaults, and cloifter’d cells ; 

To walk with {peétres through the midnight thade, 

And to the fercarsing owl’s accurfed fong 

Attune the dreadful workings of his heart ; 

Yet be not ye difmay’d. A gentler tar 

Your lovely h illumines. From the grove 

Where wifdom talk’d with her Athenian fons, 

Could my ambitious hand entwine a wreath 

Of Vlato’s olive with the Mantuan bay, 

‘Then fhouldiny powerful verfe at once difpell * 

‘Yhofe monkith horrors: then in light divine 

Difclofe the Elyfian profpeat, where the fteps 

Of thofe whom nature charms, through blooming 
walks, 

Through fragrant mountains and poetic (reams, 

«Amid the train of fages, heroes, bards, © 4It 

Led by their winged genius and the choir 

Of laurel’d feience, ard harmonious art, , 

Proceed exulting to the eternal fhrine, , 7 

Where truth confpicuous with her fiter-twins, 

The undivided partacrs of her fway, 

With good and beauty reigns. © let not uty 

Lull'd by luxarious pleafures languid firain, 

Or crouching to the frowns of bigot-rage, / 

O let us not a moment paufe to join 20 

‘That godlike band. And if the gracious pow 

Who fir awaken'’d my wncator'd fong, 

Willto my invocation breathe anew ae 

‘The tuneful Spirit; then through all our paths, 

Ne’er fhall the found of this devoted lyre 

Be wanting, whether on the rofy mead, : 

When fummer fmiles, to warn the melting heart | 

Of juxury’s allurement; whether firm 24 

Aguinit the torrent and the ftubborn hill ! 

To urge bold virtue’s u 

Aud wake the flrong dit 
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And bade the father of his country hail! 

For lo! the tyrant proftrate on the duft, 

And Rome again is free ! Is aught fo fair 500 

In all the dewy landfeapes of the fpring, 

In the bright eye of Hetper or the mort, 

In nature’s faire! forms, is aught fo fair 

As virtuous friendthip? as the candid blath 

Of him who ftrives with fortune to be jaft? 

The graceful tear that reams for others woes ? 

Or the mild majefty of private life, ; 

Where peace with ever-blpoming olive crowns 

The gate; where honour’s liberal hands eifufe 

Unenvied treafures, and the fhowy wings 510 

Of innocence and love proteét the fcene? 

Once more fearch, undifmay’d, the dark profound 

Where nature works in fecret; view the beds- 

Of mineral treafure, and the eternal vault 

‘That bounds the heary ocean; trace the forms 

Of atoms moving with inceffant change 

Their elemental round; behold the feeds é 

Of being, and the energy of life : 

Kindling the mafs with ever-active flame : s 

Then to the fecrets of the working mind 520 

Attentive turn; from dim oblivion call 

Her fleet, ideal band; and bid them, go! é 

Break through time’s barrier, ayd o’ertake the 
our . 

That faw the heavens created: then declare . 

If aught were found in thofe external feenes 

To move thy wonder now. For what are all 

The forms which brute, uncon{cious matter wears, 

Greatnels of bulk, or fymmetzy of parts? 

Not reaching to the heart, foon feeble grows + 

‘The fuperficial impulfe ; dull their charms, $39 

And fatiate foon, and pall the languid eye. 

Not fo the moral fpecies, nor the powers 

OF genius and defign; the ambitious mind ~ 

‘There fees herfelf; by thefe congenial forms 

Touch'd and awaken’d, with intenfer a@ 

She bends each nerve, and meditates well pleas’d 

Her features in the mirror. For of all 

The inhabitants of earth, to man alone 

Creative wifdom gave to lift his eye 

‘Fo trath’s eternal meafures; thence to frame 549 

The facred laws of a&tion and of will el 

Difcerning juftice from unequal deeds, 

ind temperance from folly. But beyond 


"That ‘copquers chance and fate; or whether 
ftruck 

For founds of triumph, to proclaim her toils 

Upon the lofty fummit, round her brow 

T’o twine the wreath of incorruptive praife ; 

To trace her hallow’d light through future worlds, 

And blefS heaven’s imaye in the heart of man. 

*  ‘I’hus with a faithful aim have we prefum’d, 
Adventurous, to delineate nature’s fori; 
Whether in vaft, majeftic pomp array’d, 440 
Or dreft for pleafing wonder, or ferenz 
In beauty’s rofy finile. It now remains, 

Through various being’s fair-proportion'd feale, 

To trace the rifing laftre of her charms, 

From their firft twilight, fhining forth at length 

Te full meridian fplendour. Of degree 

The leaf and lowlieft, in the effufive warmth 

OF colours mingling with a random blaze, 

Doth beauty dwell. Then higher in the line 

And variation of determin’d ihape, 450 

Where truth’s eternal meafures mark the bound 

Of circle, cube, or {phere. The third afcent 

Unites this varied {ymmetry of parts 

With colour’s bland allurement; as the pearl 

Shines in the concave of its azure bed, 

And painted fhells indent their (peckled wreath. 

‘Then more attractive rife the blooming forms 

Through which the breath of nature has infus’d, 

Her genial power to draw with pregnant veins 

Nutritious moifture from the bounteons earth, 460 

In fruit and feed prolific: thus the flowers 

Their purple honours with the {pring refume ; 

And fuch the ftately tree with autumn bends 

With blushing treafures, But more lovely ftill 

Je nature’s charm, where to the full confent 

Of complicated members to the bloom 

Of colour, and the vital change of growth, 

Life’s holy @ame and piercing fenfe are given, 

And active motion {peaks the temper’d foul : 

So moves the bird of funos fo the fecd 470 

With rival ardour beats the dutty plain, 

And faithful dogs with eager airs of joy 

Salute their fellows, ‘Thus doth beauty dwell - 

‘There molt confpicnous, even in outward fhape, 

‘Where dawns the high expreffion of a mind; 

Ly fleps conducting our enruptur’d fearch 

To that eternal origin, whole power, 

‘Through all the unbounded fymmetry of things, 

Like rays effulging from the parent fin, 

This endlefs mixture of her charms ditfas’d. 480 

Mind, mind alone, (bear witnefs earth and hea- 
veut) 

‘The living fountains in itfelf contains 

Of beauteous and fublime : here hand in hand, 

Sit parameunt the gra here enthron'd, 

Celeftial Venus, with divinedt airs, 

Invites the foul to never-fading joy. 

Look thea abroad through nature, to the range 

, Of planets, fins, and adamantine fpheres 
Wheeling unthaken through the void immenfe ; 

And fpeak, O man! does this ious icene 490 

ith half that kindling muje‘ty dilate 

Thy {trong conception, as when, Bratus rofe 

Relulgent from the flroke of Cafar's fate, 

Amid the crowd of patriots; and his arm 

Aloft extending, like eternal Jove 

When guilt brings down the thunder, call’d aloud 
“On Tully’s panie, and fhook his crimion fteel, 



















‘This energy of truth whofe dictates bind 
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ing reafon the benignant fire, 
To the honour’d paths of ju& and good, 

Has added bright imagination’s says: $Y 
Where virtue rifing from the awful depth 

Of truth’s myftericus bofom, doth forfake 

Vhe unadoms’d condition of her birth; “$5Q 
And drefe'd by fancy in ten thoufand bues,” . 
Aflumes a various feature, to attraét 7 
With charms refponfive to each gazer’s eye, 

The hearts of men. Amid his rural 
‘The ingenious youth, whom folitude 
With pureft wifhes, from the penfive thade 
Beholds her moving, like a virg’ 
‘That wakes her lyre to fome indulgent theme ~ 
Of harmony and wonder: while atacng: 

‘The herd of fervile minds her firenucus form 560 
Indignant flahhes on the patrict’s eye, 

And through the tolls of memory appeals 

To ancient honour, or, in act ference, 

Yet watchful raifes the majeftic fword _ 
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. Beneath the furies of rapacious force ; 


ae 


‘To guard the facred volume of the laws. 

, Genius of ancient Greece! whofe faithful fleps 
*Wallepleas'd I follow through the facred paths 
Of nature and of fcience ; nurfe divine 

Of all heroic deeds and fair defire: 
O! let the breath of thy extended praife 

Inipire my kindling bofem to the height 

‘Of this untempted theme. Nor be my thoughts 
Peefamptaous counted, if amid the calm : 
That foothes this vernal evening into finiles, 
1 ftcal inpatient from the fordid haunts 

Of frife and low ambition, to attend 

"Phy facred prefence in the fylvan fade, 

By their malignant footfteps ne’er profan'’d, 
Defcend, propitious! to my favour’d eye; 
Such im thy mien, thy warm, exalted air, 

As when the Perfian tyrant, foil’d and flung 
With flame and defperation, gnath'’d his teeth 
To fec ihee rend the pageants of his throne; 

And at the lightning of thy lifted {pear 

Crouch’d like a ilave. Bring all thy martial {poils, 
‘Thy palms, thy laurels, thy triumphal fongs, 
Thy fmi ing band of arts, thy godtike fires 

Of civil wildom, thy heroic youth 589 
Warm from the fehools of glory, Guide my way 
‘Trough fair Lycéum’s walk, the green retreats 
Of Acadeamus, and the thymy vale, 

‘Where eft enchanted with Socratic founds, 

vs pure devolv’d his tuneful ftream 

niicr murmars. From the blooming ftore 

cfe aufpicious fields, may 1 unblam'd 
‘Pran{plant fome living bloffoms to adorn 

My native clime: while far above the flight 

Of fancy’'s plume afpiring, I unlock 

‘The fprings of ancient wildom! while I join 600 
"Vhy name, thrice honour’d! with the immortal 
Of nature, while tomy compatriot youth [praile 
T point the high example of thy fons, 

And tune to Attic themes the Britith lyre. 
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BOOK I. 


‘Tue feparation of the works of imagination from 
philofophy, the caufe of their abule among the 


mederns. Profpedt of the re-union under the, 


iniluence of public liberty, Enumeration of 
accidental pleafures, which increafe the eifea 
of objects delightful to the imagination, The 
. pleatures of fenfe. Particular circumftances of 
the mind, Difcovery of truth. Perception of 
contrivance and defign. Emotion of the paffion. 
AN the natural pailions partake of & pleafiug 
fenfation; with tie final caufe of this conititas 
tion illuftrated by an allegorical vifion, and ex- 


empliticd in forrow, pity, terror, and indigna- 
tion, 





‘Wuen fhall the laurel and the vocal firing 
Refuime their honours? When fhall we behold 
‘The tuneful to gue, the Promethean hand, 
AMfpire to ancient praife? Alas! how faine, 
How flow, the dawn of beauty and of truth 
Breaks the reludant thades of Gothic night 
Which yet involve the nations! Long they 
: (groan’d 
Olt as the gloomy north, with iren-Gvarnis 
‘Tempeftuous pouring from her frozen caves, 10 











THE WOKRS OF AKENSIDE. | - 
- OF public power, from dark ambition's reach 


Blaited the Italian fhore, and fwept the works 

Of bberty and wifdom down the gulf 

Of all-devouring night. As long immur'd_ 

In noon-tide darkneis by the glimmering lamp, 
Each mufe and each fair tcience pin’d away 

The fordid hours: while foul, barbarian hands 
Their myferies profan'd, unilrung the lyre, 

And chain’d the foaring pinion down to earth. * 
At laft the mufes rofe, and sparn’d their bonds, 
And, wiidly warbling, featter’d, as they flew, 20 
Their blooming wreaths from fair Valclufa's 
To Arno’s myrtle border and the thore (bowets 
Of foft Parthenope. But ftill the rage 

Of dire ambition and gigantic power, 

From public aims and from the bufy walle 

Of civil commerce, drove the bolder train 

Of penetrating fcience to the cells, 

Where ftudious eafe confumes the filent hour 

In fhadowy fearches and uafruitful care. : 
Thus from their guardians torn, the tender arts 30 + 
Of mimic fancy and harmonious joy, a 
‘Fo priettly domination and the luft f 
OF lawiefs courts, their amiable toil 

For three inglorious ages have refign’d, 

in vain reluctant: and Torquato’s tongue 

Was tun’d for flavith paans at the throne 

Of tinfel pomp: and Raphael’s magic hand 

Lfus'd its fair creation to enchant 

‘Vhe fond adoring herd in Latian fanes 

To blind belief; while on their proftrate necks, 4¢ 
‘The fable tyrant plants his heel fecure. 

But now, behold! the radiant cra dawns, 

When freedom’s ample fabric, fixed at length 

For endlefs years on Albion’s happy thore 

In full proportion, once more fhall extend 

To ail the kindred powers of focial blifs 

A common manfion, a parental roof. 

‘There fhail the virtues, there fhall wiftom’s train, 
Their long-lofl friends rejoining, as of old, 
Embrace the fmiling family of arts, 

‘The mufes and the graces, ‘Yhen no more 
Shall vice, diftradting their delicious gifts 9 
‘Yo ainis abhorr’d, with high dittaite and feorm 
Tarn from their charms the philofophic eye, » 
The patriot-bofom; then no more the paths 

Of public care or intellectual toil, 

Alone by footiteps haughty and fevere 

In gloomy ftate be trod: the harmonious mufe 
Ard her perfuafive fifters then fhall plant 

‘Their fheltering laureis o’er the black afcent, 60 
And featter flowers along the rugged way. 
Armd with the lyre, already have we dar’d 

‘Yo pierce divine philofophy’s retreats, 

And teach the riufe her lore; already ftrove 
‘Their long-divided henours to unite. 

While tempering this deep argnment wé fang 

Of truth and beauty. Now the fame glad talk 
impends; now urging our ambitious toil, 

We haiten to recount the various fprings 

OF adventitious pleafure, which adjoin 7e 
‘Their grateful influence to the prime cffe& 

Of objedts grand or beautcous, and enlarge 

The complicated joy. ‘The fwcets of 7 
Do they not oft with kind acceilion flow, 

To raite harmonious funcy’s native charm? 

So while we tafte the fragrance of the rofe, 
Glows not her bluth the fairer? While we view 
Amid the noontide waik a limpid rilk Pee 





se 









Guhh throagh the trickling herbage, to the thirtt 
Of fammer yielding the delicious draught 80 
Of cool refrefhment; o’er the moffy brink 
Shines not the (urface clearer, and the waves 
‘With fweeter mulic murmur as they flow ? 

Nor this alone ; the various lot of life 

Oft from external circumftance affumes 

*A moment's difpofition to rejoice 
In thofe delights which at a differemt hour 
Would pats unheeded. Fair the face of fpring, 
‘When rural fongs and odours wake the morn, 
‘To every eye; but how much more to his go 
Round whom the bed of ficknefs Jong diffue’d 
Its melancholy gloom! how doubly fair, 
When firft with freth-born vigour he inhales 
The balmy breeze, and feels the bleffed fun 
‘Warm at his bofom, from the fprings of life 
Chating oppreffive damps and languid pain! 

Or fhall { mention, where ‘eelcttial truth 
Her awful light difclofes, to beftow 
A more majeftic pomp on beauty’s frame ? 99 

: For man loves knowledge, and the beams of truth 
More welcome touch his underftanding’s eye, 
‘Than all the blandithments of found his ear, 
‘Shan all of tafte histonguc. Nor ever yet 

“The melting rainbow’s vernal-tindtur’d hue 

To me have fhone fo pleafing, as when firit 

The hand of fcience pointed out the path ? 
Jn which the fun-beams gleaming from the weft 
Fall on the watery cloud, whofe darkfome veil 
Involves the orient ; and that trickling thower 
Piercing through every cryftalline convex 110 
Of cluttering dew-drops to their flight oppos’d, 
Recoil at length where concave all behind 

‘The internal furface on each glaffy orb 

Repells their forward pafluge into air; 
‘That thence direct they feck the radiant goal 
From which their courfe hegan; and, as they 
In different lines the gazer’s obvious eye, _[ftrike 
Alffume a differnt luftre, through the brede 

;, Of colours changing from the fplendid rofe 

'"o the pale violet’s dejected hue. 

Or fhali we touch that kind accefs of joy, 
‘That Springs to each fair object, while we trace 
Throvgh all its fabric, wifdom’s artful aim 
Dilpoting every part, and gaining itil! 

By means proportion'd her benignant end? 
Speak, ye, the pure delight, whofe favour'd fteps 
‘The lamp of fcience through the jealous maze 

OF nature guides, when huply you reveal 

Her fecret honours: whether in the fky, 129 
‘The beauteous laws of light, the central powers 
‘That wheel the penfile planets round the year; 
Whether in wonders of the rolling deep, 
Or the rich fruits of all-fuftaining earth, 
Or fine-adjufted fprings of life and fenfe, 
Ye fcan the counfels of their author’s hand, 

What, when to raife the meditated feene, 

= The flame of piffion through the flruggting foul 
Neep-kindled, fhows acrofs that fndden blaze 
‘The object of its rapture, valt of fze, 
With fiercer colours and a night of fhade? 
What? like a florm from their capacious bed 
‘The founding fcas o’erwhelming, when the might 
Of thefe eruptions, working from the depth 
Of man’s ftrong apprehenfion, fhakes his frarae * 

Ev'n to the bafe; from every naked, funie 
Of pain or pleafure diffipating ail 
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war 
Opinion’s feeble coverings, and the veil’ 
Spun from the cobweb fathion of the times aa 
‘To hide the feeling heart? ‘hen nature fpeaka 
Her genuine language, and the words of men, 
Big with the very motion of their fouls, Isk 
Declare with what accumelated force, ~ 
‘The impetuous nerve of paflion urges on 
‘The native weight and energy of chings. , 
Yet more; her honours whcre no beauty claimg 
Nor fhows of good the thirfty fnf+ allure, 
From paflion’s power alone our nature holds 
Effential pleafure. Paflion’s fierce iMlupfe . 
Roufes the mind’s whole fabsic; wirh fuyplies 
OF daily impulfe keeps the elaitic powers. 160 
Intenfely pois’d, and polithes anew a 
By that collifion al! the fine mechin 
Elie ruft would rife, and fou! 
Encumbering, choke at laft w! 
For ceafelefs motion and a round of -cil. 
—But fay, does every paffion 
Adminifter delight? “That na 
Becomes the rofy breath of-lave; becomes 
"The radiant fmiles of joy, the a; Pauding hand 
Of admiration: but the bitter fhower 170 
‘That forrow Sheds upon a brother’s grave, 
But the dumb palfy of nogturnal ivar, 
Or thofe confuming fires that ynaw the heart 
Of panting indignation, find we there 
To move delight —'Phen liften while my tongue. 
‘The unalter’d will of heaven with Mithful awe 
Reveals ; what old Harmodius, wont to tech 
My early age; Harmodius, who had weigh'd 
n his learned mind whate’er the {chools 
Of wiféom, or thy loncly-whifpering voice, 280 
O faithful nature! digtate of the laws 
Which govern and fupport this mighty frame 
Of tniverfal being. Oft the hours 
From morn to eve have ficien unmark’d away, 
While mute attention hung upon his lips, 
As thus the fage his awful tale began, 
*F was in the windings of an ancient wood, 
When fpotlefs youth with folitude refigns 
To fweet philofophy the {tudious day, 
What time pale autumn fhades the filent eve, F90-- 
Mufing I rov'd. Of good and evil much, 
And much of mortal man my thought revolv’d ; 
When ftarting full‘on fancy’s guihing eye 
The mournful image of Parthenia's fate, 
‘That hour, O long belov'd and long ceplor’d ! 
When blooming youth, nor gentiett wifdom’s arts, 
Nor Hymen’s honours gather’d for thy brow, 
Nor all thy lover’s, all thy father’s tears 
Avail’d to Snatch thee from the cruel grave; 
Thy agonizing looks, thy laft farewel Oe 
Struck to the inmott feeling of my foul ; 
As with the hand of death, At once the fhade 
More horrid nodded o’ct me, and the winds. a 
With hoarfer murmuring fhook the branches. Dark” * 
As midnight ftorms, the fcene of human things: 
Appear'd before me; deferts, burning fands, 
Where the parch’d adder dies; the frozen fouth; 
And defolation blaiting all the weft 5 
With rapine and with murder, tyrant power, 209, 
Here fits enthron’d with blocd ; the baleful charms 
Of fwperftition there infe& the tkies; 
And tvrn the fun to horror. | Gracious heaven! 
What is the life of man? OF cannot thefe, - 
Not thefe portents thy awful will fufficc ? 
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That, propagated thus beyond their feope, 
They rife to a&t their cruckics anew 

In my afflided bofom, thus decreed 

‘Lhe univerfal fenfitive of pain, 

"The wretched heirs of evils not its own | 

‘Thus I impatient; ‘when, at once effus’d, 
A flathing torrent of celeial day [feent 
Borft through the fhadowy void. With flow de- 
A purple cloud came floating through the tky, 
‘And pois'd at length within the circling trees, 
Hung obvious to my view, til opening wide 
Its lucid orb, @ more than human form 
Emergirg lean’d majeftic o'er my head, 

And infant thunder fhook the confcicus grove. 
Then me ted into air the liquid cloud, 

"Then ell the fhining vifion flood reveal'd. 

A wreath of palm his ample forchead bound, 
And o’er his fhoulder, mautling to his knee, 
Flow'd the tran {parent robe, around his waift 
Collefed with a radiant zone of gold 
Ethereal; there in myftic figns engrav’d, 

1 read his office high and-facred name, 
Genius of human kind, Appall’d 1 gaz'd 
The godlike prefence; for athwart his brow 
Difpleafure, temper’d with a mild concern, 
Look’d down relu@ant on me,and his words 240 
Like diftant thunders broke the murmuring air, 

Vain are thy thoughts, O child of mortal birth! 
And impotent thy tengue. 15 thy fhort {pan 
Capacious of this univerfal frame ! 

* Thy wifdom all-fufficient ? Thou, alas! 
Dolt thon afpire to judge between the Lord 
OF nature and’ his works? to lift thy voice 
Againt the fovereign order he decrecd, 
al good and lovely? to blafpheme the bands 
Of tendernefs innate and focidl love, 
‘Holieft of things! by which the general orb 
Of being, as by adamantine links, 
Was drawn to perfe@ union and fufain'd 
From everlafiing ? Hait thou felt the pangs 
Of foftening forrow, of indignant zeal 
So grievors to the foul, as thence to wifh 
‘The ties of nature broken from thy frame 
‘That fo thy felfifh, unrelenting heart 
Moght ceafe to mourn its lot, no longer then, 
The wretched heir of evils not its own ?. 
© fair benevolence of generous minds ! 
© man by nature form’d for all monkind! 

He fpoke ; abath'd and filent f remain’d, 
As confcious af my tongue’s offence, and aw’d 
Before his prefence, though my feerct foul 
Difdain’d the imputation. On the ground 
Lfix'd ny eyes; till from his airy couch 
Be ficop’d fnblime, and touching with his hand 
My dazzling forehend, Raife thy fight, he ery’d, 
And let thy fenfe convince thy erring tongre, 276 

1 look’d, and Jo! the former feene was chang’d; 
For verdant alleys and furrounding trees, 

A folitary prétpeet, wide and wild, 
Rufh’d on my ferfes, "Twas an horrid pile 
Oi Wills and many a thaggy foreft mix'd, 
Worh many a fable cliff and glittering 
ecumbent o'er the hare 
The brown woods wav'ds while 
iprings 
Wath'd from the naked roots of cak and pine 
Th: crumbling foil; and ftill at every fall 280 
Dowa the fleep windings of the channel’d rock, 
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Remurmuring rufh’d the congregated floods 

With hoarfer inundation ; till at laf. 

They reach’d a grafly plain, which from the kkirts 

Of that high defert fpread her verdant lap, ~ 

And drank the gufhing moifture, where confin'd 

In one fimooth current, o'er the lilied vale 

Clearer than glafs it flow’d. Autumnal fpoils 

Huxuriant fpreading to the rays of morn, 289 

Bluth’d o’er the cliffs, whofe half-encircling mound 

As in a fylvan theatre enclos’d 

That flowery level. On the river’s brink 

Lipy'd a fair pavilion, which diffus'd s 

Its flouting umbrage ‘mid:the filver Shade 

Of ofiers. Now the weftern fun reveal’d 

Between two parting cliffs his golden orb, 

And pour’d acrofs the fhadow of the hills, 

On rocks and floods, a yellow ftream of light 

That chcer’d the folemn fcene. My hiftening 

powers 299 

Were aw'd, and every thought in filence hung, 

And wondering expectation. Then the voice 4 

OF that celeftial power, the myitic how 

Declaring, thus my deep attention call’d. 
Inhabitants of earth, to whom is given 

The gracious ways of providence to learn, 

Receive my fayings with a ftedfaft ear— 

Know then, the fov’reign {pirit of the world, 

‘Though, feif-collected trom éternal time, 

Within his own deep effence he beheld ay 

‘The bounds of true felicity complete ; 310 

Yet by immenfe benignity inctin’d 

To fpread around him that primeval joy 

Which fill’d himfelf, he rais'd his plaftic arm, 

And founded through the hollow depth of fpace 

‘The ftrong, creative mandate. -Strait arofe 

‘Thefe heavenly orbs, the glad abodes of life 

Effafive kindled by his breath divine 

‘Yhrough endjefs forms of being. Each inhal’d 

From him its portion of the vital flame, 359 

In meafure fuch, that, from the wide complex 

Of ca-exiftent orders, one might rife, 

One order, all invoiving and intire. 

He too beholding in the facred light 

Of his effential ceafon, all the fhapes 

Of fwift contingence, all fucceflive ties 

Of action propagated through the fum 

Of poffible exiflence, he at once,. 

Down the long feries of eventful time, 

So fix’d the dates of being, fo difpos'd, 

Yo every living foul of every kind 

The field of motion and the hour of reft, 

‘That all confpir'd to his fupreme defign, 

‘To univerfai good: with full accord 

Anfwering the mighty model he had chofen, 

Vhe beft aad faireft of uonumber’d worlds 

That lay from everlafting in the ftore 

Of his divine conceptions. Nor content, 

By one exertion of creative power 

His goodnefs to reveal ; through every age, 

Through every moment up the tract of time 340 

{is parent-hand with ever-new increafe 

Of happinefs ad virtve has adorn’d 

‘Vhe vaft harmonious frame: his parent hand, 

from the mute fhell-fih gefping on the fhore, 

To men, to angels, to celeftial minds, 

Kor ever leads the generations on A 

To higher fcenes of being ; while fapply’d 


Krom day to day with his enlivening breath, 
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taferior orders in fucceffion rife 

To fill the’void below. As flame afcends, 

As bodies to their proper centre move, 

As th pois’d occan to the atirating moon 

Obedient fwells, and every headlong ftream 

Devolves its winding waters to the main ; 

So all things which have life afpire to God, 

-The fun of being, boundlefs, uninipair’d, 

Centre of fouls! Nor decs the faithful voice 

Of nature ceafe to prompt their eager fteps 

Aright; nor is the care of heaven withheld 

From granting to the tafk proportion’d aid; 360 

‘That in their itations all may perfevere z 

‘To climb the afcent of being, and approach 

For ever nearer to the life d'vine. . 
‘That rocky pile thou fee, that verdant lawn 

Frefh water’d from the mountains. Let the fcene 

Paint in thy fancy the primeval feat ~ 

Of man, and where the will fupreme ordain’d 

His manfion, that pavilion fair diffus’d 

Along the fhady brink; in this recefs 

‘To wear the appointed feafon of his youth, 

Till riper hours fhould open to his toil 

‘The high communion of fuperior minds, 

Of confecrated heroes and of gots 

Nor did the Sire Omnipotent forget 

His tender bloom to cherifh ; nor withheld 

Celeftial foottteps from his green abode. 

Oft from the radiant honours of his throne, 

He fent whom moft he lov’d, the fovran fair, 

‘The effluence of his glory, whom he plac’d 

Before his cyes for ever to behold; 

‘The goddefs from whofe infpiration flows 

‘The toil of patriots, the delight of friends ; 

Without whofe work divine, in heaven or earth, 

Nought lovely, nought propitious comes to pafs, 

Nor hope, nor praife, nor honour, Her the fire 

Gave it in charge to rear the blooming mind, 

The folded powers to open; to direct 

‘The growth luxuriant of his young defires, 

And from the laws of this majeftic world 389 

‘Tao teach him what was good. As thus the nymph 

Her daily care attended, by her fide . 

With conftant fteps her gay companions ftay’d 

"The fair Euphrofyne, the gentle queen 

Of fmiles, and graceful gladnefs, and delights 

‘That cheer alike the hearts of mortal men 

And powersimmortal. See the fhining pair! 

hold, where from his dwelling now difclos’d 

y quit their youthful eharge, and feek the fkies. 
1 look’d, and on the flowery turf there ftood 

Between two radiant forms a fmiling youth 400 

Whofe tender checks difplay’d the vernal dower 

Of beauty; fweeteft innocence illum’d 

His bathful eyes, and on his polith’d brow 

Sate young fimplicity: With fond regard 

He view'd the affociates, as their fteps they mov’d; 

‘The younger chief his ardent eyes detain’d, 

With mild regret invoking her return. 

Bright as the flar of evening fhe appear’d 

Amid the dufky fcene. Eternal youth 409 

Ger all her form its glowing honours breath’d; 

And {miles eternal from her candid eyes 

Flow'd, like the dewy hutre of the morn 

Effufive trembling on the placid waves. 

‘The fpring’ of heaven had hed its hlujhing fpoils 

‘Yo bind her fable treffes: fall diffus'd 

Nev yellow mantle floated in the breeze; 
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And in her hand fhe wav'd a living branch 

Rich with immortal fruits, of power to calm 

‘The wrathfol heart, and from the brightening eyes, 

To chafe the cloud of fadnefs. More fublime 420 

The heavenly partner mov’d. The prime of age 

Compos'd her fteps. “The prefence of a god, 

High on the circle of her brow enthron’d,- 

From each majeftic motion darted awe, 

Devoted awe! till, cherifh’d by her looks 

Benevolent and meek, confiding love 

Yo tilial rapture foften’d all the foul. : 

Free in her graceful hand fhe pois’d the fword 

Of chafte dominion. An heroic crown = 

Difplay’d the old fimplicity of pomp 430 

Around her honour’d head. A matron’s robe, 

White as the funthine ftreams through vernal , 
clouds, 

Her ftatcly form invefted. Hand in hand 

‘The immortal pair forfock the enamel’d green, 

Afcending flowly. Rays of limpid light (heard, | 

Gleam’d round their path; celcftial founds were | 

And through the fragrant air ethereg! dews 

Diftill'd around them ; till at once the clouds 

ting wide in midway fky, withdrew 

Their airy veil, and left a bright expanie 440 | 

Of empyrean flame, where fpent and drown’d, 

Aflli@ed vifion plung’d in vain to fan 

What object it involv'd. My fecble eyes 

Endur’d not. Bending down to earth | ftood, 

With dumb attention, Soon a female voice, 

As watery murmurs fweet, or warbling fhades, 

With facred invocation thus began: 

Father of gods and mortals! whofe right arm 
With reins eternal guides the moving heavens, 
Bend thy propitious ear. Behold weil pleas’d 
I {eek to finish thy divine decree. ast 
With frequent fteps I vifit yonder feat 
Of man, thy offspring; from the tender feeds 
Of juftice and of wifdom, to evolve 
‘The latent honours of his generous frame; 

Till thy condu@ing hand thall raiie his lot’ 

From earth’s dim fcene to thefe ethereal walks, 
The temple of thy glory. But not me, 

Not my dire@ing voice he oft requires, 

Or hears delighted: this enchanting maid, 
The affociate thou haft given me, her alone 
He loves, O Father! abfent, her he craves; 
And but for her glad prefence ever join’d, 
Rejoices not in mine: fhat all my hopes 
This thy benignant purpofe to fulfil, 

I deem uncertain: and my daily cares 
Unfruitful all and vain, unlefs by thee 

Still farther aided in the work divine. 

She ceas’d ; a voice more awful thus reply’d: 
© thou! in whom for ever 1 delight, Aya 
Fairer than all the inhabitants of hecven, A 
Beft image of thy author! far from thee 
Be difappointment, or diftafte, or blame ; 

‘Who foon or late thall every work fulfil, 

And no refiftance find. If man refufe 

‘Vo hearken to ihy dictates; or, allur'd 

By meaner joys, to any other power tee 

‘Transfer the honours due to thee alone ;” . 

‘that joy which he pnrfues he ne'er fhall tafte. 

"That. power in whom delighteth ne'er behold. 480 

Go then, once more, and happy be thy toils. 

Co then! but let not this thy fmiling friend 

Partake thy fcotfeps. -In her ftead, behold 
3A i 


* 943 











aco 











7 THE WORKS OF AKENSIDE. 


‘With thee the fon of Nemefis I fend; 

The fieud abhorr’d! whofe vengeance takes ace 
OF facred order's violzted laws. {count 
See where he calls thee, burning to be gone, 
Fierce to exhauft the temreft of his wrath 

On yen devoted head. But thou, my child, 
Control his cruel phrenzy and proteé 490 
‘Thy tender charge; that when defpair thal graip 
His agonizing bofom, he may icarn, 
‘Then he may learn to love the gracious hand 

tin the hour of ill, 

To fave his (eeble fpirit; then confefs 

Thy genuine honours, O excelling fair { 

When all the plagues that wait the deadly will 
Of this'avenging demon, all the ftorms 

Of night infernal, ferve but to difplay 

‘The energy of thy fnps charms 500 
With milde awe'triumphant o’et his rage, 

And thining clearer in the horrid gloom. 

Here ceas’d that awful voice, and fuon 1 felt 
"The cloudy curtain of refreth 
Was clos’d once more, from tl 
Sheltering my tye-lids.  Looising up, | view’d 
A vatt gigautic fprétre frriding on [clouds, 
"Sbrouzh murmuriog thunders and a waite of 
With dreadtul action. , Black as night his brow 
Relentlefs frowns iavolv'd. His favage limbs sro 
“With tharp impaticnce violent he writh’d, 

As through convulfive anguith; and his hand, 

Armd with a feorpion-lath, fall oft he rais’d 

In madnefs to his bofom; while his eyes 

-Rain’d bitter 'teyrs, anc bellowing loud he fhook 

"The void with horror. Silent by his fide 

‘The virgin came. No dilcompofure ftirr’d 

‘Her features. From the glooms which hung 
arownid i 

No ftain of darknefs mingled with the beam 

Of her divine efiulgence. Now they ftoop $20 

‘Upon the river hank; and now to hail, ‘ 

His wonted senefts, with cager fteps advanc’d 

‘The unfulpecting inmate of the dhade, 

As when a famifh’d wolf, that all night long 
Had rang’d the Alpine fnows, by chance at morn 
Sees from a cliff jncunbent o’er the fmoke 
Of fome lone village, a neglected kid 
‘That firays along the wild for herb or fpring s 
Down from the winding ridge he {weeps amain, 
And thinks he ts iin: fo with tenfold rage, 
‘The monfter {prung remorit bis prey. 532 
Amaz'd the ftripling {toad panting brea: 
‘eebly he pour’ the lamentable wail = - 
Of helplefs conftcrnation, Rrack at once, 

And rosted to the ‘ground, » ‘Che queen beheld 
His terror, and with looks of tendere!t care 
Advane’d to fave him. » Son the tyrant felt 
‘Her awful power. His keen, dempeituoxs arm 
Tung nerveleis, nor defcended where his rage ' 
dair’d the deadly blow: then damb retir'd 
With fullen cancour. Lo! the fovran maid © 47 
Folds wich a mother’s ar fainting boy, 

“Fill life rekindlesin his rofy-check 3 [fongne. 
Then 6 his hands, and- chs bim with her 
Ow ee, Foufe thy Spirit! Stull the tpite 

OF you tormentor thas appall thy heart, 
‘While I, thy friend and yuardein, am at hand 
icue and to heal? O let thy {oul 


Then good for thee. Nor only by the warmth 

And foothing fanthine of deligheful things, 

Do minds grow up and flourith, Oft mil:d 

By that bland light, the young unpzadtis'd views 

Cf reafon wander through a fatal road, - 

Far from their native aim: as if to lie 

Inglorious in the fragrant fhade, and wait 

Vhe foft accefs of ever-circling joys, . 

Were all the end of being. fk thyfelf, 

"Yhis pleafing exror did it never lull 560 

Thy wifoes? Has thy conftant heart refas’d 

The filken fetters of delicious eafe? 

Or when divine Evphrofyne appear’d 

Within this dwelling, did not thy defires 

Hane far below the mecfure of thy fate, 

Which F reveui’d before thee? aud thy cyes, 

Impatient of my counfels, turn away 

To drink the foft ¢flufion of her fmiles? 

Know then, forthis the everlaiting fre 

Deprives thee of her prefence, und inftead, $70 

O wife and ftill benevolent ! ordains acs 

This horrid vifage hither to puriue 

My fleps; that fo thy nature may difcern 

Its real good, and what aione can fave 

Thy feeble fpirit in this hour of ill 

From folly and deipair. O yet belov’d! 

Let not this headlong terror quite o'crwhelm 

Thy featter’d powers; nor fatal deem the rage 

Of this tormentor, nor his proud affault, 

While I am here to vindicate thy toil, 58a 

Above the generous queftion of thy arm. 

Brave by thy fears, and in thy weak:efs ftrong, 

This hour he triumphs; but confront his might; 

And dare him to the combat, then with eafe 

Difarm’d and quell’d, his fiercenefs he refigns. 

To bondage and to fcorn: while thus inur'd 

By watchful danger, by unccafing toil, 

‘The immortal miad, fuperior to his fate, 

Amid the outraye of external things, 

Pirm as the folid base of this great world, — 590, 

Refts on his own foundations. Blow, ye winds! 

waves! ye thutders! roll your tempeft on; 

Shake, ye old pillars of the marble fky! 

‘Till all its orbs and all its worlds of fire 

Be loofen’d from their feats ; ‘yet Mili ferene, 

‘The wnconquer'd mind lcoks down upon the 

wreck 5 ae 5 

And ever ftronger as the ftorms advance, 

Firm through the clofing ruin holds his way, 

Were nature calls him to the deftin'd goal. s99 
So ipake the goddefs; while through all ker 

Celeftial raptures.fiow'd, in every word, {frame 

In every motion kindling warmth divine 

‘Vo feize who liften’d. ~ Vehement and fwikt 

As lightning fires the. aromatic thade 

n fields, the ftripling felt 

Her infpiration catch his fervid foul, 

And ftarting from his languor thus exclaim’d: 
Then let the triat come! and witnefs thou, 

If terror bé upon me j if I shrink is 

‘To meet the ftorm, or faulter in my ftrength 61a, 

When hardeft it befets me. Do not think = 

"That | am fearful aud infinn of foul. o 

‘As late thy eyes beheid, for thou-haft.chang’d 

My nature; thy commanding voice has wak’d, 

My id powers to hear me baldly oh,“ 













































































































































Remeber, what the will of heaven ordain Whereer the will divine my path ordains 
ts ever geod for alls and if for ail, > 550 } Through teil or peril: only co net thou - 
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Forfake me; © be thou for ever near, Why the cold urn of her whon long he lov’d 
‘That I may tiflen to thy facred voice, “2 So often fills his arms; fo often draws- 
And guide by thy decrees my conflant feet. 620 | His lonely footfteps at the filent hour,’ 
But @y, for ever are my cyes bereft ? To pay the mournt{ul tribute of his tears? 
Say, fall the fair Euphrofyne not once O! he will tel! thee, that the wealth of worlds 
Appear again to charm me? ‘Thou, in heaven! | Should ne'er feduce his bolom to forego 68 
© thou eternal arbiter of things ! That facred hour, when ftealing from the noife 
eBe thy great bidding done: for who am I, OF care and envy, fweet remempbr, fe foothes 
‘To queftion thy appoinement? Let the frowns | With virtue’s kindeft looks his aching breait, 
Of this avenger every morn o’ercait And turns his tears to rapturc+—Afk the crowd 
‘The cheerful dawn, and’every evening damp Which flies impatient from the villa.ce-walk 
With double night my dweiling ; [ wilt learn To climb the neizhbouring cufs, whon far below 
‘To hail then both, and unrepining bear 630 | The cruel winds have hur!’d upon the coait : 
His hateful pretence : but permit my tonguej Some helpie(s bark ; while facred pity melts 
One glad requeft, and if my deeds may find The general cye, of terror’s icy hand 
Why awful eye propitious, O reitore Smites their dittorted limbs and horrent hair; 
‘She rofy-featur'd maid, again to cheer While every mother cloter to her breaft yoo 
This lonely feat, and blefs me with her fmiles. Coeches her child, and pointing where the waves 
He fpoke; when inftant through the fable | Foam through the fhatter’d veffel, i 
looms As one poor wretch thar fpreads 
‘With which that furious prefence had involv'd For fuccour, fwallow'd by the roa ie 
‘The ambient air, a flood of radiance came As now another, dafh’d ag: 
Swift as the lightning Hath; the melting clouds Drops lifetefs down: QO! de: thou indze 
Flew diverfe, and amid the blue ferene 640 | No kind endearment here by nature n 
Fuphrofyne appear’d. With fprightly ftep To mutual terror and compuaflion’s tears 
‘The nyroph alighted on the irriguous lawn, No fweetly melting foftnefs which atirads, 
And to her wondering audience thus began: O’er all that edge of pain, the focial powers 710 
Lo! Lam here to anfwer ta your vows, To this their proper ation and their end? 
And be the meeting fortunate! 1 come ~-Aik thy own heart; when at the midnigh: hour, 
With je ful-tidings; we shall part no more Slow through that ftudious gloom thy pouling 
Hark ! how the gentle echo from her cell eye : ; 
‘Talks through the cliffs, and murmuring o'er the | Led by the glimmering taper moves around . 
ftream : The facred volumes of the dead, the fongs 
Repeats the accents; we fhall part no more. Of Grecian bards, and records writ by fume 
© my delightful friends! well pleas'd on high 630 | For Grecian heroes, where the prefent power 
‘The father has beheld you, while the might Of heaven and earth furveys the immortal page, 
Of that ftern foe with ticeer trial prov'd Even asa father blefling, while he reads 
Your equal doings; then for ever Spake The praifes of his fon. If then thy foul, . - 720 
The high decree: that thou, celeftial maid! Spurning the yoke of thefe inglorious days, ' 
Howe’er that grifly phantom on thy fleps Mix in their deeds and kindle with their flame 3 
May fometimes dare intrude, yet never more Say, when the profpeét blackens on thy view, 
Shalt thou, defcending tothe abode of man, * | When rooted from the bafe, heroic itates 
Alone endure the rancour of his arm, Mourn in the duft, and tremble at the frown 
Or |eave thy lov'd Euphrofyne behind. Of curft ambition ; when the pious band 


She ended; and the whole romantic feene 660 | Of youths who fought for freedom and their fires,” 
Immediate vanith'd; rocks, and woods, aud rills, | Lie fide by fide in gore; when ruffian pride 


‘The manitling tent, and each myfterious form, Ufurps the throne of juftice, turns the pomp 
Flew tike the pictures of a morning dream, Of public power, the majelty of rule, 739 
‘When fun-fhine fills the bed. A while I flood The fword, the laurel, ‘and the purple robe, 
Perplex’d and giddy ; till the radiant power To flavith empry pageants, to adorn 

‘Who bade the vifionary landfeape rife, A tyrant’s walk, and glitter in the eyes * 

As upto him Fturn’d, with genticf looks Of fuch as bow the knee; when honour’d urns 
Preventing my inquiry, thus b.gan: Of patriots and of chiefs the awful bett 


‘There let thy foul acknowledge its complaint _{ And foried arch, to glut the coward-age 
Hoy blind ! how impious! There behold the ways | Of regal envy, ftrew the public way 


Of heaven’s eternal deftiny to man, 671 | With hallow'd ruins; when the mufe’s haunt, 
For ever juft, benevolent, and wife: ‘The marble porch where wifdom wont to talis 
‘That virtne’s awful fteps, howe'er purfued With Socrates or Tully, hears no more, 74° 
By vexing fortune and intrafive pain, Save the hoarfe jargon of contentious monks, 
Should never be divided from her chafte, Or female fuperitition’s midnight prayer; 

Her fair attendant, pleafure. Weed I urge Wien ruthlefs rapine from the hand of time ' 
"Thy tardy thought through all the various round | Tears the deftroying feythe, with furer blow 
“Of this exiflence, that thy foftening foul To fweep the works of glory. from their bafe; 
At length may learn what energy the hand ‘Till defolation o’er the graf-grown ftreet* 

Of virtue mingles in the bitter tide 680 | Expands his raven-wings, and up the wall, 

Of paffion {welling with diftrefs and pain, Where fenates once the price of mevarchs doom'd, 


‘To mitigate the fharp with gracious drops Hifles the gliding {hake throvgh hoary weeds 749. 
“Qf cordisl pleafure 2 Auk the faithful youth, . - | What clafp the mpuldering column ; thus defac'd,- 


ab 


‘Thus widely mournful when the profpet thrills 
Thy beating bofom, when the patriot’s tear 
Starts from thine eye, and thy extended arm 

Tn fancy hurls the thunderbolt of Jove 

To fre the impious wreath on Philip’s brow,- 

Or dash Octavius from the trophied car ; 

Say, does thy fecret foul repine to tafte 

‘The big diftrefs: Or wouldft thou chen exchange 
‘Thofe heart-ennobling forrows for the lot 


Of him who fits amid the gaudy herd 760 
Of mute barbarians bending to his nod, 
And bears aloft his gold-invefted front, 
And fays within himielf, “lamaking, [woe 


“ And wherefore fhould the clamorous voice of 
# Intrude upon mine ear ?=~” The baleful dregs 
Of thefe late ages, this inglorious draught 
Of fervitude and folly, have not yet, 
Bleft be the eternal ruler of the world! 
Defil'd ro fuch a depth of fordid fhame 
‘The native honours of the human foul, 
Nor fo effac’d the image of its fire. 
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Preasure in obferving the tempers and manners 
of men, even where vicious or abfurd. The 
origin of vice, from falfe reprefentations of the 
fancy, producing falfe opinions concerning good 
andevil, Inquiry into ridictle. "The gencral 
fources of ridicule in the minds and charaéers 
of men, cnumerated, Final caufe of the fente 
of ridicule, The refemblance of certain afpeés 
of inanimate things to the fenfations and pro- 
pertics of the mind. The operations of the 
mind in the production of the works of imna- 

ination, defcribed. “the fecondary pleafure 
rom imitation, ‘The benevolent order of the 
world illuftrated in the arbitrary connexion of 
thefe pleafures with the objects which excite 
them. The nature and conduct of tafte. Con- 
eluding with an account of the natural and mo- 
ral advantages refulting from a fenfible and 
‘well-formed imagination. 











‘Whar wonder therefore, fince the endearing ties 
Uf paffion link the univerfa) hind 

Of man Jo clofe, what wonder if to fearch 

‘This common nature through the various change 
Of fex, and age, and fortune, and the frame 
Of each pecaliar, draw-the bufy mind 

‘With unrefifted charms: the fpacious weft, 
And all the teeming regions of the fouth 
Hold not a quarry, to the curious flighr 

Of knowlege, half fo tempting or fo fair, 
As man toman, Nor only where the finiles 
Of love invite; nor only wheve the applavle 
Of cordial honour turns the attentive eye 
Qn virtue’s gracefuldeeds. For fince the courfe 
Of things external ads in different ways 

On human apprchenfions, as the hand 

Of nature temper’d to a different frame 

Peculiar minds; fo happly where the powers 

Of fancy neither leffen nor enlarge 

‘The images of things, but paint in all 20 
Their genuin> h the features which they wore 
Tn nature ; their opinion will be true, 

And adlion right. For aGion treads the path 

In which opiaion feys he folows good, 
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Or flies from evil; and epinion gives 
Report of good or evil, as the feene 
Was drawn by fancy, lovely or deform’d: 
‘Thus her report can never there be true 
Where fancy cheats the intellectual eye, 
With glaring colours and diftorted lines. 30 
Is there aman, who at the fourd of death 

Sees ghaftly thapes of terror corjur’d up, [groans « 
And black before him; nought but death-hed 
‘And fearful prayers, and plunging from the brink 
Of light and being, down the gloomy air 

An unknown depth? Alas! in {uch a mind, 

If no bright forms of excellence attend 

‘The image of his country ; not the pomp 

Of facred fenates, nor the guardian voice 

Of juftice on her throne, nor aught that wakes 40 
The confcious bofom with a patriot’s flame 5 

Will not opinion tell him, that to die, 

Or ftand the hazard, isa greater ill 

Than to betray his country? And in act 

Will he not choofe to be a wretch and live? 

Here vice hegins then. From the enchanting cup 
Which fancy holds to all, the unwary thirft 

Of youth of fwallows 2 Circean draught, 

‘That fheds a baleful tin@urc o’er the eye 

Of reafon, till na longer he dilcerns, 

And only guides to err, ‘hen revel forth 

A furious band that fpurns him from the throne! 
And all is uproar, Thus ambition grafps 

The empire of the foul: thus pale revenge 
Unfheaihs her murderous dagger; and the hands 
Of luft and rapine, with unholy arts, 

Watch to o’erturn the barrier of the laws 

That keeps them from their prey: thus all the 
plagues 

The wicked bear, or o'er the trembling fcene 
The tragic mufe difelofes, under fhapes 

Of honour, fafety, pleafure, cafe, or pomp, 
Stole firit into the mind. Yet not by ail 
‘Thofe lying forms which fancy ix the brain 
Engenders, arc the kindling paffions driven, 
To guilty deeds; nor reafon bound in chains, 
That vice alone may lord it: oft adorn’d 
With folemn pageants, folly mounts the throne, 
And plays her id:ot-anticks, like a queen. 

A thoufand garbs fhe wears; a thowSand ways 
She wheels her giddy cmpirc.—Lo! thus far 30 
With bold adventure, to the Mantvan lyre 

I fing of nature’s charms, and touch well-pleas’d 
A fticter note: now happly mutt my fong 
Unhend her ferious meafure, and reveal 

In lighter ftrains, bow folly’s awkward arts 
Excite impetuous laughter’s gay rebuke 5 

The fportive proviuce of the comic mufe, 

See! in what crowds the uncouth forms advance: 
Each would outftrip the other, each prevent 
Qur careful fearch, and offer to your gaze, 80 
Unafk’d his motley features. Wait a while, 

My curious friends! and let us firft arrange. 
In proper order your promifcuous throng. 

Behold the forernoft band of feuder thought, 
Ajxd ealy faith; whom fluttering faney foothes ~ - 
With lying fpectres, in theinfclves.to view 
Uluttrious forms of excellence and good, 

‘That fcorn the manfion, With exulting hearts 
They fpread their fpurioas treafures to the fun, 
And bid the world admire! but chief the glance 
Of witkicl envy diaws their joy-brightcycs, gi“ 
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And lifts with felf-applaufe each lordly brow. 
In numbers baundiefs as the blooms of fpring, 
Behold their glering idols, empty fhades 
By fancy gilded.o'er, and then fet up 
For adoration. Some in learning’s garb, 
‘With formal hand, and fable-cinétur'd gown, 
And rags of mouldy volumes. Some elate 
“With martial fplendor, ftecly pikes and fwords 
OF coflly frame, and gay Phienician robes 100 
Inwrought with flowery gold, affume she port 
Of ‘hately valour: liftening by his fide 
There ftands a female form; to her, with looks 
Of earneft import, pregnant with amaze, 
He talks of deadly deeds, of breaches, ftorms, 
And fulphurous mines, and ambufh: then at once 
Breaks off, and {miles to fee her look fo pale, 
‘And afks fome wondering queflion of her fears. 
Others of graver micn; behold, adorn’d 
With holy enfigns, how fublime they move, 110 
And bending oft their fan@imonious eyes 
Fake homage of the fimple-minded throng 
Ambaffadors of heaven! Nor much unlike 
Xs he whofe vifage, in the lazy mift 
‘That mantles every feature, hides a brood 
Of politic conceits; of whifpers, noda, 
‘And ints deep omen’d with unwieldy fchemes, 
And dark portents of ftate. © Ven thoufi@d more, 
Prodigious habits and tumultuous tongues, 119 
Pour dauntlefs in, and fwell the boaitful band, 
Then comes the fecond order, all who feek 
‘The debt of praife, where watchful unbelief 
Darts through the thin pretence her {cuinting eye 
On fome retir’d appearance which belics 
The boatted virtue, or annuls the applaufe 
That juftice elfe would pay. Here fide by fide 
J fee two leaders of the folemn train 
Approaching: one a femate old and gray, 
With eyes demure, and wrinkle-furrow'd brow, 
Pale as the checks of death; yet ftill fhe ftuns 
‘The fickening audience with a naufeous tale ; 137 
How many youths her myrtle-chains have worn, 
Pow many virgins at her triumphs pin’d! 
Yet how refolv'd fhe guards her cautious heart ; 
Such is her terror at the rifks of love, 
And man’s feducing tongue! 'The other feeme 
A bearded fage ungentle in his micn, 
And fordid all his habit; peevith want 
Grins at his heels, while down the gazing throng 
He ftalks, refounding in magnific phrafe 140 
The vanity of riches, the contempt 
Of pomp and power, Be prudent in your zeal, 
Ye grave affociates! let the filent grace 
Of her who blufhes at the fond regard 
Her charms infpize, more eloquent unfold» 
The praife of {potlefs honour: tet the man 
Whole eye regards not his illnftrions pomp 
And ample lore, but as indulgent ftrcams 
‘To cheer the barren foil and {pread the fruits 
Of joy, let him by jufter meafures fix 
‘The price of riches and the end of power, 
Ancther tribe fucceeds; deluded lon 
By fancy's dazzling optics, thefe behold 
“The images of fomie peculiar things 
With brighter hues resplendent, and pourtray’d 
With features nobler far than e’er adorn’d 
‘Their genuine obje@s. Hence the fever’d heart 
Pants with deliricus hope for tinfel charms} 
Fence oft obtrufive on the eye of icorn, 
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Untimely zeal her witlefs pride betrays, 

And ferious manhood from the towering aim 

OF wifdom ftoops to emulate the boat 

Of childith toil. Behold yon myftic form, . 

Bedeck’d with feathers, infeAls, weeds, and Shells! 

Not with intenfer view the Samian fage + 

Bent his fixt eye on heaven's intenfer fires, 

When firft the order of that radiant feene 

Swell’d his exulting thought, than this ferveys 

A muckworm’s entrails, or a fpider’s fang. . 

Next him a youth with flowers and myrtles _ 

crown’d, 17o 

Attends that virgin form, and blufhing kneels, * 

With fondeft gcfture and a fuppliant’s tongue, 

‘To win her coy regard: adieu, for him, 

The dull engagements of the buftling world! 

Adieu the fick impertinence of praife! 

And hope, and aétion! for with her alone, 

By ftreams and fhades, to fteal thefe fighing hours, 

Is all he afks, and all that fate can give! . 

‘Thee too, facetious Momion, wandering here, 

Thee, dreaded cenfor, oft have I beheld 180 

Bewilder’d unawares: alas! too long 

Flufh’d with thy comic triumphs and the fpoils 

Of fly derifion! till on every fide - 

Hurling thy random bolts, offended truth 

Affign’d thee here thy ftation with the flaves 

Of folly, Thy once formidable name 

Shall grace her humble records, and be heard 

In scoffs and mockery bendied from the lips 

Of all the vengeful brotherhood around, 

So oft the patient viétims of thy feorn. 190 
But now, ye gay! to whom indulgent fate, 

Of all the mufe’s empire hath affign’d 

The fields of folly, hither each advance 

Your fickles; here the teeming foil affords 

Its richeft growth. A favourite brood appears; 

In whom the demon, with a mother’s joy, 

Views all her charms reficcted, all her cares 

At full repay’d. Ye moft illuftrious band ! 

Who, fcorning reafon's tame, pedantic rules, 

And order’s vulgar bondage, nevermeant | 208 

For fouls fublime as yours, with generous zeal 

Pay vice the reverence virtue long ufurp’d, 

And yield deformity the fond applaufe 

Which beauty wont to claim; forgive my fong, 

That for the bluhing diffidence of youth, 

Jt fhuns the unequal province of your praife. 
‘Thus far triumphant in the pleafing guile 

Of bland imagination, folly’s train 

Haveé dar’d our fearch: but nowa daftard kind 

Advance reluctant, and with faultering feet 216° 

Shrink from the gazer’s eye: enfeebled hearts 

Whom fancy chills with vifionary fears, 

Or bends to fervile tamenefs with conceits 

Of tham», of evil, or of bafe defea, 

Fantaftic and delufive. Here the flave 

Who droops abath’d when fullen pomp furveys 

His humbler babit; here the trembling wretch 

Unnerv’d end ftruck with terror’s icy bolts, 

Spent in weak wailings, drown’d in fhamefal 


tears, ;: 
v here fubdued 
By frontlefs taughter and the haughty fcorn 
Of old, unfeeling vice, the abje@ foul, 
Who biuthing half refigns the candid praife 
Of temperance and honour ; half difowns 


A freeman’s hatred of tyrannic pride; 
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And hears with fickly fmiles the venal mouth 
With fouleft licence mock the patriot’s name. 
Laft of the motely bands on whom the power 
Of gay derifion bends her hoftile aim, 
Js that where thameful ignorance prefides, 
Beneath her fordid banners, lo! they march, 
Like blind and lame. Whate'er their doubtful 
hands a 
Attempt, confufion ftraight appears behind, 
And troublesali the work. ‘Through many a maze, 
Perpiex’d they ftruggle, changing every path, 
O’erturning every purpofe; then at laft 
Sit down difmay’d, and leave the entangled feene 
For {corn to fport with. Such then is the abode 
Of folly in the mind; and fuch the fhapes 
In which the governs her obfequious train. 
Through every fcene of ridicule in things 
‘To lead the tenour of my devious lay; 
‘Through every {wift occafion, which the hand 
‘Of laughter points at, when the mirthful {ting 
Diftends her failying nerves and chokes her 
tongue; . 
‘What were it but to count each cryftal drop 
- Which morning's dewy fingers on the blooms 
Of May diftil? Suffice it to have faid, 
Where’er the power of ridicule difplays 249 
Her quaint-cy'd vifage, fome incongruous form, 
Some fubborn diffonance of things combin’d, 
Strikes on the quick obferver: whether pomp, 
Or praife, or beauty, mix their partial claim 
Where fordid fafhions, where ignoble deeds, 
‘Where foul deformity, are wont to dwell; 
Or whether thefe with violation loath'd, 
Invade refplendcnt pomp’s imperious mien, 
‘The charms of beauty, or the boaft of praife, 
Afk we for what fair end the Almighty Sire 
In mortal bofonis wakes this gay contempt, 260 
‘Thefe grateful ftings of laughter, from difguit 
Fducing pleafure ? Wherefore, but to aid 
‘The tardy fteps of reafon, and at once 
By this prompt impulfe urge us to deprefs 
"Ihe. giddy aims of folly? Though the light 
Of truth flow dawning on the inquiring mind, 
At length unfolds, through many a fubtle tie, 
How thefe uncouth diforders end at laft 
In public evil! yet benignant heaven, a 
Confcious how dim the dawn of truth appears 
To thoufands; confvious what a feanty paufe 
From labours and from care, the wider lot 
Of humble life affords for fludious thought 
‘To fean the maze of nature; therefore ftamp’d 
‘The glaring fecnes with characters of fcorn, 
As broad, as obvious, to the paffing clown, 
As to the letter’d fage’s curious eye. 
Such are the various afpects of the mind—~ 
Some heavenly genius, whofe unclouded thoughts 
Attain that fecret harmony which blends 280 
‘The ethereal fpirit with its mold of clay; 
O! teach me to reveal the grateful charm 
‘That fearchlefs nature o’cr the fenfe of man 
Diffufes, to behold, in Jifclefs things, e 
“ "The inexpreflive femblance of himtclf, 
Of thought and paffion- Mark the fable wonds 
‘That fhade fublime yon mountain’s nodding 
. + brow; 
‘ With what religious awe the folemn fcene 
Commands your fteps! as if the reverend form 
Of Minos or of Numa thould forfake 290 
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The Elyfian feats, and down the embowering’ 
glade gts 

Move to your paufing eye! Behold the expanfe 

Of yon gay Jand{cape, where the filver clouds 

Flit o'er the heavens before the fprightly breeze: 

Now their gray cinéture fkirts the doubtful fun; - 

Now itreatns of {plendour, through their openings 

Effalgent, {weep irom off the gilded lawn {veil 

The aérial fhadows; on the curiing brook, 

And on thesfhady. margin’s quivering Jeaves 299 

With quickeft luftre glancing ; while you-view 

The profpea, fay, within your cheerful breatt 

Plays not the lively fenfe of winning mirth 

With clouds and fun-fhine checquer’d, while the 

Of focial converfe, to the infpiring tongue [round 

Of fome gay nymph amid her fubjec train, 

Moves ali obfequious? Whence is this effe@, 

“This kindred power of fuch difcordant things? 

Or flows their fembiance from that myftic tone 

To which the new-born mind’s harmonious powers 

At firft were ftrung? Or rather from the links 310 

Which artful cuftom twines around her frame? 

For when the different images of things 

By chance combin’d, have ftruck the attentive foul 

With deeper impulfe, or, connected long, 

Have drawn her frequent eye ; howe’er diftin@ 

The external fcenes, yet oft the ideas gain 

From that conjunction an eternal tie, 

And fympathy unbroken, Let the mind 

Recall one partner of the various league, 

Immediate, lo! the firm confederates rife, 

And each his former ftation trait refumes: 

‘One movement governs the confenting throng, 

And all at once with rofy pleature fhine, 

Or all are fadden’d with the glooms of care. 

Twas thus, if ancient fame the truth unfold, 

Two faithful needles fron: the informing touch 

Of the fame parent-ftone, together drew 

Its my(lic virtue, and at fir confpir’d 

With fatal impulfe quivering to the pole :~ 

‘Then, though disjoin’d by kingdoms, though the 
main 33m 

Roll'd its broad furge betwixt, and different ftara 

Beheld their wakeful motions, yet preferv’d 

‘The former friendfhip, and remember’d fil * ~ 

‘The alliance of their birth: whatc’er the line 

Which once poffefs’d, nor paufe, nor quiet knew 

The fure affociate, ere with trembling {peed 

He found its path, and fix’d unerring there. 

Such is the fecret union, when we feel 

A fong, a flower, a name, at once reftore 339 

Thofe long-connected fcenes where firft they 
mov'd [walks 

The attention: backward through her mazy 

Guiding the wanton fancy te her {cope, 

To temples, courts, or fields; with all the band 

Of painted forms, of paffions and defigns 

Attendant : whence, if pleafing in itfelf, 

The pretpect from that fweet acceffion gains 

Redoubled influence o’er the liftening mind. 

By thefe myfterious ties the bufy power 

Of memory her ideal train preferves 

Intire; or when they would elude her watch, 

Reclaims their fleeting footiteps from the wate 

Of dark oblivion; thus collecting ail 

The various forms of being to prefent, 

Before the curious aim of mimic art, + 
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. Theimpaffien'dfoul? and whence the robes of light 
Which thus inveft hep with more lovely pomp 
‘Than fancy can defcribe ? Whence but from thee, 
© fource divine of ever-flowing love, . 
And thy unmeafur’d poodncfs ? Not content 
With every food of life to nourifh man, 
By kind illufions of the wondering fenfe 
‘Thou mak’ it all nature beauty to his eye, 
Or mufic to his ear: well pleas’d he fcans 
‘The goodly profpect ; and with inward fmiles 
‘Treads the gay verduré of the painted plain ; 
Beholds the azure canopy of heaven, 
‘And living lamps that over-arch his head 
With more than regal iplendour ; bends his ears 
‘Tothe full choir of water, air, and earth 5 
Nor heeds the pleafing error of histhought, 500 
Nor doubts the painted green or azure arch, 
Nor queftions more the mufic’s mingling founds 
‘Than fpace, or motion, or eternal time ; 
So fweet he feels their influence to attrac 
‘The fixed foul; to brighten the dull glooms 
Of care, and make the deflin’d road of life 
Delightful to his fect. So fables tell, 
The adventurous hero, bound on hard exploits, 
Beholds with glad furpxife, by fecret fpells 
OF fome kind fage, the putron of his toils, 
‘A vifionary paradife difclos’d 
Amid the dubious wild: with ftreams, and fhades, 
And airy fongs, the enchanted landfcapes fmiles, 
Cheers his long lubours and renews his frame. 
What then is tafte, but thefe internal powers 
Adtive, and flrong, and feelingly alive 
‘To each fine impulfe ? a difcerning fenfe 
Of deccut and fublime, with quick difguft 
From things deform’d, or difarrang'd, or grofs 
In fpecies? ‘This, nor gems, nor ftores of gold, 
Nor purple ftute, nor culture can beftow; 52u 
But god alone when first his adtive hand 
Imprints the fecret bias of the foul. 
He, mighty parent! wife and juft in all, 
Free as the vital breeze or light of heaven, 
Reveals the charms of nature. A‘k the fwain 
Who journeys homeward from a fummer day’s 
Long kubour, why, forgetful of his toils 
‘And due repofe, he loiters to behold 529 
‘The fun-thine gleaming as through amber clouds, 
Over all the weilcrn fky ; full foon, I ween, 
His rude expreffion and wntutor’d airs, 
Beyond the power of language, will unfold 
‘Yhe form of beauty fmiling at his heart, [heaven 
How lovely! how commanding! But though 
In every breaft hath fown thele early feeds 
Of love and admiration, yet in vain, 
‘Withcut fair culture’s kind parental aid 
‘Withcut entivening funs, and genial fhowers, 
And ihelter from the blaft, in vain we hope “540 
The tender plant should rear its blooming head, 
Or yield the harveft promis'd in its fpring. * 
Ner yet will every foil with equal ores 
Repay the tiller’s Jabour ; or attend 
His will, obfequious, whether to produce 
"The olive or the laurel. Different minds 
Incline to different objects: one purfues 
"The vaft alone, the wonderful, the wild 5 
Another fighs for harmony, and grace, 549 
* And gentleft beauty. Hence when lightning fires 
"The arch of heaven, and thunders reck the ground, 


: When furious whixlwinds 1epd the howling air, 
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And ocean, groaning from its loweft bed,” 

Heaves his tempeftuous billows to the fhy 5 

Amid the mighty uproar, while below = 

The nations tremble, Shakfpeare looks abroad 

From fome high cliff, fuperior, and enjoys 

The elemental war. But Waller longs, 

-All on the margin of fome flowery ftream 

‘Yo fpread his carelefs limbs ainid the cool 

Of plantane thades, and to the liftening deer 

The tale of flighted vows and love’s difdain 

Refound foft-warbling all the live-long day: 

Confenting Zephyr fighs; the weeping rill 

Joins in his plaint, melodious; mute the groves 

And hill and dale with all their echoes mourn. 

Such and fo various are the tafles of men. [fongs 
Oh! dle& of heaven, whom not the languid 

Of luxury, the Syren! not the bribes 

Of fordid wealth, nor all the gaudy fpoils 

Of pageant honour can Seduce to leave 

Thofe ever-blooming fweets, which from the ftore 

Of nature fair imagination culls 

"To charm the enliven'd foul! What though not all 

Of mortal offspring can attain the heights 

Of envied life ; though only few poflefs 

Patrician treafures or imperial fate ; . 

Yet nature’s care, to all her children juft, 

With richer treafures and an ampler itate, 

Indows at large whatever happy man. 580 

Will deign to ufe them. His he city’s pomp, 

‘The rural honours his, Whate'er adorns 

The princely dome, the colunm and the arch, 

‘Phe breathing marbles and the fculptur’d gold, 

Beyond the proud poffeffor’s narrow claim 

His tuneful breafl enjoys. For him, the fpring 

Diftils her dews, and from the filken gem 

Its lucid leaves unfolds: for him, the hand 

Of autumn tinges every fertile branch 589 

With blooming gold and bluthes like the morn. 

Each pafling hour fheds tribute from her wings; 

And ftill new beauties meet his lonely walk, 

And loves unfelt attra him, Not a breeze 

Flies o’er the meadow, not acloud imbibes = * 

The ferting fun’s cffulgence, not a ftrain « 

From all the tenants of the warbling fhade 

Afcends, but whence his bofom can partake 

freth pleafure, unreprov’d. Nor thence partakes 

Frefh pleafure only: for the attentive mind, 

By this harmonious action on her powers 

Becomes herielf harmonious: wont fo oft - 

In outward things to meditate the charm 

Of facred order, foon fhe fecks at home 

‘Yo find a kindred order, to exert 

Within herfeli this elegance of love, 

"This fair infpir’d delight: her temper’d powers 

Refine at length, and every paffion wears 

A chafter, muider, more attractive mien, 

But if to ampler profpects, if to gaze 

On nature’s form, where negligent of all 

"Thefe leffer graces, fhe affures the port 

OF that eternal majefty that weigh’d 

"The world’s foundations, if to thefe the mind 

Exalts her daring eye; then mightier far 

‘Will be the change, and nobler. Would ihe-forms 

Of fervile cuftem cramp her generous power? 

Would fordid policies, the barbarous growth 

Of ignorance and-rapine, bow her down - 

Fo tame purfsits, to indolence and feas ? 


Lo! fhe appeals to nature, to the winds 6a 
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*and rollipg waves, the fun's unwearied courfe, 
‘The elements and feafons: all declare 

For what the etcrnal maker has ordain’d 

‘The powers of man: we feel within ourfelves 
His energy divine : he tells the heart, 

He meant, he made us to behold und love 

What he beholds and Joves, the general orb 


75 

Of life and being; to be great like him,’ 

Beneficent and active. Thus the men 

Whom nature’s works can charm, with God him- 
felf : 

Hold converfe; grow familiar, day by day, 632 

With his conceptions a@ upon his plan; 

And form to his, the relith of their fouls, 











NOTES ON THE THREE BOOKS OF THE PLEASURES OF 


IMAGINATION, 


NOTES ON BOOK I, 

Ver. 154. Say, why was man, &c.} In apolo- 

izing for the frequent negligences of the fue 
Elimek authors of Greece, “Thole godlike gee 
niufes,” fays Longians, * were well afluced, that 
“ nature had not intended man for a lowefpirited 
“ or ignoble being: but britizing us into Lite and 
* the midit of this wide univerfe, as before amul- 
* titude aflembled at fone heroic folemnity, 
* we might be Spectators of all her mayni 
“and candidates high in culation for the prize 
“of glory; the has therefore implanted iu our 
* fouls an inextinguilhable love of every thing 
“ great and exalted, of every thing which appears 

Hivine beyond our compreheufion, Whence it 
“ comes to pals, 















that cven the whole world is not 
« an object fufficient for the depth and rapidity of 
“ human imagination, which often fallies forth 
« beyond the linits of all that furrounds us. Let 
“ any man caft his eye through the whole circle 
“ of our exiftence, and confider how efpecially it 
“ abounds in excellent-and grand objeGs; he will 
« foon acknowledge for what enjoyments and 
“ purfuits we were deflined. Thus by the very 
 propenfity of nature we are led to admire, not 

feck {prings or fhallow vulets, however clear 
and delicious, but the Nile, the Rhine, the Da- 
nube, and, much more than all, the Occan, &e.”” 
Dicnyf. Longin. de Sublim, § xxiv. : 

Ver, 202. The empyrest wafte:| * Ne fe peut-il 
point qwil y a un id efpace au dela de la 
“ region des ctoiles? Que fe foit le cick empyrée, 
“ ow non, toujours ect space inmenfe qai envic 
“* ronne toute cette region, pourra etre rempli de 
“ bonheur & de gloire. Ui pourra etre congu com- 
* me /ocean, ob fe redent les flueves de toutes les 
“ creatures bienheurcafes, quand elles ferent ve- 
« nues a leur perfection dans le fyfteme des eto. 
“ les.” Leibniz dans la I heodicée, part. i. §. 19 

Ver. 204. Whife anfading light, &e.] It was'a 
notion of the great Mr. Huygens, that there may 
be fixed flars at fuch a diltance from our folar 
fyftcm, as ‘that their light fhowld not have had 
time to reach us, even from the creation of the 
world to this day, 

Ver. 234. the negh et 

Of all fami:iur profpects, &e, It is here 

faid, ‘that in cenfequence of the love of novelty, 
objedts which at first were highly delightful to the 
mind, lofe that effe& by iepeated attention to 
“hem, But the instance of Ladit is oppofed io this 

















obfervation ; for there, objets at fir diftafteful 
are in time rendered entirely agreeable by repeated 
attention, pias 

The difficulty in this cafe will be removed, if 
we confider, that, when objects at firft agrecable, 
lofe that influence by frequently recurring, the 
mind is wholly fafive, and the Preception involum 
éarys but habit, on the other hand, generally fup- 
poles choice and aivity accompanying it; fo that 
the pleafure arifes here not from ‘the object, but 
from the mind’s cenfeious determination of its own 
activity ; and coufequently increafes in proportion 
to the ak ney of that determination. 

Jt will Rill he urged perhaps, that a familiarity 
with difagrecable obje@s renders them at length 
acceptable, even where there is no room for the 
mind to refolve or af at all. In this cafe, the ap- 
pearance mutt be sccounted for, one of thefe ways: 

The pleafure from habit may be merely nega~ 
tive. The object at fir gave uneafinefs; this un« 
eafinefs gradually wears off as the object grows fas 
miliar: and the nnd, finding it at lat entirely 
removed, reckons its fituation really pleafurable, 
compared with what it had experienced before, © 

The diflike conceived of the obje& at firft, 
might be owing to prejudice or want of attention. 
Confequently the mind, being neceffitated to ree ° 
view it often, may at length perceive its own mif= 
take, and be reconciled to what it had looked on 
averfion. in which cafe, a fort of inttin@ive 
tice naturally leads it to make amends for the 
mjury, by running toward the other extreme of 
fondnefs and attachment. - 

Or lattly, though the obje@ itfelf thould always 
continue difagreeable, yet circumilauces of pleae 
fure or good forwune may occur along with it. 
‘Thus an affociation may arife in the mind, and the 
object never be remembcred without thofe pleaf- 
ing circumftances attending it ; by which means 
the difigreeable impreflion which it at firit occa 
fioned will in time be quite obliterated, ~ 

Ver. 240. ——this defire 

Of objeBs new and ery rear Thefe 
two ideas are often confounded; ¢! ough it is evie 
dent the mere novelty of an object makes it aproee 
able, even where the mind is not affe@ed wit! the 
leaft degsee of cwonder : whereas wonder indeed ale 
ways implies novelty, being never excited by com 
mon or well-known appearances. But the ple 
fure in both cafes is explicable from the fame final 
caute,the acquifition of knowledge and enlargement 





























* its bea 


95% 


of our views of nature: on this account, it is na~ 
tural to treat of them together. 
Ver. 374+ Truth and good are one, 
And beauty dwells in them, &c.]_ “ Do 
you imagine,” fays Socrates to Ariftippus, “ that 
what is good is not beautiful? Have you not 
obferved that thefe appearances always coin- 
cide? Virtue, for inftance, in the fame refpedt 
as to which we call it good, is ever acknow- 
ledged to be beautiful alfo. In the characters 
of men we always * join the two denominations 
together. ‘The beauty of human bodies cor- 
« refponds, in like manner, with that economy of 
parts which conftitutes them good ; and in every 
circumftance of life, the fame object is conitant- 
ly accounted both beautiful and good, inafmuch 
as it anfwers the purpofes for which it was de- 
« figned.” Xenophont, Memorab. Socrat. ]. iii. 
eB. : 
‘This excellent obfervation has been illuftrated 
‘and extended by the noble reftorer of ancient phi- 
lofphy ; fie the Gharaéterifiics, vol. ii. p. 339 and 
422, and vol. p- 181. And ahother ingenious 
author has particularly fhown, that it holds in the 
encral laws of nature, in the works of art, and 
the conduct of the feiences, Jnguiry into the origin- 
al of our ideas of beauty and virtue, Treat. i. § 8. As 
to the eenneétion between dvauty and truth, there 
are two opinions concerning it. Some philofo- 
phers affert an independent ard invariable law in 
nature, in confequence of which all rational be~ 
* ings muft alike perceive beauty in fome certain 
* proportions, and deformity in the contrary.” 
And this neceflity being fuppofed the fame with 
that which commands the affent or diffent of the 
nnderftanding, it follows of courfe that beauty is 
founded on the yniverfal and unchangeable law 
of truth. : 
But others there are, who believe beauty to be 
merely a relative and arbitrary thing ; that indeed 
it was a benevolent provifion in nature to annex 








. fo delightful a fenfation to thofe objects which are 


bef and moft perfect in themfelves, that fo we might be 
engaged to the choice of thera at once and with- 
out ftaying to infer their uffidife from their 
firu@ure and effects; but that it is not impoffible, 
in a phyfical fenfe, that two beings, of equal ca- 
pacities for truth, Should perceive, onc of them 
dcawty and the other deformity, in the fame propor- 
tions, And upon this fuppofition, by that fru 
which. is always conneged with beauty, nothing 
more can be meant than the conformity of any 


* object to thofe proportions upon which, after care~ 


ful examination, the beauty of that fpecies is found 
to depend. Polycletus, for inftance, a famous an- 
cient feulptor, from an accurate menfuration of 
the feveral parts of the moft perfeét human bo- 
dics, deduesd a canon or fyftem of proportions, 
which was the rule of all fuccceding artifts. Sup- 
pofe a flatue modelled according to this: a man 
of mere natural tafte, upon looking at it, without 
entering into its proportions, confefles and admires 
whereas a profeffor of the art applies 
his mexfure to the head, the neck, or the hand, 





- and, without attending to ite beauty, pronounces 


the workmanship to be ju/? and true. 





*-'This the Athenians did in a particular man- 
ner, by the word sadena[utis, zadoxafadiq. 





Ya noble philofopher, 
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Ver. 492 As when Brutus vof:, &c.} Cicero him@lt 
deferibes this fat—“ Cxfare interfedto—ftatim, 
“ cruentum alté extollens M. Brutus pugionem, 
 Ciceronem numinatim exclamavit, atque ci re- 
“ cuperatam libertatem eft gratulatus,”” Cic. Phi- 
lipp. ii. 12. 
Ver. 548. Where virtue rifing from the aruful depth 
Of tru'bs myfferious bafom, &c,] Accord! 
ing to the opinion of thofe who aflert moral obligae 
tion co be founded on an immutable and univerfal 
law; and that which is ufually called the moral feng, 
to be determined by the peculiar temper of the 
imagination and the earlieft affociations of ideas. 
Ver. 591. Lyceum.) ‘Vhe fchool of Ariftotle. 
Ver. 592. Acadenus.} The {chool of Plato. 
Ver. $94. Hzfus.] One of the rivers on which 
Athens was fituated. Plato, in fome of his fineft 
dialogues, lays the fcene of converfation with So 
crates on its banks. ’ di 


NOTES ON BOOK I. cy 
Ver. 19. At loft the mufes rofe, &c.] About the 
age of Hugh Capet, founder of the third race of 
French kings, the poets of Provence were in high 
epatarions a fort of trolling bards or ruhpfoditls, 
who went about the courts of princes and noble- 
men, entertaining them at feftivals with mufi¢ and 
octry. They attempted both the epic, ode, and 
fatire ; and abounded in a wild and fantaftic vein 
of fable, partly allegorical, and partly founded on 
traditionary legends of the Saracen wars. Thefe 
were the rudiments of Italian poctry. But their. 
tafte and compofition muft have been extremely 
barbarous, as we may judge by thofe who follow- 
ed the turn of their fable in much politer times; 
fuch as Boiardo, Bernardo, Taffo, Ariofto, &c. 
Ver. 21. Valclufs.| ‘The famous retreat of Fran- 
cifco Petrarcha, the father of Italian poetry, and 
his miftrefs Laura, a lady of Avignon. ' 
Ver. 22. Arno.) The river which rans by Flo- 
rence, the birth-place of Dante and Boccacio, — + 
Ver. 23. Parthenope.} Or Naples, the birth-plate 
of Sannazarro. The great ‘Torquato Taflo was, 
born at Sorrento, in the kingdom of Naples. 
ibid. ——the rage 
Of dire ambition, Bel This relates to the 
cruel wars among the republics of Italy, and abo- 
minable politics of its little princes, about the fif- 
teenth century. Thefe at laft, in conjunction with 
the Papal power, entirely extinguifhed the fpirit 
of Liberty in that country, and cftablifhed that 
abufe of the fine arts which has been fince propa 
gated over all Europe. pail 
Ver. 30. Thus from their guardians torn, the terder 
arts, &c.] Nor were they only lofers by the fipa- 
ration, For philofophy itfelf, to ufe the words cf ° 
cing thus fevered by the 
* fprightly arts und feiences, muft confequently, 
« grow dronifh, infipid, pedantic, tfelefs, and di= 4 
“ realy oppofité to the real knowledge and prac+ 
“ tice of the world.” Infomuch that “ a gentle- 
“ man,” jays another excellent. writer, “ cannot 
eafily bring himfelf to like fo avftere and un- 
gainly a form: fo greatly is it changed from 
“ what was once the delight of the fineft gentic- 
“ men of antiquity, and their recreation after the 
“ hurry of public affaigs!” From this condition’ 
it cannot be recovered but by uniting it once more 
with the works of imagination; and we have bad; 
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the pleafure’ of obferving, a very great -porgrefs 
made towards their union in England within thefe 
few ycafs. It is hardly poffible to conceive them 
ata greater diftance from cach other than at the 
Revolution, when Locke ftood at the head of one 
party, aud Dryden of the other. But the yeneral 
{pirit of liberty, which has ever fince been grow- 
ing, naturally invited our men of wit and genius 
to improve that influence which the arts of per- 
fuafion gave them with the people, by applying 
them to fubjeéts of importance to fociety. “Thus 
poetry and eloquence became contiderable ; and 
philofophy is now of courfe obliged to borrow of 
their cnibellifhments, in order even to gain au- 
dience with the public, 

Ver.157. From Paficn’s power alone, &c.) This 
very myltcrious kind of pleafure, which is often 
found in the exereife of paflions generally counted 
painful, has been taken notice of by feveral aur 
thors, Lucretius rctolves it into felf-love ; 

Suave Mari magna,” &c, lib. ii. x. 

As if a man was never pleafed in being moved at 
the diftrefs of a tragedy, without a coc! reflection 
that though thefe fictitious perfonazes were fo un- 
nappy, yet he himfelf was perfectly at eafe and in 
falety. ‘The ingenious author of the Kefedtiens 
critiques fur le poofie (& fur Li peinture, occounts fer 
it by the general delight which the mind takes in 
its own activity, and the abhorrence it feels of an 
indolent and inattentive fate: and this, joined 
with the moral approbation of its own temper, 
which attends thefe emotiene when natural and 
yutt, is certainly the true foundation of the plea- 
ture, which, as it is the origin and batic of tragedy 
and epic, deferved a very particular confideration 
in this poem. 

Ver, 304. Inbabitant of earth, &c.} The account 
of the economy of Providence here introduced, as 
the moft proper to calm and fatisfy the mind when 
under the compunction of private evils, fecms to 
héve come originally frem the Pythagorean fchool : 
bute of the ancient philofophers, Plato has moft 
largely infifted upon it, has eftablithed it with all 
the tirength of his capacious underitanding, and 
ennobled it with all the magnificence of his divine 
imagination. He has one paflage fo full and clear 
on this head, that Lam perfuaded the reader will 
d to fee it here, though fomewhat long. 
Adurefling himfelf to fach as are not fatisfied con- 
cerning Divine Providence: “ The being who 
“ prefides over the whole,” fxys he, “ has difpcfed 
“and complicated all things for the happincfs and 
virtue of the whole, every part of which, ac- 
ing to the extent of its influence, does and 
fuffers what is fit and proper. One of thefe 
parts is youra, O-unhappy man, which though 
in infelf moft inconfiderabic and minute, yet be- 
ing conneéted with the univerfe, ever fecks to 
co-operate with that fepreme order, You in 
the man time are ignorant of the very end for 
which all particular natures are brought into 
exiftence, that the all-comprehending nature of 
the whole may be perfe@ and happy; exifling’ 
as it does, not for your fake, but the caufe and 
teafon of your cxiltence, which, as in the fym- 
metry of every artificial work, mult of neceflity 
concur with the general defign of the artift, and 
be fubfervient to the whole of which itis a part 
Vou, 1X, : 
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Your gomplaint therefore is ignorant and 
gtoundlefs; fiance, according to the various- 
energy of creztion, and the common laws of na- 
* ture, there is a conftant provifion of that which 
is heft at the fame time for yon and for the 
yhole—For the governing intciligence clearly 
« beholding all the actions of animated and felf- 
meving creatures, and that mixture of good and 
“ exil which diverfifies them, cenfidered firfk of 
all by what difpofition of things, and by what 
« fituation of each individual in the general fyf 
tem, vice might be deprefled and fubducd, and 
virtue made fecure of vidtory and happinefa, 
withthe greate!t facility,and in the highefl degree 
pofiil In this manner he ordered through the 
entire circle of being, the internal conititution 
« of every mind, where fhould be its ftation in the 
« yniverfal febric, and through what variety of 
circumttances it fhould prececd in the whole te: 
nor of its exutence.” He goes on in his fublime 
manner to affert a future fate of retribution, “ as 
« well for thofe who, by the exercife of geod dif- 
pofitions being harmonized. and alfimilazed into 
the divine virtue, are confequent!y removed ta 
a place of unblemifhed fanchty and happinefs; 
© as of thofe who by the moft flagitious arts 
have rifen from contemptible beginnings to 
the greateft xflluence and power, and whom 
you therefore look upon as unanfwerabie in- 
ftances of negligence in the gods, becaufé you 
are ignorant of the purpofes to which they are 
fabfervient, and in what manner they contribute 
to that fuprenme intention of good.to the whole,”* 
Plato de Leg. x. 16. 

This theory hus been delivered of late, efpecial- 
ly abroad, ina manner which fubverts the freedom 
of human aétions; whereas Plato appears’ very 
careful to prelerve it, and has been in that refpect 
imitated Ly tle beft of his followers...“ : 

Ver. 321. ——ene might rife, + 

One order, &e.} See the Meditas 
tions-of Antoninus, and the Charaeriftics, paflims 

Ver. 355. Tbe bef and faireft, &e.} This opi- 
Bion is fo old, that Timotheus Locrus calls.the 
Supreme Being Inpevpyie rw Berrions, “the arti- 
 ficer of that which 1s beit ;” and reprefeats him 
as refolving in the beginning to produce the moft 
excellent work, wid as copying tHe world moft ex- 
own intelligible and eflential ideas 
« fo that it yet remains, as it was at firft, perfect 
“ in beavty, and will never ftand in need of any 
“ correction or improvement.” There can be no 
room for a caution here, to underfand the expref- 
fions, not of any particular circumftances of human 
life feparately confidered, ‘put of the fum or uni- 
verlal fyRtem of life and being. See alfo the vifion 
at the end of the ‘Pheodicée of Leibnitz. 

Ver. 350. As flame afzends, &c.} This opinion, 
though not held by Plato nor any of the: ancients, 
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is yeta very natural confequence of his principles. ” 


But the difquifition is too complex and extcnfive 
to be entered upon here. * hes 
Ver. 755. Pbilip.] The Macedonian. ., 
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Ver. 18. where the powers : 
"Of fancy, Ke.) a inluence of the’imas 
ore 3 5 
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gination on the condud of life, is one ofthe mot 
important points in nioral philofophy. It were 
ealy by an induSion of fads to prove that the 
imagination dircéts almoft all the paffions, aud 
mixes with almoft every circumitance of ation or 
pleafure. Let any man, even of the colde? head 
and fobereft induftry, analyze the idea of what he 
cells his interett; he will find that it confilts 
chiefly of certain degrees of decency, beauty, and 
order, varioully combined into one fyfem, the 
idol which he fecks to enjoy by labour, hazard, 
and felf-denial, It is on this account of the Jatt 
confequence to regulate thefe images by the @and- 
ard of nature and the general good ; otherwife the 
imagination, by heightening fome objects beyond 
their real excellence and beauty, or by repreient- 
ing others in a more odious or terrible fhape than 
they deferve, may of courfe engage us in purfuits 
utterly inconfiftent with the moral order of things. 
If it be objegted that this account of things (up~ 
poles the pailions to be merely accidental, whereas 
there appears in fome a natural and hereditary dif 
-polition to certain paflions prior to all circwnftan- 
ces of education om fortune ; it may be anfwered, 
. that though no man is born ambiticus or a mifer, yet 
he may inherit from his parents a peculiar tem er 
“or complexion of mind, which fhall render his 
imagination more liable to be Rruck with fome 
particular objedts, confequently difpofe him to 
form opinions of good and ill, and entertain pal. 
fions of a particular turn. Some men, for int 
ftance, by the original frame of their minds, are 
more delighted with the vait and magnificent, 
others on the contrary, with the elegant and gentle 
afpects of nature, “And it is very remarkable, 
that the di{pofition of the moral powers is always 
fimilur to this of the imagination; that thofe who 
are mot inclined to admire prodigious and fub- 
time ohje&ts in the phyfical world; are allo mott 
incliued to applaud examples of fortitude and he- 
roic virtue in the moral, While thofe who are 
charmed rather with the deica y and frvectinefs of 
colours, and farms, and founds, never fail.in like 
manner to yield the preference to the falter fcenes 
of virtue and the dympathies of a domettic life: 
sind this is duflicient to account for the objection, 
‘Among the gncient philofophers, though we 
have feveral hints concerning this influence of the 














imagination upen morals among the remains of the 
Socratic fcheol, yet the Stoics were the firkt who 





pid it a due uitention, Zeno, their founder, 
thought it impoflible to preferve uy tolerable re- 
gularity in lie, withone fir ently intpecting 
thofe pi@ures or appearances of thi gs, Which the 
imagioution offers to ghe mind (Dio. Luért. 1h 
i ‘The meditations of M. Aurclius, aud the 
of Epictetus, are full of the fame fenti- 
anents infonmich that the latrer makes the Xpiiers 
ta, i Qavlariay or © right, management of the 
“ fancies,”” the only thing for which we are ac- 
countable to Providence, and without which a man 
is no other than ftupid or frantic. Arrian. 1. i. c. 
an. @ €. 22, See alfo the Charadicrittics, 
vol, £ from p. 312. to 327, where this Steical 
coctine is embeilithed with all the elegance and 
gee es of Plo o, eee 
1a. 78m cru folly's awkward arts, &e.| Not- 
ding th: general influence of rédiw'e on 
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private and civil life, as well as on learning af 


the feiences, it has been almot conitantly negled 

ed or mifreprefented by divines efpecially. ‘Th 
manner of treating thete fubjeéts in the {eience « 
human nature, should be precifely the fame as | 
natural philofophy; from particular faéts to it 
veltigate the ftated order in which they appea’ 
and then apply the gencral law, thus difcoveret 
to the explication of other appearances and the in. 
provement of ufeful arts. 

Ver. 84. Bebold the foremoft band, &e.] "The firi 
and moft general fource of ridicule in the charac 
ters of men, is vanity, or felf-applaufe for fom 
defirable quality or pofleflion which evidently doe 
uot belong to thofe who affume it. ! 

Ver. 121. Then comes the fecont order, &e.] Ri 
dicule from the fame vanity, where, though th: 
polleffion be real, yet no merit can arife from t+ 
becaute of fome particular circumftances, which 
though obvious to the fpectator, are yet overlooker 
by the ridicalous character. i 

Ver. 152. Another tribe fucceeds, &e} Ridiculd 
from a notion of excellence in particular objects, 
difproportion’d to their intrinfic value, and incon- 
fiitent with the order of nature. 

Ver. It. But now, ye guy, &c.} Ridicule, from 
a notion of excellence, e hen the obje@ is abfo- 
lutely odious or contemptible. This is the higheft 
degree of the ridiculous; as in the affectation of 
dilcafes or vices. ; 

Per. 207. Thus far tiiniphant, Bey Ridicule 
from falfe fhame or groundlefs fear. 

Ver. 228. Luft of the, &c.] Ridicule from the 
ignorance of fuch things as our circumftances re- 
quire us to know, . 

Ver. 248.— Suffice it to have faid, &e.] By com- 
paring thefe general fources of ridicale with each 
other, and examining the ridiculous in other obs 
jects, we may obtain a general definition of it, 
equally applicable to every fpecies. ‘The matt 
important circumftance of this definition is laid’ 
down in the lines referred to; but others more 
minute we fhall fubjoin here. Ariftotle’s account 
of the matter feems both imperfect and falfes 
7) yig yirsior, fays he, ésiv eed glygd te nck 
cries, dxaduvoy nat ¢ Qlaglndr: “ the ridicu- 
“ Jous is fome certain fault or turpitude without 
pain, and not deftrudive to its fubjeQ.” (Poet. 
¢. §.) For, allowing it to be truc, as it is not, that 
the ridiculous is never accompanied with’ pain, 
yet we might produce many inftances of fuch a 
feult or turpitude which cannot, with any toler- 
able propriety, be called ridiculous. So that the 
definition does not diftinguifa the thing defiyned. 
Nay farther; even when we perceive the turpi- 
tude tending to the deftrugtion of its fubje@, we. 
may ftill be fenfible of a ridiculous appearance,” 
till the ruin become imminent, and the keener 
fenfations of pity or terror banifh the ludicrous 
apprehenfion from our minds. For the fenfation 
of ridicule is not a bare perception ef the agree- 

<ment or difagreement of ideas; but a paffion or 

emotion of the mind confequential to that per- 

ception, So that the mind may perceive the 

agreement or difagrecment, and ye not feel thee 

{ ridiculous, becanfe it is engroffed by a more vie- 


i lent emotion, “Phus it Buppeas that fome men 





NOTES ON THE PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. 


. . 
think thofe objedts ridiculous, to which others ° 
cannot endure to apply the mame; becaufe in : 
them they excite a much intenfér and more im- i 
portant feeling. And this difference, among ; 
other caufes, has brought a good deal of confu- 

. fion into this queftion. 

« ‘Phat which makes objects ridiculous, is fome 
ground of admiration or eitcem connected with + 
other more general circum {tances comparatively 
worthlefs or deformed; or it is fome circum- 
Rance of turpitnde or deformity connected with 
what is in general exccllent or beautiful: the 
inconfiftent properties exifting either itr the ob- 

je&s themiclves, or in the apprchenfion of the 
perfon to whom they relatc; belonging always 
to the fame order or clafs of beings; imply fen- 
timent or defign; and exciting no acute or 

vehement emotion of the heart.” z 
‘To prove the feveral parts of this definition : 
The appearance of excellence or beauty con- 
nected with a general condition comparatively 
* fordid or deformed,” is ridiculous: for inftauce, 
pompous pretenfions of wifdom joined with igno- 
rance or folly in the Socrates of Atiftophanes; 
and the oftentations of military glory with cow- 
ardice and ftupidity in the ‘Ihrafo of ‘erence. 

“ The appearance of deformity or turpitude in 
© conjunion with what isin general excellent or 
“ venerable,” is alfy ridiculous; for infance, the 
perfoual weakneffis of a magiftate appearing in 
the fulemm and public functions of his iEstion. 

«The incongruous properties may either exift 
* in the objects themfelves, or, in apprehenfion 
“ of the perfon to whom they relate ;” in the 
faft-mentioned inftance, they both exift in the 
objects; in the inftances from Ariftophanes and 
‘Terence, one of them is objective and real, the 
other only founded in the apprchenfiun of the ri- 
diculous chara&ter. 

» * Lhe inconfiftent properties muft belong to 
“ the fame order or clafs of being.” A coxcomd 
in fine clothes, bedaubed by accident in foul 
weather, is a ridiculous object; becaufe his gene- 
ral apprehenfion’ of excellence and efteem Is re- 
ferred to the {plendour and expence of his drefs. 
A man of fenfe and merit, in the fame circum- 
ftances, is not counted ridiculous: becaufe the 

eneral ground of excellence and efteem in him is, 
oth in fact, and in his own apprehenfion, of a 
very different {pecies, 
, & Every ridiculous object implies fentiment or 
© defign.” “A column placed by an architect with- 
out a capital or bafe, is leughed at: the fame co- 
hurhn in a ruin caufes a very different tenfation. 

And laitly, “the occurrence muft excite no 
acute or vehement emotion of the heart,” fuch 
‘Ws terror, pity, or indignation; for in that cafe, as 
was obferved above, the mind is not ut Ieifure to 
contemplate the ridiculous. 

Whether any appearance not ridiculous be in- 
volved in this dotcription, and whether it com- 
prehend every {pecies and form of the ridiculous, 
muil be determined by repeated applications of it 
to particular inftances. . 
| Wer. a5y. Aji che for what fair end, &c'] Since 
it is beyond all contradiction evident that we have 
a natural fenfe or feeling of the ridiculous, and 
fince fo good a reafan may be affigned to juftif, 
the Supreme Being for beftowing it; ons cannot 
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without aftonifiment refle@ on the condad of 


thofe men who imagine it is for the fervice of true 
religion to vilify and blacken it without diftinc. 
tion, and endeavour to perfnade us that it is never 
applicd but in a bad caufe. Ridicule is not con» 
cerned with mere fpeculative truth or falfehood. 
It is not in abftra@ propofitions or theorems, but 
in aGions and paions, good and evil, beauty and 


| deformity, that we find’ materials for it; and all 


thefe terms are relative, implying approbation or 
blame. To afk them whether ridicule be a te of 
truth, is, in other words, to afk whether that 
which is ridiculous can be morally iruc, can be juft 
and becoming; or whether that which is juft and 
becoming, can be ridiculous. A queftion that does 
not deferve a ferious anfwer. For it is moi evi= 
dent, that, as in a metaphyfical propefition of- 
fered to the underftanding for its affent, the fa- 
culty. of reafon examines the terms of the propo- 
fition, and finding onc idea, which was fuppofed 
equal to another, to be in fact unequal, of conic~ 
quence rejcéts the propofition as a falichood; fo, 
in obicéts offered to the mind for its eftecm of 
applause, the faculty of ridicule, finding ait incon- 
gruity in the claim, urges the miod to reje& it 
with laughter and contempt. 
we obferve fuch a claim obtruded upon mankind, 
and the inconfiftent circumftances carefully cons 
cealed from the cyé of the public, it is cur bufi- 
nefs, if the matter be of importance to fociety, to 
drag out thofe latent circuinftunces, and, by fet+ 
ting them in {ull view, to convince the world how 








When, therefore, | 


ridiculous the claim is: and thus a double advan- * 
tage is gained; for we hoth detect the moral falfz= . 


ood foouer than in the way of speculative inquiry, 
and imprefs the minds of men with a ftronger fenfe 
of the vanity and error of its authors. And this, 
and no more, is meant by the application of zidicule, 

But it is faid, the practice is dangerou’, and 
may be inconfiftent with the regard we owe to 
obje&s of real dignity and excellence. I anfwer, 
the practice fairly managed can never be danger- 
ous, men may be difhoneit in obtaiing circum 
lances foreign to the odject, and we may be in- 
advertent in allowing thofe circumstances to ime 
pofe upon us; but the fenfe of ridicule always 
judges right, The Socrates of Ariftophancs is as 
truly ridiculous a chara¢ter as ever was drawn .— 
‘True; but it is not the charaéter of Socrates, the 
divine moraliit and father of ancient wifdon:. 
What then? did the vidicule of the poet hinder 
the philofopher from detecting and difclaiming 
thofe foreign circumftane>s which he had falfely 
introdaced into his charaéter, and thus rendered 
the fatirit doubly ridiculous in his turn? No; 
but it neverthelefs had an ill influence on the 
minds of the people. And fo has the reafoning 
of Spinoza made many athcifts: he has founded 
it indeedeon fuppofitions utterly falfe; bat allow 
him thefe, and his conclufions are unavoidably 
true. And if we muft reject the ufe of ridicule, 
becaufe, by the impofition of falfe circumftances, 
things may be made to feem ridiculous, which 
are not fo in themfelves; why we ought not in 
the fame manner to reject the ufe of reafon, be- 
canfe, by proceeding on felfe principics, conclue 
fions will appear true which ave in:poihible in na 
ture, let the vehement and obfinaie declammers 
againft ridicule determine. 
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Ver, 285. The inexprefive Sfemblance, &c.]_ This 
fimilitade is the foundation of almoft all the orna- 
ments of poctic didtion. | 

Ver. 326. Two faithful needles, &c.] See the ele- | 
gant poem recited by Cardinal Bembo in the cha- 
racter of Lucretius; Strada Proluf. vi. Acad. 2.c. v. 

Ver. 348, By thefe myferious ties, &e ] The a@ 
of remembering {eems almoft wholly to depend 
on the affociation of ideas. 

Ver. 411. Into its proper vebicle, &c.] This relates | 
to the different forts of corporeal mediums, by 


which the ideas of the artifts are rendered palpable ° 


to the fenfes; as by founds, in mufic : by lines and 

Shadows, in painting; by di@ion in poetry, &e. 
Ver. $47: One purfies 

alone, ‘&c.) See the note to 





Tbe waft 
ver. 18. of this book. 
Ver. 558. Waller longs, &e 
“ OF how I long.my carelefs limbs to lay 
“ Uhder the plantane thade 5 and all the day 
* With amorous airs my fancy entertain, &c.’" 


Waller, Battle of the Summer-Ilands, Canto I, ; 


nd again, 
“ While in the park J fing, the liftening deer 





“ Attend my pailion, and forget to fear, &c.”” 
RE: : At Pens-hurit. 
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Ver. 593. Not a breexe, &c.] That this account 
muy not appearrather poctically extravagant than 
jul in philofophy, it may be proper to produce 
the fentiment of one of the greateit, wifeft, and 
bcft of men on this head; one fo Jitile to be fa 
pected of partiality in the cafe, that he reckons it 
among thot favours for which he was efpecially* 
thankful to the gods, that thet had not fuffered 
him to make any great profficiency in the arts of 
eloquence air] poztry, left by that means he fhould 
have becn diverted from purfuits of more import- 
ance to his high ftation. “Speaking of the beauty 
of univerfal nature, he obferves, thar « there is a 
« pleafing and graceful afpect in every obje@ we 
“ perceive,” when once we confider its connec- ! 
tion with that general order. He inftances in 
many things which at fir fight would be thought 
rather deformities; and then adds, “ that a man 
« who enjoys.a fenfibility of temper with a jut 
“ compreitenfion of the univerfal order—will dif: 
cern many amiable things, not credible to every 
mind, but to thofe alone who have eutered into 
“an honourable familiarity with nature and her 
“ works,” M, Antonin. iii, 26 ‘ 











” THE PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION; —- 


A POEM. 


. 








THE GENERAL ARGUMENT. 


Tue pleafures of the imagination proceed cither from natural objects, 
moon light; or from works of art, fuch as a noble 


clear and murmuring fountain, a calm fea by 
edifice, a mufical tune, a ftatue, a picture, 


a poem. 
with the former clafs; they being original to the other; 
to explain them, than a view of our natural inclination 


as from a flourifhing grove, a 


In treating of thefe pleafures, we muft begins 
and nothing more being neceifary, in order” 
toward greatnefs and beauty, and of thofe 





appearances, in the world around us, to \erich that inclination is adapted, This is the fubjed& of 


the firft book of the following poem. 


But the pleafures which we receive from the elegant arts, from mufic, 


fculpture, painting, and poetry, 


are much more various and complicated. In thei (belides greatnefs and beauty, or forms proper to 
the imagination) we find interwoven freqnent reprefentations of truth, of virtue and vice, of circum- 


ftances proper to move us with laughter, or to excite in 


us pity, fear, and the other paflions. ‘Thefe 


moral and intellectual objects are defcribed in the fecond book ; to which the third properly belongs 
as an epifode, though too large to have been included in it. 
With the above-mentioned caufes of pleafure, which are univerfal in the courfe of human life, and ap-, 


* pertain to our higher faculties, 
or of an inferior origin ; 
bodily fenfes, 


the whole to determine the character of a perfect tafte, 
Hitherto the pleafures of the imagination belong to the human fpecic 
tain particular men whofe imagination is endowed with 


influences of education, national habits, and the like. 'T 


many others do generally concur, more limited in their operation, 
fuch are the novelty of objedts, ‘the affaciation of ideas, affe@ions of the 





lluftrate thefe, and form: 
is the argument of the fourth book. : 
in general. But there are cer- 

futceptible of pleafures, which- 





powers, 


~ the generality of mankind never participate, thefe are the men of genius, deftined by nature to excell 


in one or other of the arts already mentioned, 


_heate that genius which in fome degree appeai 


It is propofed, therefore, in the latt place, to deli- 
irs common to them all; yet with a more peculiar. 


“ confideration of poetry: inafmuch as poetry is the moft extenfive of thofe arts, the moft philofo- 


- Phical, and the moft ufeful. 
BOOK L 
MDCCEVIT. 


Tar fubject propofed. Dedication. The ideas of 
the Supreme Being, the exemplars of all things. 


The varicty of conftitution in the minds of 
men; with its final caufe. The general cha- 
racter of a fine imagination. All the immedi- 
ate pleafures of the human imagination proceed 
either from greamels or beauty in estera:l ob- 
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jects. The pleafure from greatnefs; with its final! Of childhood yet were o'er, the adventurovs lay | 


caufe, The natural connedtion of beauty with 
*truth and good. The different orders of beauty 
in diferent objets, ‘Che infinite and all-com- 
prehending form of beauty, which belo 
the divine mind. ‘he partial and ar 
forms of beauty, which belong to inferior in- 
telle@ual beings. ‘I'he origin and general con 
dud of beauty ia man. ‘the faberdination of 
Jocal beauties to the beauty of the upiverfe. 
Conclufion. 


Wrorra what enchantment nature’s goodly feene 
Attracts the fenfe of mortals; how the mind 

For its own cye doth objects nobler still 

Prepare; how men by various leifons leara 

“Fo judge of beauty’s praife; what raptures fill 
The breaft with fancy’s native arts endow’d, 
And what true culture guides it to renown; 

My verfe unfolds. Ye gods, or godlike powers 
Ye guardians of the facred tafk, attend 

Propitious. Hand in hand around your bard 
Move in majettic meafures, leading on 

His doubtful flep through many 2 folemn path 
Confcious of fecrets which to human fight 

Ye only can reveal. Be great in him: : 
And let your favour make him wife to Speak 
Of all your wonderous empire; with a voice 

So temper’d to his theme, that thofe, who hear, 
May yield perpetual homage to yourfeives. 

‘hau chief, O daughter of cternal love, 
Whate’er thy name; or mufe, or grace, ador'd 
By Grecian prophets; to the fons of heaven 
Known, while with deep amazement thou doft 
The perfect counfels read, the ideas old, {there 
Of thine omnifcient father; known on earth 

By the ftill horror and the blifsful tear 

With which thou feizeft on the foul of man; 
Thou chief; poetic fpirit, from the banks =~ 

Of Avon, whence thy holy fingers cull . 

Freth flowers and dews to iprinkle on the turf 
Where Sakefpeare lies, be prefent. And with 
Let fi@ion come; on her aerial wings {thee 
Wafting ten thoufand colors, which in fport, 

By the light glances of her magic eye, 

She blends and fhifts at will through countlefs 
Her wild creation. Goddefs of the lyre [forms, 
Whofe awful tones control the moving fphere, 
Wilt thou, eterna] harmony, defceud, 

And join this happy train? for with thee comes 
‘The guide, the guardian of their myfiic rites, 
Wife order: and, where order deigns to come, - 
Her fitter, liberty, will not be far. 

Be prefent all ye genii, who condud : 

Of youthful bards the lonely-wandering ftep 

New to your fprings and fhades: who touch their 


‘With finer founds, and heighten to their eye {ear 


‘Vhe pomp of nature, and before them place 
The faireft, loftieft countenance of things.’ 

Nor thou, my Dyfon, to the lay refute 
Thy wonted purtial audience. What, though firft 
In years unfeafon'd, haply ere the {ports 

* Leuth is here taken, not in a logical, but ina mixed 
and popular fenfe, or for what bas been called the truth 
of things ; denoting as well their natural and regular 
conditions as a proper eflimate or judgment concerning 

> them. 
6 se Shy 









































Through this wide a 


With many fplendid profpedts, manycharms, 
Allar’d my heart, nor confcious whence they-* 


fprung, - 
Nor heccful of their end? yet ferious truth 
Her empire'o’er the calm, feqnefter’d theme 


Afferted foon ; while falichood’s evil brood, 
Vice and deceitful pleafure, fhe at once 
Excluded, and my fancy’s carelefs toil 


Drew to the better caufe. Maturer aid 
‘Thy friendfhip added, in the paths of life, 


‘The bufy paths, my unaccuftom’d feet 


Preferving: nor to truth’s recefs divine, 
iment’s unbeaten fpace, 
ance; while by turns 





Withholding furer gy 


We trac’d the fages old, or while the queen, 
Of fciences ‘whom manners and the nund 


Acknowledge) to my true companion’s voice + 
Not unattentive, o’er the wintery lamp 

Inclin'd her feeptre, favouring. Now the fates 
Have other tafks impos’d. ‘I’o thee, my friend, 





{The minitiry of freedom and the faith 


Of popular decrees, in early youth, ‘ 
Not vainly they committed. Me they fent .. 
‘Yo wait on pain; and filent arts to urge, 
Inglorious: not ignoble ; if my cares, 
To fuch as languith on a grievous bed, 
Eafe and the {weet forgetfulnefs of ill 
Conciliate: nor delightlefs; if the mufe 
Her fhadcs to vifit and to tafte her {prings, 
[f fome diftinguifh’d hours the bounteous mufe 
Impart, and grant™(what fhe and fhe alone ~ 
Can grant to mortals) that my hand thofe wreaths 
Of fame and heneft favour, which the blefs'd 
Wear in Fiyfium, and which never felt . 
‘Vhe breath of envy or malignarft tongues, 
‘Yhat thefe my hand for thee and for myfelf 
May gather. Meanwhile, O my faithful friend, 
O early chofen, ever found the fame, 
And trufted and belov’d; once more the verfe 
Long deftin’d, always obvious to thine ear, 
Attend, indulgent, Soin lateft years, (cloth’d 
When time thy head with honours fhall have 
Sacred to even virtue, may thy mind, . 
Amid the calm review of feafons paft, 
Fair offices of friendfhip or kind peace, 
Or public zeal, may then thy mind well-pleas’d 
Recall thefe happy itudies of our prime. [Kcends « 
From heaven my ftrains begin. From heaven dee 
‘The flame of genius to the chofen breaft, 
And beauty with poetic wonder join’d, 
‘And infpiration. Ere the rifing fun i 
Shouz o’er the deep, or ’mid the vaule of night 
‘The moon her filver lamp fufpended: ere 
The vales with fprings were water'd, or with 
groves 

Of oak or pine the ancient hills were crown’d; _ 
Then the great fpirit, whom his works adore, 
Within Ris own deep effence view'd the forms, 
‘The forms eternal of created things: 
The radiant fun; the moon’s nocturnal lamp ; 
‘The mountains.and the ftreams; the ample ftores 
Of earth, of heaven, of nature. From the firft, 
On that full fcenc his love divine he fix’d = * 
His admiration. ‘Till, in time complete, 
What he admir’d and lov’d his vital power 
Unfolded into being. Hence the breath 
Of life informing cach organic frame: _ 

PR Ps Bp 


“‘Whate’er of mimic art’s reflected {cenes, 
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Hencethe green earth, and wild-refounding waves: 
Hence light and fhade alternate; warmth and cold; 
And bright autumnal fkies, and vernal fhowers, 
And all the fair variety of things. 

But not alike to every mortal eye 
Is this great fcene unveil’d. For while the claims 
Of focial life to different labours urge 
‘The active powers of man, with wifett care 
Hath nature on the multitude of minds 
Imprefs’d a various bias; apd to each 
Decreed its province in the common toil. 
‘To fome the taught the fabric of the {phere, 
The changeful moon, the circuit of the tars, 
‘The golden zones of heaven. To fome the gaye 
To fearch the ftory of eternal thought ; : 
Of fpace and time; of fate’s unbroken chain, 
And will’s quick movement. Others by the hand 
She ded o’er vales and mountains, to explore 


. What healing virtue dwells in every vein 


Of herbs or trees, But fome to nobler hopes 
‘Were deftin’d : fome within a finer mould 
She wrought, and temper’d with a purer flame, 
To thefe the Sire Omnipotent unfolds, . 
In fullet afpects and with fairer lights, 
‘This picture of the world. Through every part 
‘They trace the lofty fketches of his hand + : 
In earth or air, the meadows flowery ftore, 
‘The moon’s mild radiance, or the virgin’s mien 
Drefs’d in attractive {miles they fee portray’d 
(As far as mortal eyes the portrait fean) 
Thofe lineaments of beauty which delight 
The mind fupreme. They alfo feel their force, 

Enamout’d : they partake the eternal joy. 

For as old Memnon’s image long renown’d 

Through fabling Egypt, at the genial touch 
Of morning, from its inmoft frame fet forth 
Spontaneous mufic ; fo doth nature’s hand, 

‘o certain attributes which matter claims, 
Adapt the finer organs of the mind: 
So the glad impulle of thofe kindred powers 
(OF form, of colour’s cheerful pomp, of found 
Melodious, or of motion aptly {ped ) 
Detains th’ enliven’d fenfe ; till foon the foul 
Feels the deep concord, and affents through all 
Her functions.’ Then the charm by fate prepar’d 
Diffufeth its enchantment. Fancy dreams, 
Rapt into high difcourfe with prophets old, 
And wandering through Elyfium, fancy dreams 
Of facred fountains, of w’erthadowing groves, 
Whole walks with godlike harmony refound : 
Fountains, which Homer vifits; happy groves, 
Where Milton dwetls, The intellectual power, 
On the mind’s throne, fulpends his graver cares, 
And fmiles. ‘The patlions, to divine repote 
Perfuaded yield: and love and joy alone 
Are waking : love and joy, fuch as await 
An angel’s meditation. O! attend, | 
‘Whoe'er thou art whom thefe delights can touch; 
‘Whom nature’s afpe@, nature’sfimple garb, 
Gan thus command ; O! lifien to my fong; 
And I will guide thee to her blifsful walks, 
Avi teach thy folitude her voice to hear, 
And poiit ber gracious features to thy view. 

Know then, whate’er of the world’s ancient 
[fore, 
With love and admiration thus infpire + 
Attentive fancy, her delighted fens 
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In two illuftrious orders comprehend, : 
Self-tanght. Fram him whofe ruitic tif the lark! ‘ 
Cheers warbling, to the bard whole daring thoughts, 
Range the full orb of being, ftill the form, * ; 
Which fancy worthips, or fublime or fair 
Her votaries proclaim. I fee them dawa: 
I fee the radiant vifions where they rife, 
More lovely than when Lucifer diiplays 
His glittering forehead through the gates of morn,, 
To iead the train of Phoebus and the fpring, 

Say, why was man fo eminently rais’d 
Amid the vatt creation; why empower’d 
Through life and death to dart his watchful eye, 
With thoughts beyond the limit of his frame ; 
But that the Omnipotent might fend him forth, 
In fight of angels and immortal minds, : 
As on an ample theatre to joia 
In conteit with his equals, who fhall beft 
The tafk atchieve, the courfe of noble toils, 
By wifdom and by mercy preordain’d ? 
Might fend him forth the fovran good to learns 
Yo chafe each meaner purpote from his breatt ; 
And through the mifts of pailion and of fenfe, 
And through the pelting ftorms of chance and 

ain, : 

To hold ftrait on with conftant heart and eye 
Still fix'd upon his everlafting palm, {burns 
The approving {mile of heaven? Elfe wherefore 
In mortal bofoms this unquenched hope, 
That feeks from day to day fublimer ends; 
Happy, though reftiefs?- Why departs the foul 
Wide from the track and journey of ler times, 
To grafp the good the knows not? in the field 
Of things which may be, in the fpacious field 
Of fcience, potent arts, or dreadful arms, 
To raife up tcenes in which her own detires 
Contented may repofe ; when things, which are, 
Pall on her temper, like a twice-told tale; 
Her temper, ftill demanding to be free ; 
Spurning the rude control of wilful might ; 
Proud of her dangers brav’d, her grief endur’d, 
Her ftrength feverely prov'd ? To thefe high aims, 
Which reafon and 2feétion prompt in man, 
Not adverfe nor unapt hath nature fram’d 
His bold imagination. For, amid : 
‘The various farms which this full world prefents | 
Like rivals to his choice, what human breaft 
E'er doubts, before the tranfient and minute, 
‘To prize the vatt, the ftable, the fublime ? 
Who, that from heights aérial fends his eye 
Around a wild horizon, and furveys P 
Indus or Ganges rolling his broad wave fold, 
Through mountains, plains, through {pacious cities 
And regions dark with woods; wiil turn away 
To mark the path of fome pénurious rill 
Which murmureth at his feet? Where does the 
Confent her foaring fancy to reftrain © [foul 
Which bears her up as on an eagle's wings, 
Deftin’d for higheft heaven ; or which ot fate’s 
Tremendous barriers fiall confine her flight © 
To any humbler quarry ? The rich earth 
Cannot detain her; nor the ambient air 
With all its changes. For awhile with joy 
She hovers o’er the fun, and views the {mail 
Attendant orbs, beneath his facred beam, 
Emerging from the deep, like clufter'd iffes 





Whofe rocky fhoreg to the giad failor’s eye 


: 
Refle& the gleams of morning: for a while 
With pride due fees his firm, paternal fway 

Bend the reluétant planets to move each 

Round és perpetual year. But foon the quits 
That profpecl: meditating loitier views, 

She darts adventurous up the Jong career 

‘OF comets; through the conttellations holds 

Her courle, and now looks back on all the ftars 
Whofe blended flanges as with a milky ftream 
Part the blue region. Empyréan tracts, 

Where happy fouls beyond theic concave heaven 
Abide, the ther explores, whence purer light 

For countlefs ages travels through the abyls 

Nor hath in fight of mortals yet arriv’d. 

Upon the wide creation’s utmoft thore 

Atllength the ftasds, and the dread fpace beyond 
Contemplates, half-recoiling ; nathlefs down 

The gloomy void, aitoni(i’d, yet ungueli’d, 

She plungeth; down the unfathomable gulf 
Where God alone hath being. There her hopes 
Reft at the fated goal. For, from the birth 

Of human kind, the Sovereign Maker faid 

That not in humble, nor ip brief delight, 

Not in the fleeting echoes of renown, 

Power's purple robes, nor pleafure’s flowery lap, * 
The foul fhould find contentment ; but, from thefe 
Turning difdainful to an equal good, 

Through nature’s opening walks enlarge her aim, 
‘Till every bound at length should difappear, 

And infinite perfection fill the fcene, 

But lo, where beauty, dreis'd in gentler pomp, 
With comely fteps advancing, claims the verle 
Her charms infpire, ' O beauty, fource of praife, 
Of honour, even to mute and lifelefs things; 

O thou that Kindleft in each human heart 

Love, and the with of poets, when their tongue 
Would teach to other bofoms what fo charms 
Their own; O child of nature and the foul, 

In happieft hour brought forth ; the doubtful garb 
Of words, of earthly language, all too mean, 

‘Too lowly I account, in which to clothe 

Thy form divine. For thee the mind alone 
Beholds; nor half thy brightwefs can reveal 
Through thofe dim organs, whofe corporeal touch 
O’erfiadoweth thy pure eflence. Yet, my mute, 
1f fortune call thee to the tafk, wait thou 

Thy favourable feafons: then, while fear 

And doubt are abfent, through wide nature’s 

bounds : 

Expatiate with glad ftep, and choofe at will 
Whate'er bright {poils, the florid earth contains, 
‘What’er the waters, or the liquid air, 

To manifett unblemith’d beauty’s praife, 

And o’er the breafts of mortals to extend 

Her gtaciousempire. Wilt thou to the ifles 
Ajlantic, to the rich Hefperian clime, 

Fly in the train of Autumn; and Igok on, 

And learn from him ; while, as he roves around, 
Where’er his fingers touch the fruitful grove, 
‘The branches bloom with gold; where’er his foot 
Imprints the foil, the ripening clufters fwell, 
Turning afide their foliage, and come forth 

In purple lights till every hilloc grows 

As with the blufhes of an ¢vening fky? 

Or wilt thou that TheMalian iandfcape trace, 
Where flow Penéus his clear giafly tide 
‘Draws fmogth along, between the wixding cliffs 
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Of Offa and the pathlefs woods unfhorn .:.2. : 
That wave o'er huge Olympus? Down the fiream, 
Look how the mountains with their double range * 
Embrace the vale of Tempe: from each fide 
Aicending fteep to heaven, a rocky mound 

Cover’d with ivy and the laurel boughs 9 
That crown’d young Phcebus for the Python flain, 
Fair Tempe! an whofe primrofe banks the,morn 
Awoke moft fragrant, and the neon repos’ 

In pomp of lights and thadows moft fublime : [yet 
Whofe lawns, whofe glades, ere human foottteps 
Had trac’d an entrance, were the hallow’d haunt 

OF fylvan powers immortal ; where they fate 

Oft in the golden age, the nymphs aud fauns, 
Beneath fome arbor branching o’er the flood, 

And leaning round hung on the inttructive lips 

OF hoary Pan, or o'er fome open dale 

Dane’d in light meafures to his fevenfold pipe, » — - 
While Zephyr’s wanton hand along theit path 
Flung fhowers of painted bloffoms, tertile dews, 
And one perpetual Spring. But if our tafk 

More lofty rites demand, with all good vows 

Then let us haften to the rural haunt 

Where young Mcliffa dwells. Nor thou refufe 

The voice which calls thee from thy lov'd retreat, 
But hither, gentle maid, thy footiteps turn: 
Here, to thy own unquettionable theme, . 

O fair, O graceful, bend thy polith’d brow, . 
Affenting ; and the gladnefs of thy eyes 

Impart to me, like morning's withed light 

Seen through the vernal air. By yonder ftream, 
Where beech and elm along the bordering mead 
Send forth wild melpdy from every bough, 
Together let us wander; where the hills 
Cover’d with fleeces to the lowing vale 

Reply ;_ where tidings of content and peace 
Each echo brings. Lo, how the weftern.fun 
Over fields and Hoods, o’er every living foul, 
Diffufeth glad repofe: There while I {peak 

Of beauty’s honours, thou, Melifia, thou J 
Shalt hearken, not unconfcious. . While J tell 
How firft from heaven the came: how after all 
The works of life, the elemental {cenes, ~ 

The hours, the feafons, the had oft exptor’d, 

At length her favourite maufion and her throne 
She fix'd in woman’s form: what pleafing ties 
To virtue bind her; what effeCtual aid 

They lend exch other’s power; and haw diyine 
Their union, fhould fome ambitious maid, 

To ail the enchantment of the Idalian queen, . 
Add fanctity and wifdom: while my tongue 
Prolongs the tale, Meliffa, thou may’tt feign 

To wonder whgace my rapture is infpir’d; 

But foon the fmile which dawns npon thy lip 
Shall tell it, and the tenderer bloom o’er ail 
That foft cheek {pringing to the marble necky 
Which bends afide in vain, revealing more 

What it would then keep tilent, and in vain 
The fenfe of praife diffembling.. Then my fong 
Great nature's winning arts, which thus inform 
With joy and love the rugged breat of man, = 
Should found in numbers worthy of fuch a xheme ¢' 
While all whofe fouls have ever felt the force 

Of thofe enchanting padiong, to my lyre 

Should throng attentive, and receive once more -” 
Their influence, unob{eur’d by any cloud 

Of vulgar care, and purer.than the hang 

. a B itit 
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Of fortune can beftow ; nor, to confirm cae 
‘Theit fway, thould awful contemplation (orn 

‘Yo join his didtates to the genuine frain 

Of plealure’s tongue; nor yet thould pleafare'’s 
Be much averfe. Ye chiefly, gentle band [ear 
Of youths and virgins, who through many a with 
And many a fond parluit, as in fome icenie 

Of magic bright and fleeting, are allur'd 

By rafal beauty; if the pleafing toil 

Can yield a moment's refpite, hither turn 

Your favourable ear, and truft my words. 

T do not mean, on blels’d Religion’s feat 
Prefenting Superttition’s gloomy form. 

‘To dath your foothing hopes: I do not mean 

‘To bid the jealous thunderer fire the heavens, 

Or thapes infernal rend the groaning earzh, 

And [care you from your joys. My cheertul fong 
With happier omens cull you to the field, 

. Bleas'd with your generous ardor in the chafe, 
And warm like you. ‘Then tell me (for ye know) 
Doth beauty ever deign to dwell where ule 
And aptitude are ftrangers? is her praile 
Confels'd in aught whole mof peculiar ends 
Are lame and fruitleis ? or did nature mean 
“Chis pleafing call the herald of a lie, 

‘To hide the ihame of ditcord and difeafe, 

And win each fond admirer into foares, 

Foil'd, baffled? No. With better providence 
‘fhe gencral mother, concious how infirm 

Her offspring tread the paths of good and ill, 
‘Thus, to the, choice of credulous defire, 

Doth objects the completett of their tribe 
Diftinguifh and commend. Yon flowery bank 
Cloth’d in the foft magnificence of {pring, 

Will not the flocks approve it? will they alk 
‘Nhe reedy ten for palture ? ‘That clear rill 
Which trickleth murmuring from the mofly rock, 
Yields it wholefome beverage to the worn 

And thirfty traveller, than the ftanding pool 
With-muddy weeds o’ergrown ? Yon ragged vine 
Whofe lean and fillen clufters moura the rage 
Of Eurus, will the wine-prets or the bowl 

Report of her, as of the {welling grape 

+ Which glitters through the tendrils, like a gem 
When firft it meets the fun? Or what are all 
‘Lhe various charms to life and fenfe adjoin’d ? 
Are they not pledges of a ttate intire, 

Where native der reigns, with every part 

In health, and every function well perform’d 2 
Thus then at firft was beauty fent from heaven, 

‘The lovely miniftrefs of truth and good 

In this dark world. For truth and good are one; 

And Beauty dweilsin them, and they in her 

With like participation. Wherefore then, 

O fons of earth, would ye diflulve the tie? 

©! wherefore with a rath and greedy aim 

Seck ye to rove thiough every flattering fcene 

Which beauty feems to deck, nor once inquire 

‘Where is the fuffrage of eternal truth, . 

Or where the feal of undeccitful good, 

| To fave your fearch from folly ? Wanting thefe, 
Lo, beauty withers in your void embrace ; 

And with the glittering of an idiot’s toy 
Did fancy mock your wows. Nor yet let hope, 
That kindlie& inmate of the youthful breaft, 
Ee hence appall’d; -be turn’d to coward floth 
Sutting in Gilence, with dejected eyes 
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Incurious and with folded hands. Far lefs 

Let fcorn of wild fantattic folly’s dreams 

Or hatred of the bigot’s favage pride- 

Pertuade you e’er that beauty, or the love 

Which waits on beauty, may not brook to hear 

The facred lote of undeceitful good 

And truth eternal, From the vulgar crowd 

Though fuperftition, tyrennefs abhorr'd, . ‘ 

The reverence due to majeftic pair 

With threats and execration ftill demands ; 

Though the tame wretch, who aiks of her the way 

To their celestial dwelling, the conftrains 

To quench or fet at nought the lamp of God _ 

Within his frame ; through many a cheerleis wild 

Though forth the ieads him credulous and dark 7 

And aw’d with dubious notion ; “though at length 

Haply the plunge him into cloifter'd cells 

And manfions unrelenting as the grave, 

But void of quict, there to watch the hours 

Of midnight ; there, amid the fereaming owl’s 

Dire fong, with f{pectres or with guilty hades 

To talk of pangs and everlatting woe; 

Yet be not ye difmay'd. A gentler ftar 

Prefides o’er your adventure. From the bower 

Where Wildom fate with her Athenian fons, 

Could but my happy hand intwiue a wreath 

OF Piato’s olive with the Mantuan bay, 

‘Then (for what need of crue! fear to you, aa 

To you whom godlike love can well command? ™ 

Then fhould my powerful voice at once difpel 

‘Thofe monkith horrors; fhould in words divine 

Relate how favour’ minds like you infpis’d, 

And taught their infpiration to conduct 

By rulling heaven's decree, through various walks | 

And profpects various, but delightful all, ; 

Move onward ; while now myrtle groves appear, 

Now arms and radient trophies, now the rods 

Of empire with the curul hrone, or now 

‘The domes of contemplation and the mule, 

Led by that hope fublime, whofe cloudlefs eye 

‘Through the fair toils and ornaments of earth 

Ditcerns the nobler life referv'd for heaven, 

Favour'd alike they worship round the fhrine 

Where trath confpicuous with her fitter-twins, 

‘The undivided partners of her fway, 

With good and beauty reigns. O% Iet not us 

By Pleature’s lying blandifuanments detain'd, 

Or crouching to the frowns of bigot Rage, . 

O! let not us once moment parfe to join 

That chofen band. And if the gracious power, 

Who frit awaken'd my untutor’d fong, 

Will to my invocation grant anew 

‘The tuneful fpirit, then through all our paths 

Ne’er thall the found of this devoted lyre 

Be wanting ; whether on the rofy mead : 

When fumnier fmiles, to warn the melting heart” 

Of luxury’s allurement ; whether firm 

Againft the torrent and the ttubborn hill 

To urge tree virtue’s fteps, and to her fide 

Summon that flrong divinity of foul 

Which conquers chance and fate: or on the height, 

The goal alfign’d her, haply to proclaim 

Her triumph ; on her brow to place the crown 

OF uncorrupted praife ; throngh future worlds 

To foilow hex interminated w ay, . 

And blefs heaven’s image in the heart of man. - ~ 
Such is the worth of beauty: fuch her power, 
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So blameleis, fo rever’d. It now remains, 
In juft gradation through the various ranks 
OF being, to contemplate ow her gifts 
Rife in‘due meafure, watchfil to attend 
The fteps of rifing nature. Laft and leaft, 
In colours mingling with a random blaze, 
Doth beauty dwell. Then higher in the forms 
“Of fimpleft, eafiett meafure ; in the bounds 
Of circle, cube, or Sphere. The third afcent 
To fymmetry adds colour: thus the pearl 
Shines in the concave of its purple bed, 
‘And painted fhells along fome winding shore 
Catch with indented folds the glancing fun: 
Next, as we rife, appear the blooming tribes 
Which clothe the fragrant earth; which draw 
from her © 

Their own nutrition; which are born and die; 
Yet, in their feed, immortal; fuch the flowers 
With which young Maia pays the village-maids 
That hail her natal morn; and fuch the groves 
Which blithe Pomona rears on Vaga’s bank, 
To feed the bowel of Ariconian {wains 
Who quaff benearh her branches. Nobler ftilk 
Is beauty’s name, where, to the full confent 
Of members and of features, to the pride 
Of colour, and the vital change of growth, 
Life’s holy flame with piercing fenle is given, 
While active motion {peaks the temper’d foul 5 
So moves the bird of Juno: fo the fteed 
With rival (wiftnefs beats the dutty plain, 
And faithful dogs with eager ears of joy 
Salute their fellows. What fublimer pomp 
Adorns the feat, where virtue dwells on earth, 
And truth’s eternal day-light thines around ; 
What palm belongs to man’s imperial front, 
And woman powerful with becoming fmiles, 
Chief of terreftial natures; need we now 
Strive to inculcate? Thus hath beauty there 
Her moft confpicuous praife to matter lent, 
Where mott confpicuous through that fhady veil 
Breaks forth the bright expreflion of a mind : 
‘By Reps directing our enraptur'd fearch 
‘Yo him, the firft of minds; the chicf, the fole; 
From whom, through this wide, complicated world, 
Did all her various lineaments begin ; 
‘Fo whom alone, confenting and intire, 
At once their mutual influence all cifplay. 
Ele, God mott high (bear witnefs,earth and heaven) 
‘the living fountains in himfelf contains 
Of beauteous and {ublime. With him enthron’d 
Ere days or years trod their ethereal way, 
Tn his fupreme intelligence inthron’d, 
‘The queen of love hoids her unclouded ftate, 
Urania, Thee, O father, this extent 
Of matter ; thee the fluggith earth and trad 
Of feas, the heavens and heavenly fplendours fee! 
Pervading, quickening, moving. From the depth 
Of thy. great eflence, forth didft thou conduct 
Eternal form; and there, where Chaos reign’d, 
Gav’ft ber dominion to erect her feat, 
And fanétify the manfion. Ail her works 
Well pleas’d thou didft behold. The gloomy fires 
Of ftorm or earthquake, and the pureft light 
Offammer ; foft Campania’s new-born rofe 
And the flow weed, which pines on Ruffian hills, 
+.Comely alike to thy full vifion ftand : 

‘To thy furrounding yifion, which unites 
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All effences and powers of the-great world 

In one fole order ; fair alike they ftand, 

As features well confenting, and alike 

Requir'd by nature ere fhe could attain 

Her juft refemblance to the perfeét fhape ~ 

Of uhiverfal beauty, which with thee 

Dwelt from the firft. Thou alfo, ancient mind, 

Whom love and free beneficence await- * 

In all thy doings ; ‘to inferior minds, . 

Thy offspring, and to man, thy youngeft fon, 

Refufing no convenient gift nor good; ™ 

Their eyes didft open, in this earth, yon heaven, 

Thote ttarry worlds, the countenance divine 

Of beauty to behold. But not to thém x 

Didft thou her awful magnitude reveal 

Such as before thine own unbounded fight 

She ftands (for never fhall created foul * 

Conceive that‘object); nor, to all their kinds, 

The fame in fhape or features didft thou frame ~~ 

Her image. Meafuring well their different fphereg. 

Of fenfe and a¢tion, thy paternal hand “ 

Hath for each race prepar’d a different teft 

Of beauty, own’d and reverenc'd as their guide 

Mott apt, moft faithful, ‘Thence inform’d, they 
fean ‘ 

The objects that furround them ; and felect, 

Since the great whole difclaims their feanty view, 

Each for himfelf feledts peculiar parts“ 

Of nature ; what the ftandard fix'd by heaven 

Within his breaft approves: acquiring thus 

A partial beauty, which becomes his lot ; 

A beauty which his eye may comprehend, 

His hand may copy + leaving, O fupremie,” — ” 

O thou whom none hath utter’d, leaving all ‘*” 





To thee that infinite, confummate form, ~ ‘ 
Which the great powers, the gods around thy 
throne 


’ 
And neareft to thy counfels, know with thee 

For ever to have been; but who hhe is, 

Or what her likenefs, know not. Man furveys 

A narrower fcene, where, by the mix’d effect 

Of things corporeal on his paffive mind, 

He judge@h what is fair. Corporeal thin 

The mind of gaan impel! with various powers, 
And various features to his eye dilclofe. 

The powers which mave his fenfe with inftant joy, 
The features which attrat-his heart to love, — 
He marks, combines, repofits, Other powérs 
And features of the felf-fame thing (unlefs 

The beauteous form, the creature of his mind, 
Requeft their clofe alliance) he o’erlooks 
Forgotten; or with felf-beguiling zeal, 

Whene’er his paffions mingle in the work, , 
Half alters, half difowns. The tribes of men 
“Thus from their different funGtions and the fhapes - 
Familiar to their eye, with art obtain, 
Unconfcious of their purpofe, yet with art 
Obtain the beauty fitting man to love: 

Whofe proud defires from nature’s homely toil 
Oft turn away, faftidious: afking fill 

His mind's high aid, to purify the form 

From matter’s grofs communion ; to fecure 

For ever, from the meddling hand of change 

Or rade decay, her feature ; and to add 
Whatever ornaments may fuit her riien, 2 
Where’er he finds them fcatter’d though the paths 
Of nature or of fortune. Then he feats ~*” 
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‘The accomplifh’d image deep within his breaft, 
* Reviews it, and accounts it good and fair. 
‘Thus the one beauty of the world intire, 

. The uhiverfal Venus, far beyond 

The keeneft effort of created eyes, 

And their moft wide horizon, dwells enthron’d 

In ancient filence, At her footfteol itands 

An altar burning with eternal fire 

Unfullied, unconfum’d.’ Here every hour, 

Here every moment, in their turns arrive 

Her offspring ; an innumerable band 

Of fitters, comely all; but differing far 

In age, in ftature, and expreflive mien, 

More than bright Helen from her new-born babe. 
‘To this maternal fhrine in turns they come, 
Each with her facred lamp; that from the fource 
Of living flame, which here immortal flows, 
Fheir portions of its luftre they may draw 

For days, or months, or years; for agés, fome ; 
As thtir great parent’s difcipline requires. 

‘Then to their feveral manfions they depart, 

In ftaxs, in planets, through the unknown {hores 
Ofyon ethereal ocean. Who can tell, 

Even on the furface of this rolling earth, 

How many make abode? The fields the groves, 
‘The winding rivers, and the azure main, 

Are render’d folemn by their frequent feet, 
Their rites fublime. There each her dettin’d home 
Informs with that pure radiance from the tkies 
Brought down, and fhines throughout her little 
Exulting. 
‘Turn towards a diftant flame, fo fome fit eye, 
Among the various tenants of the fcene, 

Difcerns the heaven-born phantom feated there, 
And owns her charms. Hence the wide univerfe, 
Through all the feafons of revolving worlds, 
Bears witnels with its people, gods and men, 

. To beauty’s blifsful bower, and with the voice 
Of grateful admiration fill refounds : : 
That voice, to which is beauty’s frame divine 
As is the cunning of the mafter’s hand 
“To the fweet accent of the well-tun’d lyre, 

Genius of ancient Greece, whofe faithful fteps 
Have ted us to thefe awful folitudes ” 
Of nature and of Science ; nurfe rever'd 
Of generous counfels and heroic deeds ; 

O! let fome portion of thy matchiefs praife 
Dwell in my breatt, and teach me to adorn 
This anattempted theme. Nor be my thoughts 
Prefamptuous counted, if amid the calm 
Which Hefper theds along the vernal heaven, 
JET from vulgar fuperitition’s walk, 

Impatient fteal, and from the unfeemly rites 
Of fplendid adulation, to attend 

With hymas thy prefence in the fylvan thade, 
By their malignant footiteps unprofan’d.  - 
Come, Q renowned power ; thy glowing mien 
Such, and fo elevated all thy form, 

.As when the great barbaric lord, again 

And yet again diminith’d, hid bis face 

Among the herd of fatraps and of kings; 
And, at the lightning of thy lifted {pear, 
Crouch’d like a lave. Bring all thy martial Spoils; 
Thy palms, thy laurels, thy triamphal fongs, 
‘Thy {miling band of arts, thy god-like fires 
Of civil wifdom, thy unconquer’d youth 

After fome glorioys day rejoicing round 

: é 








Strait, as travellers by night [(phere, ]. 
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Their new-erected trophy. Guide my feet 
Through fair Lyceum’s walk, the olivesthades 

Of Academus, and the facred vale 

Haunted by fteps divine, where once beneath “|! 
That evereliving platane’s ample buughs 

lliflus, by Socratic fuunds detain’d, 

On his negie@ted urn attentive lay 5 i 
While Boreas, lingering on the neighbouring fteep 
With beauteous Orithyia, his love-tale 

In filent awe fufpended. There let me 

With blamelels hand, from thy unenvious fields, 
Tran(plant fome living bloffoms, to adorn 

My native clime: while, far beyond the meed 
Of fancy’s toil afpiring, I unlock ‘ 

The fprings of ancient Wifdom : while Tadd 
(What cannot be disjoin’d from beauty’s praife) 
‘Thy name and native drefs, thy works belov'd 7: 
And honour’d: while to my compatriot youth 

I point the great example of thy fons, 

And tune to Attic themes the Britith lyre, 
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InTRopuCTIOwN to this more difficult part of the 
fubje&. Of truth and its three clafies, matter 
of fact, experimental or fcientifical truth (con. 
tradiftingnithed from opinion), and univerfa} 
truth: which la@ is either metaphyfical or!” 

eometrical, either purely intelleQual or per- 
aly abitracted. On the power of difcerning 
truth depends that of a@ing with the view of 
anend ; a circumttance eflential to virtue. Of 
virtue confidered in the divine mind as a per- 
petual and univerfal beneficence. Of human 
virtue, confidered as a fyttem of particular fene 
timents and actions, faitable to the defign of 
providence and the condition of man; to whom 
it conftitutes the chief good and the firt 
cbeauty. Of vice and its origin. Of ridicule : 
its general nature and final caufe. . Of the paf. 
fons; particularly of thofe which relate to evil} 
natural or moral, and which are generally ac- 
counted painful, though not alwhys unattended 
with pleafure, : 


Tous far of beauty and the pleafing forms 

Which man’s untutor’d fancy, from the fcenes 
Imperfect of this ever-changing world, 

Creates; and views, enamour’d. Now my fong 
Severer themes demand: miyfterious trath : 

And virtue, fovran good: the {pells, the trains, 
The progeny of error : the dreadful fway 

Of paflion ; and whatever hidden ftores 

From her own lofty deeds and from herfelf 

The mind acquires. Severer argument : 

Not lefs attractive ; nor deferving lefs 

A conftant ear. For what are all the forms £ 
Educ’d by fancy from corporeal things, 

Greatnels, or pomp, or fymmetry of parts? 

Not tending to the heart, foon feeble grows, a 
As the blunt arrow "gaint the knotty trunk, 
Their impulfe on the fenfe: while the pall’d eye 
Expects in vain its tribute ; atks in vain, 

Where are the ornaments it once admired : 

Not fo the moral fpecies, nor the powers 

Of paffion and of thought. ‘The ambitious ming .- 


|; With objects bonndicis as her own defires 
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Gan there converfe: by thefe unfading forms 
- Touch'd and awaken’d {till, with eager a@ 
She bends each nerve, and meditates well-pleas’d 
Her giles, her godlike fortune, Such the fcenes 
Now opening round us. May the dettin’d verfe 
Maintain its equal tenor, though in traéis 
Obicure and arduous! May the fource of light, 
All-prefent, all-(ufficient, guide our fteps 
‘Through every maze : and whom in childith years 
From the loud throng, the beaten paths of wealth 
And power, thou didft apart fend forth to fpeak 
In tuneful words concerning higheft things, 
Him ftill do thou, O Father, at thofe hours 
Of penfive freedom when the human foul 
Shuts out the rumour of the world, him ftil] 
‘Touch thou with fecret leffons: cali thou back 
Each erring thonght ; and let the yielding {trains 
From his full bofom, like a welcome rill 
Spontaneous from its healthy fountain, flow ! 
But from what name, what favourable fign, 
‘What heavenly aufpice, rather thall I date 
My perilous excurfion, than from truth, 
‘That neareft inmate of the human foul ; 
Eftrang'd from whom, the countenance divine 
OF man disfigur’d and difhonour’d finks 
Among inferior things? For to the brutes 
Perception and the tranfient boons of fenfe 
Hath fate imparted; but to man alone 
Of fublunary beings was it given 
Each fleeting impulfe on the fenfual powers 
At leifure to review; with equal eye 
To {can the paifion of the ftricken nerve 
Or the vague object ftriking : to conduct 
From fenfe, the portal turbulent and loud, 
Into the mind’s wide palace one byone 
‘The frequent, preffing, fluctuating forms, 
And queftion and compare them. Thus he learns 
‘Theif birth and fortunes; how allied the haunt 
‘The avenues of fenfe : what laws direct 
Their union; and what various difcords rife, 
Or fix'd or cafual: which when his clear thought 
Retains and when his faithful words exprefs, 
‘That living image of the external fcene, 
As in a polifh’d mirror held to view, 
Is truth: where’er it varies from the thape 
And hue of its exemplar, in that part 
Dim error lurks. Moreover, from without s 
‘When oft the fame fociety of forms 
In the fame order have approach’d his mind, 
He deigns no more their fteps with curious heed 
Totrace ; no more their features or their garth 
He now examines; but of them and their 
Condition, as with fome diviner’s tongue, 
Affirms what heaven in every diftant place, 
‘Through every future feafon, will decree. 
This too is truth: where’er his prudent lips 
Wait till experience diligent and flow 
Has authoriz’d their fentence, this is truth 5 , 
A fecond, higher kind: the parent this 
Of fcience ; or the lofty power herfelf, 
Science herfelf : on whom the wants and cares 
Of focial life depend ; the fubftitute 
OF God's own wifdom in this toilfume world ; 
‘The providence of man. Yet oft in vain, 
“To earn her aid, with fixt and anxious eye 
aHe looks on nature’s and on fortune’s courfe 3 
‘Too much ip yain, His duller vifual ray 
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The fillnefs and the perfevering ass. *- 

Of nature oft elude; and fortune oft . 

With ftep fantaftic from ner wonted walk 

Turns into mazes dim. His fight is foil’d ; 

And the crude fentence of his faltering tongue 

Is but opinion’s verdict, half believ’d 

And prone to change. Here thou, who feel'tt 
thine ear 4 P 

Congenial to my lyre’s profounder tone, 

Paufe, and be watchful. Hitherto the ftores, 

Which feed thy mind and exercife her powers, 

Partake the relith of their native foil, - 

‘Their parent earth. But know, a nobler dower. 

Her fire at birth decreed her; purer gifts 

From his own treafure; forms which never 
deign’d 

In eyes or ears to dwell, within the fenfe 

Of earthly organs ; but fublime were plac’d 

In his effential reafon, leading there 

‘That vaft ideal hoft which all his Sorts 

Through endlefs ages never will reveal. 

Thus then endow’d, the fecble creature man, 

The flave of hunger, and the prey of death, 

Ev’n now, even here, in earth’s dim prifon bound, 

The language of intelligence divine 

Attains; repeating oft concerning one - 

And many, paft and prefent, parts and whcele, 

Thofe fov’seign dictates which in fartheft heaven, 

Where no orb rolls, eternity’s fix’d ear 

Hears from coeval truth, when chance nor change, 

Nature’s loud progeny, nor nature’s felf . 

Dares intermeddle or approach her throrfe. 

Ere long, o’er this corporeal world he learns” 

To extend her fway ; while calling from the deep, 

From earth and air, their multitudes untold 

Of figures and of motions round his walk, 

For each wide family fome fingle birth 

He fets in view, the impartial type of all 

Its brethren ; fuffering it to claim, beyond 

Their common heritage, no private gift, 

No proper fortune. ‘Then whate’er his eye _ 

In this difcerns, his bold unerring tongue 

Pronounceth of the kindred, without hound, 

Without condition. Such the rife af forms 

Sequetter'd far from fenfe and every {pot 

Peculiar in the realms of {pace or time: 

Such is the throne which man for truth amid 

The paths of mutability hath built 3 

Secure, unfhaken, ftill; and whence he views, 

In matter's mouldering ftru¢tures, the pure forms 

Of triangle or circle, cube or cone, 

Impaffive all; whofe attributes nor force 

Nor fate can alter. There he firft conceives 

True being, and an intellectual world 

The fame this hour and ever. Thence he deems 

Of his own lot; above the painted thapes 

That fleeting move o’er this terreftrial fcene 

Looks up; beyond the adamantinc gates 

Of death expatiates; as his birthright claims 

Inheritance in all the works of God ; 

Prepares for endiefs time his plan of fife, tes 

And counts the univerfe itfelf his home. ie 2 

Whence alfo but from truth, the light of minds, 

Is human fortune gladden’d with the rays 

Of virtue? with the moral colours thrown 

On every walk of this our focial fcene, 

Adorning for the eye of gods and men. 
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The paffions, action, habitudes of life, 
And rendering earth like heaven, a facred place 
Where love and praife may take delight to dwell? 
Let none with heedlcfs tongue from truth disjoin 
The reign of virtue. Ere the day fpring flow’d, 
Like fifters link’d in concord’s golden chain, 
‘They ftood before the great eternal mind 
Their common parent; and by him were both 
Sent forth among his creatures, hand in hand, 
‘Infeparably join’d: nor e’er didtruth ; 
Find an apt ear to liften to her lore, 
Which knew not virtue’s voice; nor, fave where 
. trath's 
Majeftic words are heard and underitood, 
Doth virtue deign to inhabit. Go, inquire & 
Of nature: not among Tartarian rocks, 
Whither the hungry vulture with its prey 
Returns: not where the lion’s fullen roar - 
At noon refounds along the lonely banks 
Of ancient ‘Tigris: but her gentler {cenes, 
The dove-cote and the thepherd’s fold at morn, 
Confult; or by a meadow’s fragrant hedge, 
In {pring-time when the wocdlands fir are green, 
Attend the linnet finging to his mate, 
Couch’d o’er their tender young. To this fond 
care 
Thou doft not virtue’s honourable name 
Attribute: wherefore, fave that not one gleam 
Of truth did e’er difcayer to themfelves 
‘Their little hearts, or teach them, by the effects 
Of that parental love, the love itfelf . 
To judge, and meafure its officious deeds? 
But man, whofe eyelids truth has fill’d with day, 
Difcerns how fkilfully to bounteous ends * 
His wife affections move ; with free accord 
“Adopts their guidance; yields himfelf fecure 
‘To nature’s prudent impulfe , and converts 
Inftinct to duty and to facred law. 
Hence right and fit on earth; while thus to man 
The Almighty Legiflator hath explain'd 
‘The {prings of action §x’d within his breaft ; 
Hath given him power to flacken or reftrain 
Their effort; and hath thown him how they join 
‘Their partial movements with the mnafter-wheel 
Of the great world, and ferve that facred end 
. Which he, the unerring reafon, keeps in view. 
For (if a mortal tongue may {peak of him 
And his dread ways) even as his boundlefs eye, 
Connecting every form and every change, % 
Beholds the perfect beauty ; fo his will, © 
Through every hour producing good to all 
‘Lhe family of creatures, is itfelf 
‘The perfect virtue. Let the grateful twain 
Remember this, as oft with joy and praite 
He looks upon the falling dews which clothe 
His lawns with verdure, and the tender feed 
Nourith within his furrows: when between 
Dead feas and burning fkies, where long unmov'd 
‘The bark had langnith’d, now a ruftling gale 
Lifts o’er the fickle waves her dancing prow, 
Let the glad pilot, burfting out in thanks, 
Remember this: left blind: o'erweening pride 
* Pollute their offerings: left their felfith heart 
Say to the heavenly ruler, “ At our call 
““ Relents thy power : by us thy arm is mov'd.” 
Fools ! who of God as of each other deem: 
Who his invariable ats deduce * 
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From fudden counfels tranfient as their own ; 

Nor farther of his bounty, than the event 

Which haply meets their loud and gager prayer, 

Acknowledge; nor, beyond the drop minate 

Which haply they have tafted, heed the tource 

That flows tor ail; the fountain of his love 

Which, from the fammit where he fits enthron‘d, 

Pours health and joy, unfailing ftreams, throughoug 

The fpacious region flourithing in view, 

‘The goodly work of his eternal day, 

His own fair univerfe ; on which alone 

His counfels fix, and whence alone his will - 

Affumes her trong direction. Such is now 

His {ov'reign purpole: fach it was before 

All multitude of years, For his right arm 

Was never idle :_his beftowing love 

Knew no beginning; was not as a change 

Of mood that woke at laft and ftarted up 

After a deep and folitary floth , 

Of boundiefs ages. No: he now is good, 

He ever was. The feet of hoary time 

Through their eternal courfe-have travelt’d o’et © 

No fpeechlefs, lifelefs defart ; but through fcenes 

Cheerful with bounty ftill; among 2 pomp 

Of worlds, for giadnefs round the maker’s thron 

Loud-thouting, or, in many dialeéts 

Of hope and filial truft, imploring thence 

The fortunes of their people: where fo fix’d 

Where all the dates of being, fo difpos’d ” 

To every living foul of every kind 

The field of motion and the hour of reit, 

That each the general happinels might ferve 5+"! 

And by the difcipline of laws divine 

Convine’d of folly or chattis’d from guilt, 

Each might at length be happy. What remains 

Shall be like what is pafs’d; but fairer still, 

And ftill increafing in the godlike gifts 

Of life and truth, The fame paternal hand, 

From the imute fhell-fith gafping on the fhore, 

‘To men, to angels, to celeftial minds, 

Will ever lead the generations on Py 

‘Through higher fcenes of being: while, fupply'd 

From day to day by his enlivening breath : 

Inferior orders in fucceffion rife 

To fill the void below. As flame afcends, 

As vapours to the earth in fhowers return, 

As the pois’d ocean toward the attracting moon 

Swells, and the ever-liftening planets charm’d 

By the fan's call theie onward pace incling, 

So all things which have life afpire to God, 

Exhauttlefs fount of intclic@ual day, a 

Centre of fouls. Nor doth the mattering voice 

OF nature ceafe within to prompt aright : 

Their fteps: nor is the care of heaven withheld 

From fending to the toil external aid ; 

That in their ftations all may perfevere 

To climb the afcent of being, and approach «  , 

For ever nearer to the life divine. vs 
But this eternal fabric was not rais’d 

For man’s infpection. ‘Though to fome be given ~ 

To catch a tranfient vifionary glimpfe 2 

Of that majeftic fcene which boundiefs power 

Prepares for perfect goodnels, yet in vain 

Would human life her faculties expand 

To imbofom fuch an object. Nor could e'er ae 

Virtue or praife have touch’d the hearts of men. 

Had not the fovereign guide, through every ftage 


m 





a 





PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION. 


OF this their various iourney, pointed out 
New hopes, new toils, which to their. humble 
! Sphere 
Of fight and ftrength might fach importance hold 
As doth the wide creation to his own. 
Hence all the little charities of life, 
Wich all their duties: hence that favourite palm 
Of human will, when duty is fuffic’d, 
And ftill the liberal foul in ampler deeds 
Would manifett herfelf; that facred fign 
Of her rever’d affinity to him 
Whofe bounties are his own; to whom none faid, 
" Create the wifett, fulleft, faireft world, 
“ And make its offspring happy ;"" who, intent 
Some likenefs of himfelf among his works 
Yo view, hath pour’d into the-human breait 
‘a ray of knowledge and of love, which guides 
Earth’s feeble race to aét their Maker's part, 
Seif-judging, felf-oblig’d : while, from before 
‘That gadlike function, the gigantic power 
Neceflity, though wont to curb the force 
Of Chaos and the favage clements, 
Retires abafh'd, as from a fcene too high 
For her brute tyranny, and with her bears 
Her fcorned followers, terror, and bafe awe . , 
Who blinds herfelf, and that ill-fuited pair, 
Obedience link’d with hatred. Then the foul ~ 
Aries in her ftrengtl; and, looking round 
Her bufy fphere, whatever work fhe views, 
Whatever coun(el bearing any trace 
Of her Creator’s likene(s, whether apt 
To aid her fellows or preferve herfelf 
In her fuperior funétions unimpair'd, 
Thither fhe turns exulting: that the claims 
As her peculiar good: on that, through all 
‘The fickle feafons of the day, fhe looks 
With reverence ftill: to that, as to a fence 
Againft affliGtion and the darts of pain, 
Her drooping hopes repair: and, once oppos'd 
‘To that, ail other pleafure, other wealth 
Vile, as the drofs upon the molten go!d, 
Appears, and loathfome as the briny ica 
To him who languiiles with thirft, and fighs 
For fome known fountain pute. For what can 
ftrive f 

‘With virtug? which of nature's regions vaft 
Can in fo many forms produce to fight 
Such powerful beauty ? beauty, which the eye 
Of hatred cannot look upon fecure : 
Which envy’s feif contemplates, and is turn'd 
Ere long to tendernefs, to infant {miles, 

i Or tears of humbleft love. Is aught fo fair 
In all the dewy land{capes of the {pring, 
‘The fummer’s noon-tide groves, the purple eve 
‘At haiveit-home, or in the frofty moon 

- Glittering on fome {mooth fea, is aught fo fair 
As virtuous friendfhip? as the honour’d reof 
Whither from higheft heaven immortal love 
His torch ethereal and his golden bow 
Propitious brings, and there a temple holds 
‘To whofe unfpotted fervice gladly vow’d 
‘The focial band of parent, brother, child, 
With fmiles and fweet difcourfe and gentle deeds 
Adore his power? What gift of richeft clime 
Er drew fuch eager eyes, or prompted fuch 
Deep withes, asthe zeal that {natcheth back 

~ From Mlander’s poifonous tooth a foe’s renown; 





Or croffeth danger in his lich-walk; 

A rival’s life to refcue ? as the young, 

Athenian warrior fitting down iti bonds, | 

That his great father’s body might not want 

A peaceful, hamble tomb? the Roman wife 

Teaching her lord how harmle(s was the wound, 

Of death, how impotent the tyrant’s rage, 

Who nothing more could threaten to ali 

Their faithful Jove ? Or is there in the abyfs, 

Is there, among the adamantine fpheres 

Wheeling unthaken through the boundiefa void, 

Aught that with half fuch majefty can fill * 

The human bofom, as when Brutus rofe 

Refulgent trom the ftroke of Czefar’s fate 

Amid the crowd of patriots; and, his arm 

Aloft extending like eternal Jove ne 

When guilt brings down the thunder, call’d aloud 

On Tully’s name, and fhook the crimfon {word 

Of juitice iu his rapt aftonith'd eye, 

And bad the father of his country hail, 

For lo the tyrant proftrate on the duft, a325 

And Rome again is free? Thus, through the paths 

Of human life, in various pomp array’d 

Walks the wife daughter of the Judge of heaven, 

Fair virtue; from her Father’s throne fupreme 

Sent down to utter laws, fuch as on earth 

Mott apt he knew, moft powerful to promote 

‘The weal of all his works, the gracious end 

Of his dread empire. And though haply man’s 

Ob{curer fight, fu far beyond himfeif 

And the brief labours of his little home, .. - a 

Extends not ; yet, by the bright prefence won 

Of this divine intruétrefs, to her fway ‘ 

Pleas’d he affents, nor heeds the diftant goal 

To which her voice conducts him. Thus hath 
God, 

Still looking toward his own high purpofe, fix'd 

The virtues of his creatures; thus he rules _ : 

The parent’s fondness and the patriot’s zeal ; 


. Thus the warm icnie of honour and of fhame; 


The vows of gratitude, the faith of love; 
And all the comely intercourfe of praife, 
The joy of human life, the earthly heaven. 

How far unlike them muft the lot of guile 
Be found ! Or what terreftrial woe can match 
‘The felf-convisted bofom, which hath wrought 
The bane of others, or enflav'd itfelf 
With fhackles vile? Not poifon, nor fharp fire 
Nor the worft pangs that ever monkith hate 
Suggefted, or defpotic rage impos’d, 
Were at that feafon an unwith’d exchange : : 
When the foul loaths herfelf: when, flying thence 
To crowds, on every brow the fees portray’d * 
Fell demons, hate or feorn, which drive her back 
To folitude, her judge’s voice divine os 
To hear in fecrct, haply founding through. / 
The troubled dreams of midnight, and ftill, fill 
Demanding for his violated laws : 
Fit recompente, or charging her own tongue * -~=- 
To fpeak the award of juttice on herfelf. 7 
For well fhe knows what faithful hints within . . 
Were whifper’d to beware the lying forms 
Which turn’d her footiteps from the fafer way,: 
What cautions to fufpeét their painted drefs, 
Agd look with iteady eyelid on their fmiles, ” 
Their frowns, their tears, In vain, The daz- 

» — gling hues 


empire. Lo, thus far. 
e so lnk'a wit le 


In wanten ambuth from her lip or eye, 
Or whether with a fad difguife of care, 
O’ern her gay brow, the‘acts i 


7 a the: 
labouring fidesand chokes her tongu 
Were endlefs as to found each grating note 
| With which the r 


Her q ‘ineongruous form, 
Some ftubborn diffonance of things combin'd, 

_| Strikes on her quick perception : whether pomp, 
‘Or praife, or beauty be dragg’d im and 
Where fordid fathions, wh 
Where foul def ; 


| Or wheth 


Invade 1 
The cl 
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<p gay contempt, 

pangs of laughter; from difgutt | 
cin ifure? Wherefore, but to aid ~ 
e tardy fteps of reafon, and at once . 
impulfe : e 


Through all hiswalksi 
The fleader darts of 
A trivial warfare. n e 
On nature’s eve ‘throne attend; 
With mifcitief arm'd for hit whoe’er thall th 
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‘The path of her inexorable wheels, 
While the pucfnes the work that muft be done 
Thiough ocean, earth, and air, Hence frequent 
forms 

Of woe; the merchant, with his wealthy bark, 
Bury'd by dathing waves; the traveller 
Pierc'd by the pointed lightning in his hafte ; 
And the poor hufbandman, with folded arms, 
Surveying his loft labours, and a heap 
Of blatted chaff the produ€ of the field 
‘Whence he expected bread. But worte than thefe 
I deem, far worte, that other race of ills 
Which human kind rear up among them(elves ; 
‘That horrid offspring which mifgovero’d will 
Bears to fantattic error; vices, crimes, . 
Furies that curfe the earth, and make the blows, 
The heavieft blows, of nature’s innocent hand 
Seem fport ; which are indeed but as the care 
Of a wife parent, who lolicits good . 
To all her houfe, though haply at the price 
Of tears and froward wailing and reproach 
For fome unthinking child, whom not the lefs 
Is mother deftines to be happy fill. 

Thefe fources then of pain, this double let 
Of evil in the inheritance of man, 
Requir'd for his protection no Might force, 
No carelefs watch. And therefore was his breatt 
Fenc’d round with paffions quick to be alarm'd, 
Or ftubborn tu oppole; with fear more fwift 
Than beacons caiching flame from hill to hill, 
‘Where armies land ; with anger, uncontroll’d 
As the young lion bounding on his prey ; 
With forrow, that locks up the ftruggling heart ; 
And fhame, that overcafts the drouping eye 
As with a cloud of lighting. ‘Thefe the part 
Perform of eager monitors, and goad 
‘The foul more Mharply than with points of fteel, 
Her enemies to fhun or to refitt, 

. 4nd as thole paffions, that converfe with good, 
Are good themicives; as hope and love and joy, 
Among the faireit and the {weeteft boons 
Of life, we rightly count : fo thefe, which guard 
Againt invading evil, ill excite 
Some pain, fome tumult; thefe, within the mind 
Too oft admitted or too Jong retain’d, 

Shock their frail feat, and by their uncurb’d rage 

‘Lo favages more fell than Libya breeds 

Transforin themfelves; till human thought becomes 

A gloomy ruin, haunt of thapes unblets'd, 

Of jelf-tormenting fiends; horror, defpair, 

Hatred, and wicked envy: foes to all 

‘The works of nature, and the gifts of heaven. 
But when through blamelefs paths to righteous 

ss ends 

“Phofe keener paffions urge the awakeu’d foul, 

T would not, as ungracious violence, 

‘Their {way defcribe, nor from their free career 
The fellowfhip of pleafure quite exctude. 

For what can render, to the felf-approv'’d, 
‘Their temper void of comfort, though in pain? 
Who knows not with what majefty divine 
‘The forms of truth and juftice to the mind 
Appear, ennobling oft the tharpett woe 

With triumph and rejoicing? Who, that bears 
“A human boiom, hath not often feit 

How dear are all thole ties which bind our rack 
an gentlenels together, aud how {weet 
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Their force, let fortune’s wayward hand thé while 
Be kind or cruel? Afk the faithful youth 
Why the cold urn, of her whom long he lov'd, 
So often fills his arms; fo often draws 
His lonely footfteps, filent and unfeen, .  -- 
To pay the mournful tribute of his tears? 
Oh! he will tell thee that the wealth of worlds 
Should ne’er feduce his bofom to forego 
Thofe (acred hours, when, ftealing from the noife 
Of care and envy, {weet remembrance fvothes 
With virtue’s kindeft looks his aching breath, 
And turns his tears to rapture. Afk the crowd 
Which flies impatient from the village walk 
To climb the neighbouring cliffs, when far below 
The favage winds have hurl’d upon the conit 
Some helplefs bark ; while holy pity melts . 
The general eye, or terror’s icy hand 
Smites their diftorted limbs and horrent hairs 
While every mother clofer to her breaft 
Catcheth her child, and, pointing where the waves. 
Foam, through the fhatter’d veflel, fhrieks aloud 
As one poor wretch, who fpreads his piteous arms 
For fuccour, (wallow’d by the roaring furge, 
As now another, dath’d againft the rock, 
Drops lifelefs dawn. ©! ceemeft thou indeed 
No pleafing influence here by nature given 
To mutual terror and compaffion’s tears? 
No tender charm myfterious, which attracts 
O'er all that edge of pain the focial powers 
To this their proper action and their end > 
Afk thy own heart ; when, at the midnight hour, 
Slow through that penfive gloom thy paufing eye, 
Led by the glimmering taper, moves around |, 
The reverend volumes of the dead, the fon; 
Of Grecian bards, and records wrig by fame 
For Grecian heroes, where the fov’reign power 
Ot heaven and earth furveys the immortal page 
Even as a father meditating all’ 
The praifes of his fon, and bids the reft 
Of mankind there the faireft model learn 
Of their own nature, and the nobleft deeds 
Which yet the world hath feen. If thea thy foul 
Join in the lot of thofe diviner men; 
Say, when the profpeét darkens on thy views 
When, funk by many a wound, heroic ftates 
Mourn in the duft, and tremble at the frown 
Of hard ambition; when the generous band 
Of youths who fought for freedom and their fires 
Lie fide by fide in death ; when bretal force 
Ufurps the throne of juftice, turns the pomp 
Of guardian power, the majefty of rule, 
‘Phe fword, the laurel, and the purple tobe, 
‘Yo poor dithonett pageants, to adurn 
A robber’s walk, and glitter in the eyes 
Of Tuch as bow the knee; when beauteous works, 
Rewards of virtue, fculptur’d forms which deck'd 
With more than human grace the warrior’s arch 
Or patriot’s tomb, now victims to appeafe 
‘Tyrannic envy, frew the common path 
With awfal ruins ; when the mufe's haunt, 
| ‘The marble porch where wifdom- wont to tale 
With Socrates or Tully, hears no more 
Save the hoarde jargon of contentious monks, 
Or female fuperftition’s midnight prayer; 
AWhen ruthlefs havoc from the hand of time 





Teurs the deftroying feythe, with furer ftroke 
|. To mow the monuments of glory down; 
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To view the tranfieat florms of civil war, 
As thénce ta yield his country and her hopes 
‘Fo all-devourng bondage. His bright helm, 
Ev'r witile the traitor’s impious ad is told, 
He buckles on his hoary head: he pirds 
With mail his ftooping breatt 





{fpear 
ithe thield, the 


“He fnatcheth ; and with fwift indignant ftridés 





“he affembled people (eeks : 
Tt was no time for cauniel: 
Lay all their prudence nuw 
‘Was not fo firmly feated on his throne, 
Bat that one hock of theif united force 
Would dath him trom the fummit of his pride 
Headlong and groveliug in the duit. What elfe 
Can reaflert the loft Athenian naine 
So cheaply to the laughter of the world 
Betray’d; by guile beneath an infant's faith [now 
So mock’d and fcorn'd? Away, then: freedom 
And (afety dwell not bat with fame in arms : 
Myfelf will how you where their manfion lies, 
And through the walks of danger ot of death 
Conduct you ta them. While he fpake, through all 
Their crowded ranks his quick (agacious eye 
He darted; where no cheerful voice was heard 
OF focial daring 5 no retch'd arm was feen 
Haftening their common taik: but pale miftrutt 
Wiipkled each brow: they thook their heads, 
“and down (doubrs 
Their flack hands hung: cold fighs and whifper'd 
From breath to breath itole round, The fage 
._ meantime 
Louk'd (peechtefs on, while his big bofom heav'd 
Struggling with thame and (orrow: till at laft 
A tear broke forth; and, O immortal thades ! 
O Thefeus ! he exclaim’d, O Codrus, where, 
Where are ye now ? behold for what ye toil’d 
Through life! behold for whom ye chole to die! 
No more he added ; but with lonely tteps 
Weary and flow, his filver beard depreis‘d, 
And his fern eyes beat heedlets on the ground, 
Back to his filent dwelling he repair'd. 
There wer the gate, his armour, asa man 
Whom from the fervice of the war his chief 
Dilmateth after no inglorious toil, ; 
He fix’d in general view, One withful look 
Hie lent, unconfcious, toward the public place 
At parting: then beneath his quiet roof 
Without a word, without a figh, retir’d. 
Scarce had the murraw’s tun his golden rays 
From {weet Hymettus darted over the fanes 
Of Cecrops to the Salaminian fhores, 
When lo, on Sclon’s threthold met the feet 
Of four Atheninns by the fame fad care 
Conducted ail: than whoni the ftate beheld 
None nobler. Firft came Mepacles, the ton 
Cf great Aicemaon, whom the Lydiaa king, 
The mild, unhappy Greefus, in his days , 
OF glory had with coftly gifts adord'd, 
Fair veifels, iplendid garments, tindur’d webs, 
And heaps of treafur’d gold beyond the lot 
Of many fov'reigns; thus requitting well 
‘That holpitable favour which erewhile 
Alcmezon to his meffengets had thown, 
Whom he with offerings worthy of the God 
Sent from his throne in Sardis to revere 
Apollo’s Delphic thrine. With Megacies 
Approach’d his fon. whom Agatifs bore, 
© virtuous child of Cli@henss 9 no hand 
Vou. 1X, 
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Of-Grecian {ceptres the moft ancient fat 
In Sicyon iway’d: but greater fame he drew 
From arms control’d by juttice, from the love 
Of the wife mufes, and the unenvied wreath 
Which glad Olympia gave. For thither once 
His warlike ttceds the hero led, and there 
Contended through the tumult of the courfe 
With tkilful wheels, Then victor at the goal, 
Amid the applaufes of affembled Greece, 
High da his cur he ttood and wav'd his arm. 
Silence enfued: when trait the heralt's voice 
Wis heard, inviting every Grecian youth, 
Whom Ciiithenes content might call his fon 
To vifit, ere twice thirty days were pats'd, 
The totvers of Sicyon. ‘There the chief decreed, 
Within the circuit of the following year, 
To join at Hynien’s altar, hard in hand 
With his fair daughter, him among the gaefts 
Whom worthieft he fhould deem. Forth with 
from all [came 
The bounds of Greece the ambitious wooers 
From rich Hefperea; from the Tilyrian fhore 
Where Epidamaus over Adria’s furge 
Looks on the teteing fun; from thuie brave wibes, 
Cheenian or Molofitn whom the race 
OF great Achilles governs, glorying itil 
Io Troy o’etthrown; from rough AXtolia, nurfe 
OF men who firft among the Greeks threw off 
The yoke of kings, to commerce and ta arms 
Devoted ; from ‘Thefalia’s fertile meads,. 
Where flows Peneus near the lui 'y walls 
Of Cranon old; from ftrong Rretria, queen 
OF all Eubeean cities, who, fublime 
On the Reep margin of Euripus, views 
Acrofs the tide the Marathonian-piain, 
Nor yet the haunt of glory. Athens 100, 
Minetya’s care, among her graceful fons 
Found equal lovers for the princely maid: 
Nor was proud Argos wanting; dor the domes 
Of faceed Elis; nor the Arcadian yroves 
That overfiade Alphéus, echoing oft 
Somé fhepherd’s fong. But through the iat 
trious band 
Was tone who might with Megacles compare 
In all the honours of unblemith'd youth. 
His was the heauteous bride: and now their fon 
Young Clifthenes, betimes, at Soton’s gate 
Stood atixions ; leaning forward on the arm 
Of bis great fire, with earnet eyes that aik’d 
When the flow hinge would turn, with reftlefs 
feet, _ fheart 
And cheeks now pale, now glowing: for his 
Throbb'd, full of buriting paffions, anger, grief 
With teorn imbitter’d, by the generous bey 
Scarce underfood, but which, like noble feeds, 
Are deftin’d for his country and himfelf 
In tiper years to bring torch fruits divine 
Of liberty and glory. Next appeard 
Two brave companions whom one mother bore. 
To diiferent lords; but whom the better ties 
Of firm eftcem and friendthip render'd more 
Than brothers: fir Miltiades, who drew 
From godlike Eacus his aucient line ; 
That /Eacus whole uni peach ‘Gd renown 
For fan@tity and juftice wan the Tyre - 
Of ek ev bards te celebrate him thrsn'd 
} In Hades o'er the dead, where his de: Tees 
{ The guilty foal w she bursing sates 
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OF Tartarus compel, or fend the good 

To inhabit with eternal health and peace 

The vallies of Elyfium. From a ftem 

So facred, ne'er could worthier fcyon fpring 
Than this Miltiades; whofe aid erelong 

The chiefs of Thrace, already on their ways 
Sent by the infpir’d foreknowing maids who fits 
Upon the Delphic tripod, fhall implore 

‘To wield their {ceptre, and the rnral wealth 

Of fruitful Cherfonefys te protect 

With arms and laws. But, nothing careful new 
Save for his injur’d country, here he ftauds 

In deep folicitude with Cymon jain’d : 
Unconicious both what widely diferent lots 
Await them, taught by nature as they are 

‘To know one common good, one common ill. 
For Cymon not his valour, not his birth 

Deriv'd (rom Codrus, not a thoufand gifts 

* Dealt round him with a wife, benignant hand, 
No, not the Olympic olive by himfelf 
From his own brow transferr'¢ to fuath the mind 
Of this Pifitratus, canlong preferve 
From the envy of the tyrant’s fons, 

And their alain dagger. But if death 

Ob{cure upon his gentle fteps attend, 

Yet fate anample recompente prepares 

In his victorious fon, that ottier great 

Miltiades, who o'er the very throne 

OF glory fhall witly time's affiduous hand 

Io adamantine charadters engrave 

The name of Athens; and, by freedom arm’d 

*Gaintt the gigantic pride of Afia’s king, 

Shall all the atchievements of the heroes old 

Surmount, of Hercules, of all who faild 

From Thefdaly with Jafon, all who fought 

For empive or for fame at Lhebes or Troy. 
Such were the pariots whe within the pérch 

Of Solon had ailembled. But the gate 

Now «pens, and acrofs the ample floor 

Straie they proceed into an open {pace 

Bright with the beams of morn: a verdant fpot, 

Where ftands a rural altar, pil'd with fods 

Gat from the graffy turf and girt with wreaths 

4f branching palm. Here Sclon’s felf they found 

Clad iv a robe of purple pure, and deck’d 

With leaves of otive on his reverend brow. 

We bow’ before the altar, and o’er cakes 

Ofbarley from two earthen veflels pour'd 

Of honey and of milk a plenteous ftream 5 

Calling meantime the nivfes to accept 

His fianple offering, by no victim ting’d 

With bluod, nor fuliied by deftroying fire, 

‘Bat fuch as tor himielf Apollo claims 

5n his own Qelos, where his favourite haunt 

Ys thence the altar of the nd 

Unfeen the guefts dvew near, and lent view'd. 

"That worships till the hero prieft bis eye * 

“ ‘Tyrntd toward a feat on which prepar'd there lay 
A brinch of laurel. Then his friends conte(s'd 
Betore him ftood. Backward his ftep he drew, 
As loth that care of tumuls thould approach 
"Thofe early rit ue: but foen their looks, 
So anxiwus, and their hands, held ferth with fuch 
Defponing getture, bring him on perforce 
‘To {peak to their affliclion. , Are ye come, 

He cried, to mourn with me this common fhame? 
Oralkye fomie new cffort which may break 
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THE WORKS OF AKENSIDE ; a 
j Our fetters? Know then, of the public caufe 


Not for yon traitor’s cunning or his might 

Do f defpair: nor could I with fron Jove 

Aught dearer, than at this late hour of life, 

As once by laws, fo now by ftrenuous arins 

From impious violation to affert 

‘The rights our fathers left us. But, alas! i 

What ams: or who hail wighl them? Ye he: 
eld : 


‘The Athenian people. Many bitter days 


| Muft pats, and many wounds from cruel pride 


Be felt, ere yet their partial hearts find room 
For jult refentment, or their hands endure 

To imite this tyrant brood, fo near to all 
‘Vheir hopes, fo oft admir’d, fo lang belov'’d. 
‘That time will come, however, Be it yours 
‘To watch its fair approach, and urge it on 
With honeft prudence: me it ill befeems 
Again to fupplicate the unwilling crowd 

To refene from a vile deceiver's hold 

‘That envied power which once with eager zeal 
‘They offer’d to myfelf ; nor can I plunge 

In counfels deep and various, nor prepare 

For diftant wars, thus faniterin, as I tread 

‘On Iife’s laft verge, ere Iong to join the fhades 
Of Minos and Lycurgus. But behold : 
What care employs me now. My vows I pay 
To the fwect mutes, teachers of my youth 

And folace of my age. If right I deem 

OF the {till voice that whifpers at my heart, 
The immortal fifters have not quite withdrawn 
‘Their o}d karmonicus influence. Let your tongues 





+ With facred filence favour what I {peak, 


And hanly fhall my faithful lips be taught 

To unfold cclefial counfels, which may arm 

As with impenctrable fteel your breafts 

For the long ftrife before you, and repel 

The darts of adverfe fare. Hie faid, and fnatch’d 
The laurel bough, and fate in filence down, 

Fix’d, wrapp'd in folemn mufing, full before 
‘Yhe fun, who now from all his radiant orb a 


| Drove the gray clouds, and pour’d his genial light 


Upon the breaft of Solon. Solon rais’d 
Aloft tie leafy rod, and thus began t 

Ye beauteous offepring of Olympian Jove 
And memory divine, Pierian maids, 
Lear me, propitious, In the morn of fife, 
When hope thone bright and all the profpect fmil’d, 
To your fequefier’d manfion oft my fteps 
Were turn’d, O mufes, ard within your gate 
My offerings paid. Ye tanght me then with ftrains 
Of flowing harmeny to fofzen war's 
Dire voice, or in fair cclours, that might charm: 
The public eye, to clothe:the form auftese 
Of civit counfel. Now my feeble age 
Negleated, and fupplanted of the hope 
On which it lean’d, yet finks not, but to youy 
To your mild wifdom flies, refuge belov’d. 
OF folitude and filence. Ye cam teach 
The vifions of my bed whate’er the gods 
In the rude ages of the world infpir’d, 
Oy the firft heroes a@ed: ye can make 


*L The morning light more gladfome to my fenfe 


‘Thao ever it appear'd to active youth 

Perfuing carelefs pleafure: ye can give 

To this fong leifure, thefe unheeded hours, 

A labour as fublime, as when the fons if a 
Of Athens throng’d and fpeechlefs round me fleod. 
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‘To hear pronounc’d for all their future deeds 
"The bounds.of right and wrong. Celeftial powers, 
1 re that ye-are pear me: and behold, 
‘TA meet your energy divine, I bring 
A high and facred thenie; nor lefs than thofe 
+ Which tothe eternal cuftedy of fame 
Your lips intrufted, when of old ye deign’d 
With Orphens or with Homer to frequent 
‘rhe groves of Hemus or the Chian fhore. 
Ye know, harmonious maids (for what of all 
My various life was c’er from you eftrang’d ?)” 
Oft hath my folitary fong to you bs 
Reveal’d that duteous pride which turn'd my feps 
To willing exile; caraeft to withdraw . 
From cavy and the difappointed chirit 
OF lucre, Jeft the bold iliar ftrife, 
Which in the cye of Athens they upheld 
Again® her legiflator, fhould impair 
‘With trivial doubt the reverence of his laws. 
‘To Myypt, therefore, through the /Egean ifles 
My courfe I fteer’d, and by the banks of Nile 
Dwelt in Canopus. Thence the hallow’d domes - 
Of Sais, and the rites to Ifis paid, 
] fought, and in her temple’s filent courts, 
‘Through many changing moons, attentive heard 
‘The venerable Sonchis, while his tongue 
At morn or midnight the deep tory told 
Of her who reprefents whate’er has been, 
Or is, or fhallbe; whofe myfterious veil 
No ‘mortal hand hath ever yet remov'd. 
By him exhorted, fouthward to the walls 
Of On I pafa’d, the city of the fun, 
‘The ever-youthful god, "Twas there, amid 
His prictts and fages, who the live-long night 
‘Watch the dread movements of the ftarry {phere, 
Or who in wondrous fables half difclofe 
The fecxets of the elements, "twas there 
‘That great Pfenophis taught my raptar’d ears 
‘The fame of old Atlantis, of her chiefs, 
And her pure laws, the firft which earth obey’d. 
Deep iu my bofom funk the noble tale ; 
"And often, while I liften’d, did my mind 
Foretell with what delight her own free lyre 
Should fonictime for an Attic audience raife 
Anew that loity feene, and from their tombs 
Call forth thofe ancient demigods to {peak 
‘Of juftice and the hidden providence 
‘Vhat walk among mankind. But yet meantime 
‘The myftic pomp of Ammon’s gloomy fons 
Became lefs pleafing. With contempt I gaz’d 
‘On that tame garb and thofe unvarying paths 
To which the double yoke of king and prieft 
Had cramp’d the fullen race. At lait with hymas 
Invoking our own Pallas and the gods 
Of cheerful Greece, a glad farewell I gave 
~To Egypt, and before the fouthern wind 
Spread my full fails, What climes I then furvey'd, 
‘What fortunes I encounter’d in the realm 
‘Of Creefus or upon the Cyprian fhore, 
‘The mufe, who prompts my bofom, doth not now 
Confent that I reveal. But when at length 
"Ten times the fin returning from the fouth (fill’'d 
Had ftrow’d with flowers the verdant earth and 
"Ihe groves with mufic, pleas’d I then beheld 
‘The term of thofe long errors drawing nigh. 
Nor yet, I fuid, will I fit dowa within 
» ‘The watls of Athens, till my feet have trod 
‘The Cretan foil, have pierc’d thofe reverend haunts 





Whence law and civil concord iffued forth 
As from their ancient home, and ftill to Greece 
Their wifeft, loftick difcipline prociaim. 
Straight where Amniius, mart of wealthy fhips, 
Appears benéath fam’d Cnoffus and her towers 
Like the fair handmaid of a ftately queen, 
Tcheck’d my prow, and thence with eager fleps 
The city of Minos enter’d. O ye gods, 
Who taught the leaders of the fimpler time 
By written words to curb the untoward will 
Of mortals, how within that generous ifle 
Have ye thé triemphs of your powers ¢i(play*d, 
Munificent! Those fplendid merchants, lords 
OF traffic and the fea, with what delight. 
1 faw them at their public meal, like fons 
Of the fame houfehold, join the plaincr fort © 
Whofe wealth was only freedom! wheuce to thefe 
Vile envy, and to thofe fantaltic pride, 
Alike was ftrange ; but noble concord fill pa 
Cherith’d the ftrength untam'd, the ruftic fatch, 
Of their firit fathers. ‘hen the growing race, | 
How pleafing to behold them in their fchools, * 
‘Their {ports their labours, ever plac’d withia,. 
O thade of Minus, thy controling eye ! 
Here was a docile band in tuneful tones 
Thy laws ptonouncing, or with lofty hymns R 
Praifing the bounteous gods, or, to preferve 
‘Their country’s heroes from oblivious night, 
Refounding what the mufe infpir’d of old; 
‘There, on the verge of manhood, others met, 
In heavy armour through the heats of noon 
To march, the rugged mountains height to climb 
With meafur’d fwiftnefs, from the hard-bent bow 
To fend refifttiefs arrows to their mark, 
Or for the fame of prowefs to contend, 
Now wreftling, now with filts and itaves oppos'd, 
Now with the biting falchion, and the fence 
Of brazen fhields; while ftill the warbling flute 
Prefided o’er th: combat, breathing ftrains 
Grave, folemn, foft; and changing headlong fpite 
‘To thoughtful refolution cool and clear. 
Such 1 beheld thofe ders renown'd, 
So tutor’d from their birth to meet in war 
Fach boid invader, and in peace to guard 
‘That living flame of reverence for their laws 
Which, nor the ftorms of fortune, nor the flood 
Of foreign wealth diffus’d o'er «ti the land, 
Couid quench or flacken. Firft of human names 
In every Cretan’s heart was Minos till; 
And hoiieft far, of What the fun furveys [feats 
Through his whole courfe, were thofe primeval 
Which with religious footiteps he had taught 
Their fires to approach the wild Dacian cave 
Where Jove was born; the ever-verdant meads * 
Of Ida, and the fpacious grotto, where 
His aétive youth he pafs’d, and where his throne , 
Yet Rands myfterious ; whither Minos came 
Each ninth returning year, the king of gods 
And mortals there in fecret to.confult 
On juftice, and the tables of his !aw 
To infcsibe- anew. Oft alfo with like zeal - 
Great Rhea’s manfion from the Cnoflian gates” 
Men vifit; nor lefs oft the antique f z 
Built on that facred fpot, along the banks - 
Of thady Theron, where benignant Jave 
i i¢ confort join'd their hands 
Aad ip ir nuptial vows. Alas, ’twas there 
That the dire fame of Athens fark in boads 
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1 dirt receiw’d; what time an annual feaft 

Had furtmon'd all the genial country round, 

By facrifice and ponip to bring to mind [youths 

‘That frit great {poufal; while the enamour’d 

And_ virgins, with the prieft before the thrirle, 

Obferve the fime piire ritual, and invoke 

‘The fame glad omens. ‘There, among the crowd 

‘Of fttangeis from thofe naval cities drawn 

Which desk like gems, the iflak’s northern fhore, 

A merchant of Asgina I defery’d; 

My ancient hoft. But, forward as I fprung 

“Yo meet him, he with dark dejected brow, 

Stopp'd half-averfe; and, O Athenian gueft, 

‘He faid, art thou in Crete; thefe joyfal ri 

Partaking:? Know thy laws are blotted out! ~ 

“Lhy country kneels before a tyrant’s throne: 

Te added names of men, with hoftile deeds 

Difaftrous; which obfeure and indiiting F 

Lheard: for, while he {pake, my heart grew cold 

And my eyes dim: the altars and theit train 

No inore were prefent tome: how I far'd, 

Or whither turn'd, I know not; not recall 

Aughe of thofe moments other than the fenfe 

Of one who ftruggles in oppreffive fleep, 

Aad, from the toils of fome diftrefsful dream 

'To break away, with palpitating heart, 

Weak limbs, asid temples bath'd in death-like dew, 

Makes many a painful effort. When at lat 

“Phe fun and nature’s face again appear’d,. 

Not far [found me; where the public path, 

Winding througiy cyprels groves and {welling 
meads, , ; : 

From Cnoffus to the cave of Jove afecnds: 

Feyeedlefs [ follow’d on; till foon the fkirts 

Of ida rofe before me, and the vault 

‘Wide-openitig pierc’d the mountain’s rocky fide: 

Entering within the threfhold, on the gronnd 

I flung me, fad, faint, overworn with toil, 
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One effort mare, one cheerful fally more, 

Our de%in’d courfe will finifh. And in peace 

"Then for an offe: vig facred to the powers 

‘Who lent us gracious guidance, we will then 

Infcribe a monument of deathlefs praife. 

© my adventurous forig ! with feady {peed 

Long hat thon, on an untry'd voyage hound 

Sail’d between earth and heaven: haft now fur- 
vey'd, 

Stretch'd out beneath thee; all the mazy tras 

Of paffion and opinion; like a wafte 

Of fands and flowery lawns and tangling woods, 

Where mortals roam bewilder’d: and haft now 

Exulting foat’d among the worlds above, 

‘Or hover’d hear the eternal gates of heaven; 

H haply the difcourfes of the gods, 

A curidus, but an unprefiming gueft, 2 

"Show might’ft partake, and carry back fome ftrain 

Of divine wildom, lawful to repeat, 

And apt to be conceiv’d of man below. » 

A different tafk remains; the fecret paths * 

‘Of carly genius to explore: to trace 

"Shofe haunts where fancy her precettin’d fons, 
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Like to the demi-gods of old, doth nurfe 
Remote from eyes profane. Ye happy fouls 
Who now her tender difcipline obey, > : 
Where dwell ye? What wild river's prink & ee , 
Imprint your fteps? What folemn groves at noot 
Ufe ye to vifit, often breaking forth J 
In rapture 'mid your dilatory walk, 
Or mofing, as in flamber, oti the green? 
—Would I again were with yor —O ye dales 
OF ''yne, and ye molt ancient woodlands; wheré 
Oft a3 the giant flood obliquely ftrides, 
And his banks open, and his lawns extend, 
Stops fhort the pleafed traveller to view 
Prefiding o’er the {cene fome ruftic tower, 
Founded by Norman ot by Saxon hands: 
O ye Northumbrian fhades, which overlook 
The rocky pavement and the moffy falls 
OF folitary Wenfbeck’s limpid ftream ; 
How gladly I recall your well-known feat 
Belov'd of old, anid that delightful time 
When all alone, for many a fummer’s day, 
I wander’d through your calm receffes, led 
In filence by fome powerful hand unfeen, 
Nor will Fe’er forget you. Nor fhallc’er 

The graver tafks of manhood, or the advice 
Of vulgar wifdom move me to difclaim 
Thofe ftudies which poffefs’d me in the dawn 
Of life, and fix’d the colour of my mind 
For every future year: whence even now 
From fleep I refeue the clear hours of morn, 
And, while the world around lies overwhelm’d 
In idle darknefs, am alive to thoughts 
Of honourable fame, of trath divine 
Or moral, and of minds to virtue won 
By the {weet magic of harmonious verfe ; 
The themes which now expect us. For thus fat 
On general habits, ard on arts which grow 
Spontaneous in the minds of all mankind, 
Hath dwelt our argument; and how felf-taught, 
‘Though feldom conIcious of their own employ 
In hature’s or in fortune’s changeful fcene 
Men learn to judge of beanty, and acquire 
‘Thofe fotms fet up, as idols in the fou 
For love and zealous praife. Yet ind:dlin&, 
Tu vulgar bofonis, and unnotic'd lie 
‘Thefe pleafing flores, unleis the cafual force 
Of things external prompt the heedlefs hind 
‘To recognize her wealth. But fome there are 
Cenfcious of nature, and the rule which man 
O'er nature holds: fome who, within themfelves* 
Retiring from the trivial {tenes of chance 
And momentary paflion, can at will 
Call up thefe fair exemplars of the mind ;, 
Review their features; fean the fecret laws 
Which bind them to each other: and difplay 
By forms, or founds, or colours, to the fenfe 
Of all the world their latent charins difplay: 
Even as in nature's frame (if fuch a word, 
If fuch a ward, fo bold, may from the lips 
Of man proceed) as in this outward frame 
Of things, the Great Artificer portrays 

fis own inimenfe idea. Various names _ 
‘Thefe among mortals bear, as various figns 
"Vhey ufe, and by peculiar organs fpeak 
To human fenfe. ‘There are who, by the fight 
Of air through tubes with moving ftops dilting, 
Or by éxtended chords in meaivre taught 


To vibrate, cau affemble powerful founds 
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Expreffing every temper of the mind 
From every caufe, and charming all the foul 
‘With paffio& void of care,’ Others meantime 
‘Ye rugged mafs of metal, wood, of ftone, 
Patiently taming; or with eafier hand 
“Defcribing lines, and with more ample feope 
Uniting colours; can to general fight 
> Produce thofe permanent and perfec forms, 
‘Thofe characters éf heroes and of gods, 
‘Which from the crude materials of the world 
"Their own high minds created. But the chief 
Are poets; eloquent men, who dweil on earth 
‘To clothe whate'er the foul adniires or loves 
With language and with numbers. Hence to 
A field is open’d wide as nature's {phere ;  [thefe 
Nay, wider: various as the fuddea acts 
Of human wit, and vaft as the demands 


Of human will, The bard nor length, nor depth, ; 


Nor place, nor form controls, ‘T’o eyes, to cars, 
To every organ of the copious mind, 
He offereth all its treafures, Him the hours, 
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"The feafons him obey: and changefal time 

Sees him at will keep meafurg with his flight, 

At will outftrip it. To enhance his toil, 

He fummoneth from the uttermoft extent 

Of things which God hath taught him, every form , 
Auriliar, every power; and all befide : 
Excludes imperious. " His prevailing hand 

Gives to corporeal effence, life and fenfe 

And every ftately function of the foul.” 

‘The foul itfelf to him obfequious lies, 

Like matter’s paflive heap; and as he wills, 

‘To reafon and affection he affigns 

‘Their jut alliances, their juit degrees: 

Whence his peculiar honoufs; whence the race 
Of men who people his delightful world, . 
Men genuine and according te themfelves, 
‘Tranfcend as far the uncertain fons of earth, 

As earth itfelf to his delightful world . 

“Ihe palm of {potlefs beauty doth refign. 
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ODES. 


BOOKL ODEL 
PREFACE. 


Ow yonder verdant hilloc laid, 
Where oaks and cims, a friendly fhade, 
O’erlook, the falling ftream, 
O mafter of the Latin, lyre, 
A while with thee will I retire 
From fummer’s noontide beam. 
ro 
And, lo, within my lonely bower, 
“The induftrious bee from many a flower 
Colleés her balmy dews : 
“ Tor me,” fhe fings, “ the gems are borne, 
« For me their filken robe adorn, 
« Their fragrant breath diffuse.” 
1. 
Sweet murmurer! may no rude ftorm 
‘This holpitable fcene deform, 
Nor check thy gladfonic toils; 
Still may the buds unfullied fpring, 
Still thowers and funthine court thy wing 
To. thefe ambrofial {poils. 
ve 
Nor fha'l my mufe hereafter fail 
Her fellow-labourer thee to hail ; 
And lucky be the ftrains ! 
For long ago did nature frame 
Your feafons and your arts the fame, 
Your pleafures and your pains. 
ig 


Like thee, in lowly fylvan fcenes, 
On river-banks and flowery greens 
My-mufe delighted plays ; 
Nor through the defart or the air, 
Though fwans or cagles triumph there, 
‘With fond ambition frays, 


vi. 
Nor where the boding raven chaunts, ’ 
Nor near the owl’s nnhallowed haunts 
Will the her cares employ ; 
But flies from ruins and from tombs, 
From fuperi'ition’s borrid glooms, . 
‘Yo day-light and to joy. 
yu. 
Nor will the tempt the byrren watte ; 
Nor deigns the lurking frength to tafte 
Of any hoxious thing ; 
But leaves with fcorn to envy's ufe 
The infipid nightfhade’s haneful juice, 
The nettle’s fordid fting. 
van. 
From all which nature faireft knows, 
‘The vernal blooms, the fummer role, 
She draws her blamelefs wealth ; 
And, when the generous tak is done, 
dhe confecrates a double boon, 
‘bo, picafure wad to health, 


ODE Il. No. I. 


FOR THE WINTER SOLSTICE, 


Dee, 2, 1740". 


Ps 
Now to the utmoft foathern goal 
‘The fun has trac‘d his annual way, 
And backward now prepares to ro!l, 
And blefs the north with earticr day. 
Prone on Pgtofi’s lofty brow, 
Floods of fublimer fplendor How, 





* This ode was afterwards entively altered ; ag may, 
be foon in the following poet. Che reader will not b 
difpleafed t0 fee it as it cous originally written, * 

3 C ilj 


Ripening the latent feeds of gold, 

‘Whilft, panting in the lonely fhade, 
_ ‘Phe afBided Indiar hides his head, 

Nor dares the blaze of noon behold. 


- i. 
But lo! on this deferted coaft, 
~ Flow faint the light! how chill the air! 
- Lo] arm’d with whirlwind, hail, and froft, 
". Fierce winter defolates the year. 
phe fields refign their cheerful bloom; 

No more the breezes breathé perfume ; 
No more the warbling waters roll; 
Defarts of {now fatigue the eye ; 
Succefliye tempefts bloat the fxy, 

‘And gloomy damps opprefs the foul. 
ig feen 

But let my drooping genius rife, 
And hail the fan's remoteft ray : 
Now, now he climbs the northern tkies, 
‘To-morrow nearer than to-day. 
‘Then, louder howl the ftarmy wafte, 
Be fand and ocean worfe defac’d, 
“Yet brighter hours are on the wing, 
And fancy, through the wintery gloom, 
Radiant with dews and flowers in bloom, 
Alread§ hails the emerging fpring. 

v. 


qv. 
“O for;ntain of the golden day, 
fe mortal vows but urge thy fpecd, 
- How foon, before the vernal ray, 
Bhould cach Wwnkiadly damip recede ! 
How foon each tempeft hovering fly, 
‘That now, fermenting, loads the fky, 
Prompt on our heads to burft amain, 
‘To rend the foreft from the fteep, - 
And thundcring o’cr the Baltic deep, 
To 'whelm the merchant’s hopes of gain! 
v. 


But Jet not man’s imperfee views, 

. Prefume to tax wife natare’s laws: 

*Tis his with filent joy to ufe 

‘The indulgence of the fovercign caufe ; 

Secure that from the whole of things 

Beauty and good confummate fprings, 

Beyond what he can reach to know, 

And that the providence of heaven 

Has fome peculiar blefling given 

‘To each allutted itate below. 

vi. 

Ev’n now how fweet the wintery night 
Spent with the old iltuftrious dead : 
While, by the taper’s trembling light, 
J feem the awful courfe to tread ; 
‘Where chicfs and legiflutors He, 
Whofe triumphs move before my eye, 

_ With every laurel freth difplay'd : 
While, charm’d, I rove in claffic fong, 
Or bend to freedom’s fearlefs tongue, 
Or walk the academic ihade. 

s  # 
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Tax ca Nant ralerc of the year 
Av} nth his wintery goal attains; 
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Seems to reverfe the long career, 

And northward bend his fteady teins. - 
Now, piercing half Potofi’s height, ~ 
Prone rufh the fiery flaods of light 
Ripening the mountain’s filver flores: 
While in fome cavern’s horrid fhade, 
The panting Indian hides his head, 


.| And oft the approach of eve implores. 


ir. . 
But lo, on this defertcd coat 
How pale the fun! how thick the air! 
Muftering his ftorms; a fordid hoft, 
Lo, winter defolates the year: 
‘The fields refign their lateit bloom; 
No more the breezes waft perfume, 
No more the ftreams in mufic roll: 
But tows fot ark, or rains refound ; 
And, while it Nature mourns around, 
Her griefs sneak the human foul. 


mm. 

Hence the loud city’s bufy throngs 
Urge the warm bowl and fplendid fire; 
Harmonious dances, feltive fongs 
Againft the fpiteful heaven confpire: 
Meantime perhaps with tender fears 
Some village-dame the curfew hears, 

hile round the hearth her children play 
At morn their father went abroad ; 
The moon is funk and deep the road; 
She fighs, and wonders at his flay. 


Iv. 
But thou, my lyre, awake, arife, 
And hail the fun’s returning force: 
Even now he climbs the gorthern fkies, 
And health and hope attend his courfe- 
Then louder. howl the aérial wafte, 
Be carth with keener cold embrac’d, 
Yet gentle hours advance their wing; 
And fancy, mocking winter's might, 
With flowers and dews and ftreaming light 
Already decks the new-born fpring. 

Nv 


O fountain of the golden day, - 
Could mortal vows promote thy fpeed, 
How foon before thy vernal ray 
Should each unkindly damp recede! 
Tow foon each hovering tempett fy, 
Whofe ftores for mifchief arm the Yo 
Prompt on our heads to burft amain, 
‘To rend the foreft from the fteep, 
Or, thundering o’er the Baltic deep, 
To ’whelm the merchant’s hopes of gain} 
ve 


But let not man’s unequal views 
Prefume o'er nature and her Jaws: 
"Tis his with grateful joy to ufe 
The indulgence of the fov’reign caufe; 
Secure that health and beauty {prings 
Through this majeftic frame of things, 
Beyond what he can reach to know; 
And that heaven’s all-fubduing will, 
With good the progeny of ill, 
Attempereth every flate below. 
vit, 

Hew pleafing wears the wintery night, 
Spert with the old iluftrious dead! 

, by the taper’s trembling light, 
com thofe awful icencs to tread i 





ODES. — + 


Where chicts dr legiflators lie, 
Whole triugphs move before my eye — 
{n arms and gntigque pomp array’d 5 
Whe now I zatte the Jonian fong, 
New bend tu Plato’s godlike tongue 
Refounding through the olive (hade. 

Vu. 
Put fhould fome cheerful, equal friend 
Bid leave the ftudipus page a while, 
Let mirth on wifdom then attend, 
‘And focial eave on learned toil. 
‘Then while, at love’s uncareful fhrine, 
Each dictates to the god of wine 
Her name whom all his hopes obey, 
What flattering dreams each bofom warm, 
While abfence, heightening every charm, 
lnvokes the flow returning May ! 

IX. 
May, thou delight of heaven and earth, 
‘When will thy genial ftar arife ? 
The aufpicious morn, which gives thee birth, 
Shall bring Eudora to my eyes. 
Within her (ylvan haunt behold, 
As in the happy garden old, 
She moves like that primeval fair: 
Thither, ye filver-founding lyres, 
Ye tender fmiles, ye chafte defires, 
Fond hope and mutual faith, repair. 
X 

‘And if believing love can read 
His better omens in her eye, 
Then shall my fears, O charming maid, 
And every pain of abfence die 
Then fhall my jocund harp, attun’d 
Yo thy true ear, with fweeter found 
Purfue the tree Horatian fong ; 
Old Tyne fhall liften to my tale, 
And echo down the bordering vale 
"Fhe liquid melody prolong. 


ODE It. 


TO A FRIEND UNSUCCESSFUL IN LOVE. 


i: 1. 

InpeeD, my Pheedria, if to to find 

That wealth can female withes gain, 
Had ¢’er ditturb’d your thoughiul mind, 
Or coft one ferious moment's pain, 
Tfhould have faid that all the rules, 
You learn’d of moralifls and ichvols, 
‘Were very ulelefs, very vaine 


roa 

Yet { perhaps miftake the cafe— 

Say, though with this heroic air, 
Like one that holds a nobler chafe, 
You try the tender lofs to bear, 
Does not your heart renounce your tongue ! 
Seems not my cenfure ftrangely wrong 
To count it uch a flight affair ? 

ML. 

‘When Hefper gilds the fhaded fly, * 
Oft as you feek the well-known grove, 
Methinks I fee you caft your eye 
Back to the morning fcenes of love: 
Each pleafing word you heard her fay, 
Her gentle look, her graceful way, 

~ Again your ftrnggling fancy move. 
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We ou. | 
Then tell me, is your foul entire? 
Does wifdom calmly hoid her throne? 
Then can you queition each defire, 
Bid this remain, and that begone? 
No tear half-ttarting from your eye ? 
No kindling blush you know not why? 
No ftealing figh, nor ftifled groan? 
v. 































Away with this unmanly mood ! 

See where the hoary chyrl appears, 

Whofe hand hath teiz’d the savourite good, 

Which you referv'd for happier yeas: 

4 While, fide by fide, the biuthing maid 

Shrinks from his vifage, half afraid, . 

Spite of the fickly joy the wears. . 

vi. 

Ye guardian powers of love and fame, 

his chafte, harmonious pair behold 5 

‘And thus reward the generous flame 

4 Of all who barter vows for gold. 

O bigom of youth, O tender charms 

Well buried in a dotard’s arms! 

i} O equal price of beauty fold! 

y Wil, 

Ceafe then to gaze with looks of love = 

Bid her adieu, the venal fair: 

Unworthy fhe your blifs to prove 5 

i) Then wherefore fhould the prove your care } 

No: lay your myrtle garland down; * 

And let a while the willow’s crown 

With luckier omens bind your hair. 

vil. 

O juft efcap'd the faithlefs main,” 

Though driven unwilling on the land: 

To guide your favour'd iteps again, + 

Behold your better genius ttand : . 

4 Where truth revolves her page divine, 

Where virtue leads to honour’s fhrine, 
Behold, he lifts his awful hand. 

1x. 

Fix but on thefe your ruling aim, 

And time, the fire of manly care, 

Will fancy’s dazzling colours tame 

A foberer drt(s will beauty wear: 

4} Then ihali eteem by knowledge led 

Enthrone within your heart and head, 

4 Some happier love, fome truer fair. 


ODE Iv. 


“AFFECTED INDIFFERENCE, 
To the fame. 


Ie 
Yzs, you contemn the perjur’d maid 
Who all your favourite hopes betray’d: 
Nor, though her heart fhould home return, 
Her tuneful tongue its falfehood mourn, 
Her wining eyes your faith implore, 
Would you her hand receive again, 
At once diffemble your ditdain, wee 
Or liiten to the fyren’s theme, 
Qr ftoop to love: fince now efteem, 
And confidence, and friendihip is no more. 
IL 
Yet tolf me, Phedria, reli me why, 
When fummoning your pride you ty 
Ge ul : 
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To meet her looks with cool neglect, * 
Or crois ber walk with fight refpe, 
(or fo is fallebood bett repaid) ‘ 
Whence do your cheeks indignant glow 4 
‘Why is your truggling tongue fo flow ? 
‘What means that darknefs on your brow 2 
As if with all her broken vow 

You meant the fair apoftate to upbraid? 


ODE Vv. 


AGAINST SUSPICION, 


. 1 
On fly! *tis dire fufpicion’s mien ; 
And, meditating plagucs unfeen, 

The forcerefs hither bends + 
Behold her forch in gal! imbrued : 
Bebold het garment drops with blood 

Of lovers and of friends, 

Il. 
Fly far! already in your eyes 
T fee a pale futfution rife ; 

And foon through every vein, 
Soon will her fecret venom {pread, 
And all your heart and all your head, 

Imbibe the potent Qain, i 

wd. 
+ Then many a demon will the raife 
‘To vex your Sleep, to haunt your ways; 

While gleams of lott delight 
Raile the dark tempelt of the brain, 
As lightning thines acrofs the main 

Through whirlwinds and through night. 

Iv, _ ay 
No more can faith or candour move 5. 
But each ingenuous deed of love, © * 

Which reafon would applaud, 
Now, fmiling o’er her dark diltrefs, 
Fancy malignant ftrive’s to drefs’ 

Like injury aad fraud, 

vy 
Farewell to virtues peaceful times: 
Soon will you ftoop toad the crimes 

Which thus you ftoop to fear: 

Guilt follows guilt: and where the train 
Begins with wrongs of fech a ftain, * * 
What horrots from the rear ! ~ 

Vi. 
°Tis thus to work her baleful power, © 
Sulpicion waits the fullen hour us 
Of fretfulnefs and ftrife, 
When care the infirmer bofom wrings, 
Or Eurus waves his murky wings 
‘To damp the feats ot lite. 
. Vii, 
But come, forfake the feene unblefs'd 
Which firft beheld your faithful breaft 

To groundle(s fears a prey : . 
Come, where with my prevailing lyre 
‘The tkics, the freams, the groves confpire 

To charm your doubts away, : 

Vit, 
Thron'd in the fun’s defcending car, 
‘What power unieen difnieth far 
This tenderncts of mind ? 
at goss imifes on yorder Sood? 











What god, in whifpers from the woot 
Bids every thought be kind? “7 
x. 
O thou, whate’er thy awful name, 
Whofe wifdom our untoward frame 
With facial love reftrains; > 
Thou, who by fair affection’s ties 
Giv’ft us to double all our joys 
” And half difarm our paics : 


x. 
Let univerfal candour fill, 
Clear as yon heaven-reflecting rill, 
Preferve my open mind ; 
Nor this nor that man’s crooked ways 
One fordid doubt within me raife 
To injure human kind. ~ 


ODE VI 
RYMN TO CHEERFULNESS. 


How thick the thades of evening clofe! 
How pale the tky with weight of {rows ! 
Hutte, light the tapers, urge the fire, 
And bid the joleis day retire. 
~——Alas, in vain I try within 
To brighten the dejected fcene, 
While rous’d by grief thefe fiery pains 
Tear the frail texture of my veins: 
While winter's voice, that itorms around, 
And yon deep death-bell’s groaning found 
Renew my’ mind’s oppreffive gloom, 
Till farting horror thakes the room. 

Is there in nature no kind power’ 
To footh affietion’s lonely hour? 
To blunt the edge of dire difeate, 
And teach thefe wintery fhades to pleafe? 
Come, cheerfulnefs, triumphant fair, 
Shine through the hovering cloud of care + 
O fweet of language, mild of mien, 
O virtue’s friend and pleafure’s queen, 
Aflivage the flames that burn my breatt, 
Compote my jarring thoughts to reft 5 
And while thy gracious gifts I feel, 
My fong thall all thy’ praife reveal. 

As once ("twas in Aftrea's reign) 
The vernal powers renew’d their train, 
It happen’d that immortal leve 
Was ranging through the {pheres above, 
And downward hither caft his eye 
The year’s returning pomp to fpy. ‘ 
He faw the radiant god of day, 
Waft in his car the roly May 5° 
‘Phe fragrant airs and genial hours 
Were thedding round him dews and flowers ¢ 
Before his wheels Aurora pafs'd, 2 7” 
And Hetpei’s galilen lamp was laft. 
But, faireit of the blooming throng, 
When health majeftic mov'd along, 
Delighted to furvey below 
‘The joys which from her prefence flow, 
While earth enliven’d hears her voice; * 
And fwains, and flocks, and fields rejoice 5 
Then mighty love her charms confefs'd, - 
And foon his vows inclin’d her breaft, 
And, known from that aufpicious morn, 
Thee plesfing cheerfulnefs, Was bora, * 


‘Thou cheerfulnefs, by heaven defiga’d 
‘To fway tite movements of the mind, 
Whateyer feitful paffion {prings, 
‘Watever wayward fortune brings 
To dilarrange the power within, 
And ftrain the mulical machine ; 
‘Thou, Goddefs, thy attempering hand 
“Doth each difcerdant ftring command, 
Refines the foft, and {wells the ftrong 5 
And, joining nature's general fong, 
Through many a varying tone unfolds 
The harmony of human fouls. 

Fair guardian of domeftic life, 
Kind banifher of homebred ftrife, 
Nor fallen lip, nor taunting eye, 
“Deforms the fcene where thou art by: 
No fickening butband damns the hour 
‘Which hound his joys to female power; 
No pining-mother weeps the cares 
Which parent's wafte on thankle(s heirs: 
‘The officious daughters pleas’d attend ; 
‘The brother adds the name of friend : 


By thee with flawers their board is crown’d, 


With fongs from thee their walks refound ; 
And morn with welcome luftre fhines, 
And evening unperceiv'd declines. 

1s there a youth, whofe anxious heart 
Labours with love’s unpitied {mart ? 
‘Though now he ftray by rills and bowers, 
And weeping wafte the lonely hours, 
Or if the nymph her audience deiga, 
Debate the tory of his pain 
With flavith looks, difcolour'd eyes, 
And accents faltering into fighs; 
Yet thou, anfpicious power, with eafe 
Cantt yield him happier arts to pleafe, 

Inform his mien with manlier charms, 
Inftrué his tongue with noble arms, 
With more commanding paftion move, 
And teach the dignity of love. 
© Friend to the mafe and all her traip, 
For thee I court the mufe agains 
The mufe for thee may well exert 
Her pomp, her charms, her fondeft art, 
‘Who owes to thee that pleafing fway 
Which earth and peopled heaven obey. 
Let melancholy’s plaintive tongue 
Repeat what later bards have fung ; 
But thine was Homer's ancient might, 
And thine victorious Pindar’s Right: 
Thy wr each Lefhian wreath attir’d: 
Thy 14 Sicilian reeds infpir’d : .. 
Tay" Ipirit lent the glad perfume — 
‘Whence yet the flowers of Teos bleom . 
‘Whence yet from ‘Tibur’s Sabine vale 
Delicious blows the enlivening gale, 
While Horace calis thy fportive choir, 
Heroes and aymphs, around his lyre. * 

But fee where yonder penfive fage 

(A prey perhaps to foftune’s Tage, 
Perhaps by tender griefs opprefs'd, 

Or blooms congenial to his breatt) 
Retires in defart fcenes to dweli, 

And bids the joylefs world farewell. 
Alone he treads the autumnal thade, 

Alone peneath the mountain Jaid 


obpzES. 


He (ees the nightly damps afcend, 
And gathering torms aloft impend; 
He hears the neighbouring furges roll, . 
And raging thunders thake the pole s 
Then, flruet by every object round, 
And ftuun’d by every horrid found, 
He afks a clue for nature’s ways; | 
But evil haurits him through the maze: 
He fees ten thoufand demons rife 
‘To wield the empire of the tkies, 
And chance and fate affume the rod, 
And malice blot the throne of God. 
0 thon, whofe pleafing power 1 fing, 
Thy lenient influence hither brin; 3 
Compole the ftorm, difpel the gloom, 
Till nature wear her wonted bloom, 
Till fields and thades their fweets exhale, 
And mutfic {well each opening gale: 
Then o'er his breaft thy foftneis pour, 
And fet him learn the timely bour 
To trace the world’s benignant laws, 
And judge of that prefiding caufe, 
Who founds on difcord beauty’s réeigny 
Converts to pleafure every pain, a 
Subdues each hoitile form to rett, 
And bids the univerfe be ble(s"d. 

O thou whofe pleafing power £ fing, 
If right I touch the votive fring, 
If equal praife I yield thy name, 
Still govern thou thy poet's flame 
Still with the mufe my bofom thare, 
And footh to peace intruding care. 
But moft-exert thy pleafing power 
On friendthip’s confecrated hour ; 
And while my Sophron points the toad 
To gadlike wifdom’s calm abode, a 
Or warm in freedom’s ancient canfe 
Traceth the fource of Albion's laws, 
Add thou o'er all the generous foil 
‘Lhe light of thy unclouded fmile. 
But, if by fortune’s ftubbora fway, 
From him and frienthip torn away, 
1 court the mufe’s healing f{pell 
For griefs that fill with ablence dwell, 
Do thou conduct my fancy’s dreams 
To fuch indulgent placid themes, 
As juft the ftraggling breaft may cheer 
And juft fufpend the ftarting tear, 
‘Yet leave that facred fenfe of woe 


Which none but friends and lovers know. 


ODE Vil. 


ON THE USE OF POETRY. | 


i 
Nor for shemfelves did human kind 
Contrive the parts by heaven affign’d 
On life’s wide fcene tu play = 
Not Scipio’s force, nor Cxfar’s tkill 
Can conquer glory’s arduous hill, 
Hf fortune clofe the way. 


u. 
Yet ftill the felf-depending foul, 
Though laf and leait in fortune’s ni, 
His proper fpheye commands; | 
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And knows what nature’s feal bef ow'd, 
And fees, before the throne of God, 
‘The rank in which he ftands. 
fesa 
‘Who train’d by laws the future age, 
Who reicucd nations from the rage 
Of partial, factious power, 
My heart with dittant homage views ; 
Content if thou, celeftial muie, 
» Didi rule my natal hour. 
Iv. 
Not far beneath the heroe’s feet, 
Nor from the legiflator’s feat 
i Stands far remote the bard. 
‘Though not with public terrors crown’d, * 
Yer wider hall his rule be found, 
More lafting his award. 


v. 
“Lycurgus fathion’d Sparta’s fame, 
And Pompey to the Roman rame 

Gave univerfal fway: , : 
‘Where are they ?~—-Homer’s reverend page 
Holds empire to the thirtieth age, 

And tongues and climes obey. 


vi. 

And thus when William's acts divine 

No longer fhall from Bourkon’s line 
Draw one vindictive vow; 

‘When Sidney thal with Cato reft, 

And Ruffel move the patriot’s brea 
No more than Brutus now: 


vit. 
Yet then fhall Shakfpeate’s powerful arg 
O'er every pation, every heart, _ 
Confirm his awful throne : 7 
‘Tyrants fhall bow before his laws; 
And freedom’s, glory’s, virtue’s caufe, 
‘Their dread aflerter own. 


ODE VII 
ON LEAVING HOLLAND, 


: lo. 
Farrwetwt to Leyden’s lonely hound, 
The Belgian mute’s fober feat ; 
Where dealing frugal gifts around 
‘Yo alf the favorites at her feet, * 
She trains the hody’s bulky frame , s 
For paftive, perfevering toils; 
And left, from any prouder aim, 
The daring mind fhould {corn her homely fpoils, 
She breathes maternal fogs to damp its reitlefs 
flame, : 
Lo2 
Farewell the grave, pacific air, 
‘Where never mountain zephyr blew: 
The marfhy levels lank and bare, 
Which Pan, which Ceres never knew: 
‘The Naiads, with obfcene attire, 
‘Urging in vain their urns to flow; 
While round them chaunt the croaking choir, 
And haply fouth fome loyer’s prudent woe, 
Or prompt tome reftive bard, and modulate his 
Jyre. 
L 3 
Farewell, yenymphs, whom fober care of gain 


Snatch’d in your cradles trom the god of love: 





AKENSIDE, 


She render’d all his boafted arrows vain; 
And alt his gifts did he in fpite remove, 
Ye too, the flow -ey’d fathersof the land, [hand 
With whom dominion fteals from hay v 
Unown'd, undignify’d by public cinice, \, 
I go where liberty to all is known, : 
And tells a monarch on his throne, 
He reigns not but by her preferving voice. 
i 1+ 
O my lov'd England, when with thee 
Shali I'fit dawn, to part no more? 
Far from this pale, difcolour’d fea, 
That fleeps upon the reedy fhore, 
When hail I plough thy azure tide ? 
When an thy hills the flocks admire, 
Like mountain {nows ; till down their fide 
T trace the village and the facred fpire, [divide 


4 While bowers and copies green the golden flope 


Il. 2, 
Ye nymphs who guard the pathlefs grove, 
Ye blue-ey’d filters of the ftreams, 
With whom I wont at morn to rove, 
With whom at noon [ talk’d in dreams? 
O! take me to your haunts ‘again, 
‘The rocky (pring, the greenwood glade; 
To guide my lonely footfteps deign, 
To prompt my flumbers in the murmuring fhade, 
And footh my vacant ear with many an airy ftrain. 


TL 3 
And thou, my faithful harp, no longer mourn 
Thy drooping matter’s inau{picious band : 
Now brighter fkies and frether gales return, 
Now faiter maids thy melody demand. 
Daughters of Albion, liften to my lyre! 
O Phoebus, guardian of the Aonian choir, 
Why founds not mine harmonious as thy own, 
. When ail the virgin deities above 
With Venus and with Juno move ° 
In concert round the Olympiay fathers throne ? 
: UL 4 
Thee too, protcétrefs of my lays, 
Elate with whofe majeftic call 
Above degenerate Litium’s praife, 
Above the flavith boaft of Gaul, 
I dare from impious thrones reclaim, 
And wanton floth’s ignoble charms, 
The honours of a peet’s name 
To Somers’ counfels, or to Hamden’s arms, 
Thee, freedom, I rejoin, and blefs thy geauing 
flame. * -¢ 


WM 2, 

Great citizen of Albion! Thee 

Heroic valour ftill attends 

And ufeful fcience pleas’d to fee 

How art her ftudious toil extends. 

While truth diffufing from on high 

A luftre unconfin'd as day, © 

Fills and commands the public eye ; 

Till, pierc'd and finking by her powerful ray, 
Tame rath and monkifh awe, like nightly demons 
ye 5 


HE 3 , : 
Hence the whole land the patriot’s ardour 
fhares: 
* Hence dread religion dwells with focial Jy4 
And holy paffions and unfullied cares, 
In youth, in age, domeftic life employ, 


ODES. "3 


© fair Britannia, hail With partial love 
The tribes of men their native feats approve, 
Unjutt and hoitile to each foreign fame: 
‘But when for generous minds and manly laws 
_ A nation holds her prime applaate, 
Paoeir public zeal thall all reproof difelaim. 











Now with like awe doth living merit ftan: 

While he, whom virtue in his left retreat 

Bade focial eafe and public paflions meet, 
Afcends the civil fcene, and knows to be a man. 





vi. 
At length in view the glorious end appear’d: 
We faw thy fpirit unongh the fenate reign ; 
d 


ODE Ix And freedom's friends thy inflant omen herd: 
. a Of laws for which their fathers bled in vain. 
TO CURSO *. Wak’d in the ftrife the public genius rofe 
1744 ‘More keen, more ardent from his long repofe: 


Deep through her bounds the city felt his call: 
Each crowded haunt was ftirr’d beneath his 

power, 

And murmuring challeng’d the deciding hoar 

Of that too vatt event, tie ope and dread of all. 
vil. 

O ye good powers who Jook on hnman kind, 
InStru& the mighty moments as they roll; , 
And watch the fleeting thapes in Curio's mind, 
And fteer his paflions fteady to the goal , 
O Alfred! father of the Englith name, 

O valiant Edward! firft in civil fame, 

.O Wiiliam! height of public virtue pure, 
Eend from your radiant feats a joyful eye 
Behold the fum of all your labours ni h, 

Your plans of law complete, your ends of rule 


i 
Turice hath the {pring beheld thy faded fame 
Since Lexulting grafp'd the tuncful thell: 
Eager through endlels years te found thy name, 
Proud that my memory with thine thould dweil, 
How haft thou ftain'd the {plendor of my choice! 
‘Thofe godlike forms which hover’d round thy 
voice, : 
Laws, freedom, glory, whither are they flown? 
What can I now of thee to time report, 
Save thy fond country‘made thy impious fport, 
Her fortune and her hope the viGlims of thy own? 
iw 
‘There are with eyes unmov'd and recklefs heart 
Who faw thee from thy fummit fall thus low, 


Who deem’d thy arm extended but to dart fecure. 

‘The public vengeance on thy private foe. vn 

But, tpite of every glofs of envious minds, Twas then—O fhame! © foul from faith 
» ‘Lee owl-gy'd race whom virtue’s iuGre blinds, eftrang’d! 


Who fagely prove that each man hath his Price, 
J fill betiev’d thy aim from blemith free, 
T yet, even yet, believe it, {pite of thee 

And all thy painted pieas to greatnefs and to vice. 


© Albion oft to flattering vows a prey! 

*Twas then—Thy thought what tudden frenzy 
chang’d ? 

What ruthing palfy took thy ftrength away ? 

Is thie the man in freedom’s caufe approv’d ? 

The man fo great, fo honour'd, fo below’d ? 

Whom the dead envy’d, and the living blefs’d? 

This patient flave by tinfel bonds allur'd ? : 

This wretched fuitor for a boon abjur’d? 

Whom thofe that fear’d him, feorn; that truted 

him, deteft ? 


. i 
' © Thou didft not dream of liberty decay'd, 
+“ Nor wifh to make her guardian laws more 
: ftrong: : 
“ But the rath many, fir by thee mifled, 
* Bore thee at length unwillingly along.” 
* Rife from your fad abodes, ye curft of old, 
For faith deferted or for cities fold, 
Own here one untry’d, unexampled, deed ; 
One myttery of fhame from Curio, learn, —. 
“Lo beg the infamy he did not earn, {meed.’ 
And {cape in guilt’s difpuife from virtue’s offer'd 
Iv. 
For faw we not that dangerous power avow'd, 
Whom freedom oft hath found her mortal bane, 
Whom public wiidom ever ftrove to exclude, 
a And yur with blufhes fuffereth in her train? 
C tion vaunted her bewitching fpoils, 
ver court, o'er fenate, {pread in pomp her toils, 
And call'd herfelf the ftates diredting foul: 
Till Curio, like a good magician, tey'd 
‘With eloquence and reafon at his fide, trol, 
By ftrength uf holier fpells the enchantrefs to con- 


Ix. 

O loft alike to ation and repofe! > 

With all that habit of familiar fame, 

Sold to the mockery of relentlefs fees, [fhame, 

And deom’d ‘to exhauft the dregs of life in 

To act with burning brow and throbbing heart 

A poor deferter’s dull exploded part, 

To flight the favour thou canit hope no more, 

Renounce the giddy crowd the vulgar wind, 

Charge thy own lightnefé on thy country’s mind, 
And iron her voice appeal to each tame foreign 

OT ey . : 





5 

But England's fons, to purchafe thence applaufe, 

Shall ne'er the loyalty of ilaves pretend, : 

By courtly paffions try the public caufe; 

Nor to the forms of rule betray the end, 

O race ereét! by manlieft paflions mov’d, 

The labours which to virtue ftand approv’d, 

Prompt with a lover's foudnefs to furvey ; 

Yet, where injuitice works her wilful claim, 

Fierce as the flight of Jove’s deftroying flame, 
Impatient to confront, and dreadful to repay. 


xi. 
Thefe thy heart owns no longer. In their room 
See the grave queen of pageants, honour, dwell, 


: Vv. 
Soon with thy country’s hope thy fame extends ; 
. The refened merchant oft thy words refonnds: 
-'Phee and thy caufe the rural hearth defends : 
. His bowl to thee the grateful failor crowns: 
The learn’d reclufe, with awful zeal who tead 
OF Grecian heroes, Roman Patriots dead, 





% See the * Epifle to Curia” 


qm 


Couch’d in thy hofom’s deep tempeftuous gloom 
B.ike fome grim idol in a forcerer’s cell. 
Before her rites thy fickening reafon flew, 
Divine petfuafion from thy tongue withdrew, 
While laughter mock’d, or pity ftole a figh : 
Can wit her tender movements rightly frame 
‘Where the prime function of the foul is lame ? 
Can fancy’s feeble fprings the force of truth fupply ? 
xi, 
But come: ‘tis time: ftrong deftiny impends 
‘To fhut thee from the joys thou haft betray'd: 
‘With princes fill’d, the folemn fane afcends, 
By infamy, the mindful demon fway’d. 
"There vengeful vows for guardian laws effac'd, 
From nations fetter’d,and from towns laid wafte, 
For ever through the {pacious courts refound: 
‘Their long pofterity’s united groan 
And the fad charge of horrors not their own, 
Aflail the giant chiefs, and prefs them to the 
ground. 3 
: xu. 
In fight old Time, imperious judge, awaits: 
Above revenge, or fear, or pity, juft, 
He argeth onward to thofe guilty gates . 
‘The great, the fage, the happy, and auguft. 
And {till he atks them of the hidden plan 
Whence every treaty, every war began, 
Evolves their fecrets and their guilt proclaims: 
And itill his handsttefpoi] them on the road 
‘Of each vain wreath by tying bards beftow’d, 
And cruh their trophies huge, and raife their 
fculptur'd names, 


xIvV. 
Ye mighty fhades, arife, give place, attend : 
Here his eternal manfion Curio fecks; {bend, 
~—Low doth proud Wentwortg to the ftranger 
And his dice welcome hardy Clifford fpeaks: 
* He comes, whom fate with furer arts prepar’d 
“ ‘To accomplith all which we but vainly dar'd; 
“ Whom o’cr the ftubborn herd fhe taught to 
“ reign (power 
** Who footh’d with gandy dreams their raging 
« Even to its laft irrevocable hour: 
Then baflled their rude ftrength, and broke 
** them to the chain.” 


¥ 


xv. 
But ye, whom yet wife liberty infpires, 
‘Whom for her champions 6’er the world the 

claims, 

{That houfehold godhead whom of old your fires 
Sought in the woodsof Elbe,and bore to Thames) 
Drive ye this hoftile omen far away; 
‘Their own tell efforts on her foes repay; 
Your wealth, your arts, your fame, be hers alone: 
Still gird your fwords to combat on her fide ; 

* Still frame your laws her gencrous teft to abide ; 
And win to her defence the altar and the throne. 
xvr. 

- Proteé her from yourfelves, ere yet the flood 
Of golden luxury, which commerce pours, 
Hath fpread that felfith fiercenefs through your 

blood, 

‘Which not her lighteft. difcipline endures: 

Snatch from fantaltic demagogues her caufe: 

Dream not of Numa’s manners, Plato’s laws: 

- A wifer founder, and a nobler plan, 

© fons of Alfred, were for you affign’d; 

Bring to that birthright but an equal mind, 
And no fublimer lot will fate referve for an. 
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ODE xX. 
To THE MUSE, 


1 
Qurew of my fongs, harmonious maid, 
why haft thou withdrawn thy aid? 
* Ah why forfaken thus my breaft’ 
With inaufpicious damps opprefs'd? 
Where is the dread prophctic heat, 
With which my bofom wont to beat? 
Where all the bright myfterious dreams. 
Of haunted groves and tuneful ftreams, 
‘That woo’d my genius to divineft themes? 
ua 
Say, goddefs, can the feftal board, 
Or young Olympia’s form ador'd: 
Say, can the pomp of promis'd fame 
Reiume thy faint, thy dying flame? 
Or have melodious airs the power 
* To give one free, poetic hour? 
Or, from amid the Elyfian train, 
‘The foul of Milton fhall I gain, 
To win thee back with fome celeftial ftrain? 





mL 

O powerfal ftrain, O facred foul! 

His numbers every fenfe contronl; 

And now again my bofom burns; 

The mufe, the mufe herfelf, returns, 

Such on the banks of ‘Tyne, confefs'd, 

1 hail’d the fair immortal gueft, ~ 

When firit the feal’d me for her own, 

Made ali her blifsful treafures known, 
And bade me fwear to follow her alone,"_ 


ODE XI. 
ON JOVE. TO A FRIEND. 


; areas 

No, foolith youth—T’o virtuous fame 

If now thy early hopes be vow'd, 

If true ambition’s nobler flame 

Command thy footiteps from the crowd, 

Lean not to love’s enchanting fnarey 

His fongs, his words, his looks beware, 
Nor join his votaries, the young and fair. 


we 
By thought, by dangers, and by toils, 
‘The wreath of juft renown is worn; 
Nor will ambition’s awful fpoils 
‘The flowery pomp of eafe adorn: 

But love unbends the force of thought; 
By love unmanly fears are taught ; 
And love's reward with gaudy floth is bos 

ML > 
Yet thou haft read in tuneful lays, 
And heard from many a zealous breaft, 
The pleafing tale of beauty’s praife' 
In wildonu’s lofty language drefs’d; 
Of beauty powerful to impart 
Each finer fenfe, cach comlier art, 
And footh and polifh man’s ungentle heart, 
Iv. 
If then, from love’s deceit fecure, . 
Thus far alone thy withes tend, 
Go; fee the white-wing’d evening hour 
On Delia’s vernal walk defcend: 
Go, while the golden light ferene, 
"The grove, the lawn, the foften’d fcene, 
Becomes the prefence of the rural queen, + 





t 


ODES, 


v 
Attend, while that harmonious tongue 
Fach bofom, each defire commands : 
AySile’s lute by Hermes ftrung 
ad touch'd by chafte Minerva’s hands, 
vattend, I feel a force divine, 
<_O Delia, win my thoughts to thine ; 
‘That half the colour of thy life is mire. 
* VIL 
Yet, confcious of the dangerous charm, 
Soon would I turn my fteps away ; 
Nor oft provoke the lovely harm, 
Nor lull my reafon’s watchful fway. 
But thou, my friend—I hear thy fighs: © 
Alas, I read thy downcaft eyes + 
And thy tongue faulters; and thy colour flies. 
Vin 
So foon ugain to meet the fair? 
So penfive all this abfent hour ? 
—O yet, unlucky youth, beware, 
White yet to think is in thy power. 
In vain with friendfhip’s flattcring name 
Thy patfion veils its inward fhame 5 
Friendfhip, the treacherous fuel of thy flame! 
Vili, i 
Once I remember, new to love, 
And dreading his tyrannic chain, 
I fought a gentle maid to prove 
‘What peaceful joys in friendthip reign 5 
‘Whence we forfooth might fafely ftand, 
And pitying vicw the tove-fick band, 
And mock the winged boy’s malicious hand, 


Ix, 
‘Thus frequent pafs'd the cloudlefs day, 
‘To fmiles and tweet difcourfe refign’d 5 
While Lexulted to furvey 
One generous woman’s real mind: 
Till Fiendthip foon my languid breatt 
Each night with unknown cares poffefs'd, 


Dalh'd my coy flumbers, or my dreams diftrefv'd. 


x. 
Foo! that I was!—And now, even now 
While chus I preach the Stoic itrain, 
‘Unlefs I than Olympia’s view, 
An hour unfays it all again. 
© friend '—when love dire@s her eyes 
To pierce where every paflion lics, 

Where is the firm, the cautious, or the wife ? 


ODE xu.° 


* pa FRANCIS HENRY DRAKE, BART, 


% 
Brnoxp, the balance in the fry 
Swift on the wintery feale inclines; 
To earthy caves the Dryads fly, 
And the bare paftures Pan refigns, 
Late did the farmer’s fork oerfpread 
With recent foil the ewice-mown mead, 
‘Painting the bloom which autumn knows: 
He whets the ruity coulter now, 
He binds his oxen to the plough, 


: And wide his‘ tuture karvelt throws, 


ue 
Now, London’s bufy confines round, 
Ry Keufington’s imperial towers, 


From Highgate’s rongh defcent profound, 
Effexian heaths, or Kentith bowers, 
Where’er f pafs, I fee approach 
Some rural itatefman’s eager coach 
Hurried by fenatorial cares : 
Where rural nymphs (alike within, 
fpiring courtly praife to win) - 
Debate their drefs, reform their airs. 
a. 
Say, what can now the country boaft, 
O Drake, thy footiteps to detain, 
When peevith winds and gloomy froft 
The funthine of the temper ftain? 
Say, are the priefts of Devon grown 
Friends to this tolerating throne, 
Champions for George’s legal right 2 
Have general freedom, equal law, 
Won to the glory of Naffau 
Each bold Weflexian fquire and knight $ 
iv. 
I donbt it mich; and guefs at leat 
That when the day, which made us free, 
Shall next return, that facred feaft 
Thou better may’ft ohferve with me. 
With me the fulphurous treafon old 
A far inferior part thal hold 
In that glad day’s triumphal ftrain; 
And generous William be rever’d, 
Nor one untimely accent heard 
OF James or his ignoble reign, 
vy, 


Then, while the Gafcon’s fragrant wine 

With modeft cup§ our joy fupplies, 

We'll truly thank the power divine 

Who bade the chief, the patriot rife; 

Rife from heroic eafe (the fpoil 

Due, for his youth’s Herculean toil, 

From Belgium to her faviour fon} 

Rife with the fame unconquer'd zeal 

For our Britannia’s injur’d weal, . 

Her laws defac’d, ber fhrines o’erthrown, 
vi. 


He came. The tyrant from our fhore, 
Like a forbidden demon, fled; 

And to eternal exile bore 

Pontific rage and vaffal dread, 

‘There fubk the-moniderine Gothic reigns 
New years came forth, a liberal train, 
Call'd by the people’s great decree.’ 

‘Vhat day, my friend, let bleffings crown? 
—Fill, to the demigod’s renown 

From whom thou haft that thou art free. 


vit, 
Then, Drake, (for wherefore thould we part 
‘The public and the private weal ?) 
In vows to her who fways thy heart, 
Fair health, giad fortune, will we deal. 
Whether Aglaia’s blooming check,” 
Or the foft ornaments that {peak 
So eloquent in Daphne's {mile, 
Whether the piercing lights that fly 
From the dark heaven o! Myrto’seye, 
Haply thy fancy then beguile. 

vu. 

For fo it is. Thy ftubborn breaft, ‘ 
‘Though touch’d by many a fighter wound, 
Hath no full conqueft yet confets’d, ° 
Nor the one fatal charmer found, 


2 
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While I, a true and loyal fwaia, 

My fair Olympia’s gentle reign 
Through all the varying feafons own, 
Her genius till my bofom warms : 
No other maid for me hath charms, 
Or I have eyes for her alone, 


ODE XUL 
ON LYRIC POETRY. 


Lr 
Oxce more I join the Thefpian choir, 
And tafte the infpiring fount agains 
O parent of the Grecian lyre, 
Admit me to thy powerful ftrain— 
‘And lo, with cafe my ftep invades 
The pathlefs vale and opening fhades, 
‘Till now I tpy ber verdant feat : 
And now at large f drink the found, 
While thefe her offspring, liftening round, 
By turng her melody repeat. 
ia 
I fee Anacreon fimile and fing, 
His filver treffes breathe pertume ; 
His cheek difplays a fecond {pring 
Of roles taught by wine to bloom. 
Away, deceitful cares, away, 
And let me liften to his lay ; 
Let me the wanton pomp enjoy, 
* While in fmooth dance his light-wing’d hours 
Lead round his lyre its patron powers, 
Kind laughter and convivial joy. 





Broke from the fetters of his native land, 
Devoting fhame and vengeance to her lords, 
With louder imputfe and a threatening hand 
‘The*Lefbian patriot {mites the founding chords: 
Ye wretches, ye perfidious train, 
Ye curs'd of gods and free-born men, 
Ye murderers of the laws, 
‘Though now ye glory in your luft, 
Though now ye tread the feeble neck in duft, 
Yet time and righteous Jove will judge your 
dreadful caufe. 
If x. 
But lo, to Sappho’s melting airs 
Defcends the radiant queen of love: 
She finiles, and afks what fonder cares 
Her fuppliant’s plaintive meafures move: 
Why is my faithful maid dittrefsd? 
Who, Sappho, wounds thy tender breaft ! 
Say, flies he Soon he Mall purfué : 
Sbuns he thy gifts He foon fhall give : 
Slights he thy forrows ?—He thall grieve, 
And foon to all thy withes bow. 
Th 2. 
But, O Melpemene, for whom 
‘Awakes thy golden fhell again ? 
What mortal breath fhall e’er prefume 
‘Yo echo that unbounded ftrain? 
Majettic in the frown of years, 
Behold the ¢ man of Thebes appears: 
For fome there are, whofe mighty frame 
‘Who hand uf Jove at birth endow’d 
* Alraus, 
. F Pindar. 
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With hopes that mock the gazing.crowd ¢ 
As eagles drink the noon-tide flasic, 
i 


rade 
While the dim raven beats her weary wi 
And clamours far below.—Propitious mule. 
While I fo late unlock thy purer fprings, 
And breathe whate’er thy ancient airs infule, - 
Wilt thou for Aibion’s fans around 
(Ne’er hadft thou audience more renown’d 
Thy charming arts employ, 
As when the winds from thore to hore 
Through Greece thy lyre’s perfuafive languag 
bore, 
Tiil towns and ifles and feas return'd the vocal joy 
HE 1. 
Yet then did pleafure’s lawlels throng, 
Oft ruthing forth in toofe attire, 
‘Thy virgin dance, thy graceful fong, 
Pollute with impious revels dire. 
O fair! O chafte! thy echoing thade 
May no foul difcord here invade : 
Nor let thy ftrings one accent move, 
Except what earth’s untroubled ear 
*Mid all her focial tribes may hear, 
And heaven’s unérring throne approve. 
Il. 2. 
Queen of the lyre, in thy retreat 
The faireft flowers of Pindus glow ; 
The vine afpires to crown thy feat, 
And myrties round thy laurel grow 5 
Thy ftrings adapt their varied ftrain 
Yo every pleafure, every pain, 
Which mortal tribes were born to prove ; 
And ttrait our paffions rife or fall, 
As at the wind’s imperious call 
The ocean {wells, the billows move. 





When midnight litenso’er the lumbering earth‘ 
Let me, O mufe! thy folenin whifpers hear : 
‘When morning fends her fragrant breezes forth 
With airy murmurs touch my opening ear. ~ 
And ever watchful at thy fide, 
Let wildom’s awful fuffrage guide 
The tenor of thy lay: : 
To her of old by Jove was given 
To judge the various deeds of earth and heaven, 
*Twas thine by gentle arts to win us to her fway; 
Iver 
Oft as, to wellearn’d eafe refign'd, 
I quit the maze where fcience toils, 
Do thou refreth my yielding mind 
‘With all thy gay, delufive fpoils. 
But, O indulgent, come not nigh 
The duty tteps, the jealous eye 
Of wealthy care or gainful ages * 
‘Whofe barren fouls thy joys difdain, 
And hold as foes to reafon’s reign 
Whonie’er thy lovely works engage. 
When friendthip and when ietter’d mirtls 
Haply partake my fimple board, 
Then let thy blamelefs hand call forth 
The mufic of the Teian chord. * 
Or if invok’d at fofter hours, 
O! {eek with me the happy bowers 
That hear Oiympia’s gentle tongue ; 
- Feo beauty link’d with virtue’s train, 
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To love devoid of jealous pain, 
' There let .he Sapphic lute be ftrang: 
viges . WV. 3. 


Bw. when fram envy and from death to claim 
# hero bleeding for his native land ; 
“When to throw incenfe on the veftal flame 
Of liberty my genius gives command, 
Nor Theban voice sor Lefbian lyre 
From thee ! O mufe, do I require; 
While my prefaging mind, 
Confcious of powers fhe never knew, 
Aftoni('d grafps at things beyond her view, 
Nor by another’s fate fubmits to be confin’d. 


ODE XIlv. 


TO THE HON. CHARLES TOWNSEND. 


From the country. 


; e 
Sav, Townthend, what can London boaft 
To pay thec for the pleafures loft, 

‘The health to-day refign'd ; 
‘When fpring from this her favourite feat 
Bade winter haten his retreat, 

And met the wettern wind. 


m 
Oh knew't thou how the bamly air, 
‘The fun, the azure heavens prepare 
To heal thy languid frame ; 
No more would noify courts engages} 
In vain would lying faction’s rage ~ 
Thy facred leifure claim. 





un 
Oft I look’d forth, and oft admi 
Till with the ftudious volume tir'd 
I fought the open day; 
And fure, I cry’d, the raral gods 
Expect me in their green abodes, 
And chide my tardy ftay. 
Iv. 


But ah in vain ‘my reftlefs feet 

Trac’d every filent fady feat 
Which knew their forms of old : 

Nor Naiad by her fountain laid, 

Nor Wood-nymph tripping through her glade, 
Did now their rites unfold : 


Vv. 
Whethy: to nurfe fome infant oak 
Lgr“.urn the flowly-tinkling brook 
and catch the pearly flowers, 
Or bruth the mildew from the woods, 
- Or paint with noon-tide beams the buds, 
Or breathe on opening flowers. 
7 vi. 
Such rites, which they with {pring renew, 
‘The eyes of care can never view ; 
And cate hath long been mine: 
And hence offended with their gueft, 
Since grief of love my foul opprefs'd, 
They hide their toils divine. 
: : vin. 
But foon thall thy enlivening tongue 
* This heart, by dear affliction wrnng, 
With noble hope infpire 
7 








Then will the fylvan powers again 
Receive me in their genial train, 

And iften to my lyre. 

. VIL. 

Beneath yon Dryad’s lonely fhade, 
A ruftic altar fhall be paid, 

OF turf with Jaurel fram’ 
And thou the infcription wilt approve; 
“ ‘This for the peace which, loft by love, 

“ By friendthip was reclaim’d.” 





ODE xv. 
‘GO THE EVENING-STAR. 


% 

To-nrcuT retir’d the queen of heaven. 
With young Endymion ftrays: 

And now to Hefper is it given 

A while to rule the vacant fky, 

Till the thali to her lamp fuppiy 
A ftream of lighter says. 


it, 
O Hefper! while the ftarry throng 
With awe thy paths furrounds, 
Oh liften to my fuppliant fong, 
If haply now the vocal {phere 
Can faffer thy delighted ear 
To ftoop to mortal founds. 
bite 
So may the bridegroom’s genial {train j 
Thee {till invoke to fhine + 
So may the bride’s unmarried train 
‘To Hymen chaunt their flattering vow, 
Still that his lucky torch may glow 
With luitre pure as thine. 
Iv. 
Far other vows mutt I prefer 
To thy indulgent power, 
Alas! but now I paid my tear 
On fair Olympia’s virgin tomb : 
And lo, from thence, in queft I roam 
Of Philomela’s bower. ; 


v- 
Propitious fend thy golden ray, * 
Thou pureft light above: | 
Let no fulfe flame feduce to ftray 
Where gulf or teep lie hid for harms 
But lead where mufic’s healing charm 

May footh afflicted Jove. 

vi. 

To them, by many a grateful fong 

In happier feafons vow'd, 
Thefe lawns, Olympia’s haunt, belong: 
Oft by you filver ftream we walk’d, 
Or fix’d, while Philomela talk’d, 

Beneath yon copfes ftood. 

¢ vin 

Nor feldom, where the beachen boughs 

That rooflefs tower invade, 
We come while her enchanting mufe 
The radiant moon above vs held: 
Till by a clamorous ow] compell’'d 

She fled the folemn fhade. 

vu. * 

But hark; E hear her liquid tone. 

Now, Hefper, guide mny feet 
Down the red marl with mo& o’ergrown, 
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Through yon wild thicket next the plain, 
‘Whole hawthorns choke the winding lane ~ 
‘Which leads to her retreat. 
Ix. 
See the green {pace ; on either hand 
Enlarg'd it {preads around : 
See, in the midtt the takes her ftand, 
Where one old oak his awful fade 
Extends o'er halfthe ievel mead 
+, Enclos'd in wovuds profound. 
x. 
Hark, how through many a melting note 
She now prolongs her lays: 
How (weetly down the void they float! 
The breeze their magic path attends: 
The ftars fhine out: the foreft bends: 
‘The wakeful heifers gaze. 
xi : 
- Whoe’er thou art whom chance may bring 
To this equefter'd fpot, 
Af then the plaintive fyren fing, 
Oh foftly tread beneath her bower, 
And think of heaven's difpofing power, 
Of man’s uncertain lot. ‘ 


air. 
Oh think, o’er all this mortal tage, 
What mournful fcenes arite : 

* ‘What ruin waits on kingly rage 
How often virtue dwells with wot: 
How many griefs from knowledge flow t 

How {wiftly pleafure flies, 

. patie 

© facred bird, let me at eve, 

‘Thus wandering all alone, 
‘Thy tender counfel oft receive, 
Bear witnefs to thy peofive airs, 
And pity riature’s common cares 

Tul f forget my own, 


ODE XVI. 


TO CALEB HARDINGE, M. D. 


: 1 a : 
Wirn fordid floods the wintery # urn 
Hath ftain’d fuir Richmond’s level green: 
Her naked hill the Dryads moura, : 
No longer a poetic feene. 
No longer there thy mrad eye 
‘The beauteous forms of carth or tky 
Surveys asin their author's mind ; 
And London fheiters from the year 
‘Vhofe whom thy tocial hours to fhare 
The Attic mufe defign’d. 
Il. 
From Hampftead’s airy fummit me 
Her guett the city fhall behold, 
What day the people’s fern decree 
To unbelieving kings is told, 
‘When common men (the dread of fame) 
~ Adjudg’d as one of evil name, 
Beiore the fun, the anointed head. 
‘Then feek thou too the pious town, 


as 


® Aquarius, 


With no unworthy cares to crowt 

That evening’s awful thade, 

‘ar 

Deem not I call thee to deplore 
The facred martyr of the day, 
By fait and penitential lore 
‘To purge our ancient guilt away. 
For this, on humble faith 1 reft 
That ftill our advocate, the prieft, | 
From heavenly wrath will fave the 
Nor afk what rites our pardon gain, 
Nor how his potent founds reftrain 

The thunderer’s feed hand. 

rv. 

No, Hardinge: peace to church and ftate 
That evening, let the mute give law : 
While 1 anew the theme relate / 
Which my firft youth enamour’d faw. 
Then will I oft explore thy thought, 
What to reje& which Locke hath taught, 
What to purtue in Virgil's lay: ~ 
Till hope afcends to loftie# things, 
Nor envious demagogues ot kings 

Their frail and vulgar {way. 

v.. 

O vers'd in all the hiiman frame, 
Lead thou where’er my labour lies, 
And Englith fancy’s eager flame 
To Grecian purity chattife : 
While hand in hand, at wifdom’s fhrine, 
Beauty with trath I ftrive to join, 
And grave affent with glad applaufe ; 
To paint the ftory of the foul, 
And Plato’s vifions to controdl 

By Verulamain * laws. 





ODE xVIL 
ON A BERMON AGAINST GLORY 


1747- 


1. 
Come then, tell me, fage divine, 
Ts it an offence to own Ss 
‘That our botogs e’er incline 
Toward immortal giory’s throne? 
For with me nor pomp, nor pleafure, 
Bourbon’s might, Braganza’s treaiure, 
So can fancy’s dream rejoice, 
So conciliate reafon’s choice, 
As one approving ward of her impattial woe, 
IL 
If to fpurn at noble praife ) 
Be the paffport to thy heaven, © 
Follow thou thofe gloomy ways3 
No fuch iaw to me was given, 
Nor, I tru, thall T deplore me 
Faring like my friends before mes 
Nor an holier place deliré 
Than Timoleon’s arms acquire, 
And Tully’s curule chair,and Milton’s goldenlyres 


* Verulum gave one of bis tities to Francit 
Bacoa, Novum Grganum. 


Ope: s. 


ODE xvut 


TOZHE RIGHT HONOURABLE FRANCIS EARL oF 


HUNTINGDON. 


1747- 


"ha. E 

Tats "and great of every clime, 
‘Through all the {pacious walks of time; 

here’er the mufe ber power dilplay’d, 
With jay have liften’d, and obey’d. 
For, taught of heaves the facred nine 
Perfuafive numbers. forms divine, 

To mortal fenie impart : 
They bett the foul with gloty fire; 
‘They noblett counfels, boldett deeds infpire ; 
And high ver fortune’s rage enthcone the fixed 
heart, 





La 
Nor lefs prevailing is their charm 
Lhe vengeful bofom to ditarm ; 

- To melt the proud with human woe, 
And prompt unwilling tears to flow. 
Can wealth a power like this afford? 
Can Cromwell's arts, or Marlborough’s fword, 

. An equal empire claim ? F 
No, Haftings. Thou my wonls will own: 
«. Thy breaft the gifts of every Mufe hath known; 
Nor ihall the givers luve difgrace thy noble 
: name, : 
. I. $. 
The Mufe’s awful art, bled 
And the blett function of the poet’s tongue, 
, Ne’er fhalt thou bluth to honour; to allert 
From all that teorned vice or flavith fear hath 
Re ung, 
“Nor fall the blandifhment of Tufcan firings, ; 
Waibling at will in pleafure’s myrtle bower; 

-Nor fhall the fervile notes to Celtic kings 
By flattering minftrets paid in evil hour, 

Move thee to {purn the heaveuly Mufe’s reign, 

A different train, 

And other themes F 
From het prophetic thades and hallow’d ftreams 
(Thou well canft witnels) meet the purged 

ear? . . 
Such, as when Greece to her immortal thell 
Rejoicing liten’d, godlike founds to hear ; 


‘Yo hear the fweet inttru@rels tell ; 
vie men and heroes throng’d around) 
ow life its noblett ule may tind, 
How well for freedom be refign’d ; 
And how, by glory, virtue fall be crown’d. 
Woy , 
Such was the Chian father’s ftraia 
To many-a kind dometti: train, 
Whole pious hearth and genial bowl 
Had cheer’d the reverend pilgrim’s foul : 
When, every hofpitalle rite : 
With equal bounty to requite, 
He ttruck his magic rings ; 
And pour’d fpontancous nuinbers forth, 
And feta’d their ears with tales of ancient 
& worth, ‘ 
And fill'd their mufing hearts with vat 
Vou, IX, 


[things. 


heroic ]. 
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Il. 2. % 
Now oft, where happy {pitit dwell, 
Where yet he tunes his charming thell, 
Oft near him, with applauding bands, 
‘The genius of his country ftands, 
To littening gods he makes him known, 
That man divine, by whom were fown 
The feeds of Grecian fame: 

Who firit the race with freedom fir'd 3 
From whom Lycurgus Sparta’s fons infpir'’d 5 
From whom Piatzan palms and Cyprian trophies 

came. 











3. 
GO nobleg, happiett age ! 
When Ariftides rul’d, and Cimon fought 3 
When all the generdus fruits of Homer's page 
Ewulting Pindar faw to full perfeétion brought. 
O Piodar, oft halt thou be hail’d of me: 
Not that Apollo ted thee trom his Marine 5 
Not that thy lips drank fweetnefs from the bee; 
Nor yet that, tudious of thy notes divine, 
Pan dane’d their mealure with the fylvan 
throng: i 
But that thy fong 
‘Was proud to unfold 2: 
What thy bafe rulers trembled to behold ; 
Amid corrupted ‘Thebes was proud to tell 
The deeds of Athens and the Perfian thame : 
Hence on thy head their impious vengeance felle 
But thou, O faithful to thy fame, 
The Mule’s law did rightly knagy; 
That who would animate his lays, 
And other minds to virtue raife, 
Mult feel his own with all her fpirit glow. 
: Ill. t. 
Are there, approv’d of later times, 
Whofe ver(e adorn’d a * tyrant’s crimes? 
Who faw majettic Rome betray’d, 
And lent the imperial ruffian aid? 
Alas! not one polluted bard, 
No, not the ftrains that Mincius heard, 
Or Tibur’s hilis reply’d, . 
Dare to the Mufe’s ear afpire ; . 
, Save that, inftructed by the Grecian lyre, ‘ 
With freedom’s ancient notes their (hameful tafe ~ 
they hide. 
f TW a. : 
Mark, how the dread Pantheon ftands, 
Amid the domes. of modern hands : 
Amid the toys of idle fate, 
How fimply, how ferenely great! 
Then turn, and, while each weftern clime 
Prefents her tuneful fons to time, 
= So mack thou Milton’s namie; 
And add, “ Thus differs from the throng 
Sy ite fpirit which informn’d thy awful tong, 
“ Which bade thy potent voice proted thy 
“© country’s fame.” 
Hl, 3. 
. ~ « Yet hence barbaric zeat as 
His memory with unholy Tage purfuess 
While from thefe arduous cares of public weal , 


.She bids each bard begone, and ref him with 
his Mufe. . 





* Oftavianus Gxfar._ ; 
"50 


ye 


O fosl ! to think the man, whofe ample mind 
Mutt grafp at all that yonder ftars furvey ; 
Mutft join the noblett forms of every kind, 
‘The world’s moft periect image to difplay, 
Can e’er his country’s majefty behold, 
Unmov’'d or cold! . 
O fool! to deem 
That he, whofe thought muft vifit every th 
heart muft every ftrong emotion 
'd by nature, or by fortune taught ; 
‘That he, if haply tome prefumptuous foe, 
With falfe ignoble feience fraught, 
Shall {purn at freedom’s faithful band ; 
‘That he their dear defence will thun, 
Oc hide their glories irom the fun, 
Or deal their vengeance With a woman’s hand! 
, iV. x. 
Icare not that in Arno’s plain, 
Or on the tportive banks of Seine, 
From public themes the Mufe’s quire 
Content with polifh’d eate retire, 
Where priefts the (udivus head command, 
Where tyrants bow the warlike hand 
To vile ambition’s aim, 
Say, what can public themes afford, 
Save venal honours to an hateful lord, 
Referv'd for angry heaven, and icorn'd of honeft 


fame? 
. Wen 


But here, where freedom’s equal throne 
"To all hegvatiant fons is known ; 
Where all are confcious of her cares, 
And each the power, that rules him, hares ; 
Here let the bard, whole daitard tongue 
Leaves public arguments uniung, 
Bid public praite tarewell: 
* Let him to fitter climes remove, 
Far from the hero’s and the patriot’s love, 
And lull myfterious monks to flumber in their 


cell. 
IV. 3. 
O Haftings, not to all 
Can ruling heaven the fame endowments lend : 
Yer fil doth nature to her offspring call, 
“That to one general weal their different powers 
they bend, 
Unenvious. Thus alone, though ftrains divine 
Inform the befom of the Mufe’s fon ; 
Though with new honours the patrician’s line 
Advance from age to age; yet thus alone 
‘Lhey win the fuffrage of impartial fame. 
: The poet's name 
He beft thall prove, 
Whofe jays the jJoul with nobleft paffions 
moves He 
But thee, O progeny of heroes old, 
‘rhee to feverer tails thy fate requires: 
The fate which form’d thee in a chofen mould, 
The grateful country of thy fires, 
Thee to fublimer paths demand; - 
Sublimer than thy fires could trace, - 
Or thy own Edward teach his race, 
Though Geul’s proud genius fank beueath his 
hand. ons . 
Vr 
From rich doMains and {object farms, 
‘They led the rufic youth to arms; 
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And kings their ftern atchievements fear’d 
While private ftrife their banney rear’d. 
But loftier fcenes to thee are fhown, _ 
Where empire’s wide-eftablifh’d throne 
_ No private matter fills: 
Where, long foretold, the people reigns 3 
Where each a vailal’s humble heart difdainsy 
And judyeth what he fees; and, as he judgeth, 
wills, 
Vis. 
Here be it thine'to calm and guide 
The {welling democratic tide ; 
Yo watch the ftate’s uncertain frame, 
And baffle fa@ion’s partial aim : 
But chiefly, with determin’d zeal, 
To quell that fervile band, who kneel 
“To freedoms banith’d foes; 
That montter, which is daily found 
Expert and bold thy country’s peace to wounds 
Yet dreads to handle arms, nor manly counfel 
knows, 
Vv. 


Tis highett heaeeats command, 

That guilty aims fhould fordid paths purfue ; 

That what eninares the heart thould maim the 

hand, 

And virtue’s worth'e(s foes be falfe to glory too. 
But look on freedom. See, through every age, 
What labours, perils, griefs, hath fhe difdain'’d ! 
What arms, what regal pride, what priefly 

rage,’ 

Have her dread offspring conquer’d or firftain’d! 

For Albion well have conquer'd. Let the 

firains 
Of happy fwains, 
Which now refound 

Where Scarfdale’s cliffs the fwelling paftures 

bound, 

Bear witnefs. There, oft let the farmer hail 
The facréd orchard which embowers his gate, 
And thow to ftrangers pafling down the vale, @ 

Where Ca’ndith, Booth, and Ofborne fate 5 

When, buriting from their country’s chain, 

Even in the midit of deadly harms, 

Of papal fares and lawlefs arms, 

‘They plaon’d for freedom this ber nobleft reign. 

VLG 

This reign, thefe laws, this public care, 

Which Naffau gave us all to fhare, 

Had never adorn’d the Englifh nam 

Could fear have filenc'd freedom’s Gaim. 

But fear in vain attempts to bind 

Thote lofty eflorts of the mind 

Which focial good infpires ; 

Where men, for this, affault a throne, 

Each adds the comnon welfare to his own; 

And each unconquer’d heart the ftrength of all 

acquires. 7 . 





VIL 2. 

Say, was it thus, when late we view'd | 
Oar jieids in civil blood imbrued ? - 
When fortune crowh’d the barbarous hofts 
And half the aitonifir'd ife was loft? 
Did one of ail that vaunting train, 
Who dare affront a peaceful reign,” 

Durft one in arms appear? 


Dourft one iff cotnfels pledge his life ? 


’ . . ODE SB : 
* Stake his laturiont fortunes in the ftrife ? 


Or lend bis boaited name his vagrant friends to 
cheer? ‘ 


: 7987 
New hopes, new paffions, thence the bofom fir'd 3 
New plans, new arts, the genius thence infpir’d ; 
‘Thence every feene, which pfivate fortune knows 
In flronger Jiie, with bolder tpirit rofe. 

Difgrac'd E this full profpeet which Edrew 2 
My colours languid, or my ftrokes untrue ? 

Have not your fages, warriors, {wains, and kings, 
Confets'd the living draught of men and things? 
What other bard im any clime appears 

Alike the matter of your {miles and tears? 

Yer have I deign’d your audience to entice . 
With wretched bribes to luxury and vice ! 

Or have my various fcenes a purpole known 
Which freedom, virtue, glory, might not own? 
Such from the firtt was my dramatic plan; 

It thould be yours to cfown whar I began: 
And uow that England {purns her Gothic chain, 
And equal laws and iocial tcience reign, 

I thought, Naw furely thall my zealous eyes 
View nobler bards and jutter critics rife, 7 
Intent with learned Jabour to refine 

The copious ore of Albion's native mine, 

Our ftately mufe more graceful airs to teach, 
And form her tongue to more attractive {peech, 
Till rival nations hiften at her fect, 

And own her poiith’d as they own'd her great. 

But do you thus my favourite hopes filtii? 
Is France at latt the itandard of your skill? 
Alas for you ! that fo betray a mind 
Of art unconivioas, and to beauty blind. 
Say ; dues her language your ambition raife, 
ffer barren, trivial, unharmonious phrafe, 
Which fetters eloquence to feantiett bounds, 
And maims the cadence of poetic sounds? . 
Say; does your humble admiration chuofe 
The gentle prattle of her comic mufe, 

While wits, plain-dealers, fops, and fools appear, 

Charg'd to fay nought but what the king may 
hear? 

Or rather melt your fympathizing hearts 

Won by her tragic fcene’s romantic arts, 

Where ofd und young declaim on (oft detire, 

And herves never, but for love expire ? 

No. Though the charms of navelty, a while, 
Perhaps tuo fondly win your thoughtle(s finile, 
Yet not for you defign'd indulgent fate 
The modes ot manuers of the Bourbon ftate, 
And ill your minds my partial judymeat reads, 
And many an augury my hope mifleads, *. 

Th the fir maids of yonder blooming iain 

Yo their light courtihip would an audience deign 
Or thofe chafte matrons a Parifian w fe, 

Choofe for the model of domettic hfe; 

Or if one youth vf all that genetons band, 

The trength and {plendour of their native land, 
Would yield his portion of his country’s fame, _ 
And quit old freedom’s patrimonial claim,” ” 
With tying Smiles oppreffion’s pomp to fees ss 
Aud jinlge of glory by a King’s decree. 

O ble@ at home with juitly-envied laws, ~ 
O long the chiefs of Europe's general cauie, 
Whow Heaven hats chofenat each dangerous hour 
‘To check the inroads of barbaric power, 

The mghts ef trampied sons to reclaim, 

And guard the focial world from bonds and fame; 
Oh fer not luxury’s fantaitic charms 

| Thus give the lie to your heroic arms? 












VIL 3. “2 
' Yet, Haftings, theic are they 
Whochallenge to themfelves thy country’s love; 
‘The true ; the conftant : who alone can weigh, 
What glory thould demand, or liberty approve ! 
"But ‘let their tvorks declare them. ‘Thy free 
powers, : 
‘The geucrous powers of thy prevailivg mind, 
Not for the taiks of their confederate hours, 
Lewd brawls and lurking flander, where defign’d, 
Be, thou thy own approver, Hone praife 
Oft nobly twa 
Ingenuous youth: 
But, fought tron cowards and the lying mouth, 
Praiie is reproach, Eternal God alone * 
For mortals fixeth that fublime award. 
He, from the faithful records of his throne, 
Bids the hiftorian and the bard 
Difpofe of honour and of feorn ; 
Difcern the patriot from the flaves 
And write the good, the wife, the brave, 
For leflups to the multicude wubora, 





BOOK I. ODEL 
TAL REMONSTRANCE OF SHAKESPRARK. ; 
Suppofed to have been fpoken at the Theatre- 


. Royal, while the French Comedians were uding 
by Subfeription, 


T749« 
Tx, yet regardful of your native land, , : 
Old Shaklpeare’s tongue you deign to under- 

and, 

Lo, from the blilsfal bowers where Teaver rewards 
Ipitructive fages and unblemith'd bards, 
Ticome, the ancient founder of the ituge, 
Entent ta leara, in this dilcerning age, 
What form of wit your fancies huve eavbrac'd, 
And wither tes your elegance of tafe, 
‘That thus at length oar hotacly toils you fpurn, 

* That thus to foreign {genes you proudly turn, 
Chat from my brow the laurel wreath you claim 
‘Lo crown the rivals of your country’s fume. 

What, though thé footiteps of my devious mute 
The meafur'd walks of Grecian art refule ? 
pr thouxh the tranknels of my hardy iyle 
=| Mos the nice touches of th: “critic’s file? 
© Set, what my age und climate held to view, 
Tin partial 14) ‘d and tearlels drew. 

@snd tay, ye thiffulin the himan heart, me 
Who know to prise a poet's nublet part, 

What age, what clime, could cer an aupler Seid 
For lofty thought, for darmg fancy, yreld ? 

I faw this Ungtand break the shasi-ful bands 
Forg’d for the iouls of men by [, " 
1 faw each groaning realm ter aid input 
Her fous the heroes of each warlike fhore: 
Her naval flandard (the d're Spantard’s b me) 
Obey d through all the circuit of the main. 
‘Then too great commerce, for a Lite-found world, 
Around your coat her eager (ails unfurl'd ; 
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Nor for the ornaments of life embrace 
Difhonett !effons from that vaunting race, 
‘Whom fate’s dread laws (for, in eternal fate, 
De(potic rule was heir to freedom’s hate) 
Whom, in each warlike, cach commercial part, 
In civil counfel, and in pleating art, 

The judge of earth predeftin'd for your foes, 
And made it fame and virtue to oppofe. 


ODE I 


‘TO SLEEP. 


ca 

Taov filent power, whofe welcome fway 

Charms every auxious thought away ; 

In whofe divine oblivion drown’d, 

Sore pain and weary toil grow mild, 

Love is with kinder looks beguil’d, 
And grief forgets her fondly-cherith'd wound ; 
O whither hait thou flown, indulgent god? 
God of kind thadows aud of healing dews, 


Whom dof thou touch with thy Letisean rod ? 


Avound whofe temples now thy opiate airs diffute ? 


mn 
Lo, midnight from her flarry reign 
Looks awful! down on earth and main, 
‘The tuneful birds lie huth'd in fleep, 
With ail that crop the verdant food, 
With all that fkim the cryfai flood, 
Or haunt the caverns of the rocky fteep. 
No ruthing winds difturS the tufted bowers ; 


No-wakeful found the moon-light valley knows, 


Save where the brook its liquid murmur pours, 
And Julls the waving fcene to more profound 
repofe,: ° 
mH 
O let not me alone complain, 
Alone invoke thy power in vain! 
Defend, propitious, on my eyes; 
Not from the couch that bears a crown, 
‘Not from the courtly ftatefman’s down, 
Nor where the mifer and his treafure lies: [reft, 
Bring not tlie fhapes that break the murderer’s 
Nor thofe the hireling foldier loves to fee, 
Nor thofe which hauntthe bigot’s gloomy breatt: 
Far be their guilty nights, and fax their dreams 
from me! 
Iv. 
Nor yet thofe awful forms prefent, 
For chiefs and heroes only meant: 
The figur'd brafs, the choral fong, « 
The refcued people’s glad applaufe, 
The liftening fenate, and the laws 
Fix’d by the counfeis of * Timoleon’s tongue, 
Are fcenes tov grand for fortune’s private ways 3 
And though they fhine in youth’s ingenuous 
view, 
The fober gainful arts of modern days 
To fuch romantic thoughts have bid a lung adiew. 


© After Timoieon had delivered Syracufe from 
the tyranny of Dionyfius, the people on every im 
portant deliberation fent for him into the public 
affembly, afted his advice, and vated according to 
wt. Puurarcy. 
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ve ad 
Tafk not, god of dreams, thy care- 
To banith love’s prefentments fairs 
Nor rofy cheek, nor radiant eye 
Can arm him with fuch itrong command 
‘That the young forcerer’s fatal hand 
Shall round my foul his pleafiog fetters tie. * 
Nor yet the courtier's hope, the giving fmile 
(A lighter phantom, and a bafer chain) 
Did e’er in lumber my proud lyre beyuile 
Lo lend the pomp of thrones her ill-according 
” train, 


vr 
But Morpheus, on thy balmy wing 
Such honourable vifions bring, 
As footh’d great Milton’s injur’d age, 
When in prophetic dreams he faw 
The race unborn with pious awe 
Imbibe each virtue from his heavenly page: 
Or fuch as Mead’s benignant fancy knows 
When health’s deep treafures, by his heart ex« 
plor'd, 
Have fav'd the infant frum an orphan's woes, 
Or to the trembling fire his age’s hope reftor'd. 


ODE il. 


TO THE CUCKOWS 


ue. 
O rustic herald of the fpring; 
At length in yonder woody vale 
Faft by the brook I hear thee fing ; 
And, fiudious of thy humely tale, 
Amid the vefpers of the grove, 
Amid the chaunting choir of love; 

Thy fage reiponfes hail. 
1 


‘The time has been when I have frown'd 
To hear thy voice the woods invade ; 
And while thy fulemn accent drown'd * 
Some fweeter poet of the thade, 
‘Thus, thought I, thus the fons of care 
Some conftant youth, or generous fair 
With dull advice upbraid.  ~ 
ite 
I faid, “ While Philomela’s fong 
« Proclaims the paffion of the grove, 
% Trill belcems a cuckow’s tongue 
« Her charming language to reprove’™— 
Alas, how much a lover’sear | 
Hates all the fober truth to hear,- * 
‘The fober truth of love} 
. : iv. : 
When hearts are in each other blefi'd, 
When nought but lofty faith can rule 
The nymph’s and fwai’s confenting breafts 
How cuckow-like in Cupid’s fehool, - 
With ftore of greve prudential faws 
On fortune’s power, and cultom’s laws, 
Appears each friendly fool t 


ve 
Yet think betimes, ye gentle train 
Whom love, and hope, and fancy fway, 
Whom every harther care difdain, 
Who by the morning judge the day; _ 
Think that, in April’s faireft hours; 


ry 


To warbling thades and painted dowers 
The c&chow joins his lay. 
, 


' “ODE W. 


30 THE HONOURABLE CHARLES TOWNSHEND. 
Ii the Country. 
1750 


Ln 
How oft thall I furvey 
This humble roof, the lawn, the greenwood fhade, 
"Phe vale with theaves o'eripread, 
The glaffy brook, the flocks which round thee ftray; 
Vhen will thy cheerful mind 
Of thele have utter’d all her dear efteem ? 
Or, tell me, doft thou deem 
No more to join in glory’s toilfome races 
But here content embrace 
‘That happy leifure which thou hadft refign’d ? 
La 
Alas, ye happy hours, 


When books and youthful {port the foul could share, 


Ere one ambitious care 
OF civil life had aw’d her fimpler powers ; 
Oft as yout winged train 
Revilit here my friend in white array, 
O fail not to difplay 
Each fairer fcene where I perchance had part, 
That fo his generous heart 
The abode of even friendfhip may remain. 
L 


J. Be 
For not imprudent of my lois to come, 
Lfaw from contemplation’s quiet cell 
His feet afcending to another home, 
Where public praife and envied greatnefs dwell, 
But fhall we therefore, O my lyre, , 
Reprove ambition’s beft defire ? 
Extinguith glory’s flame? 
Far other was the talk enjoin’d 
‘When to my hand thy ftrings were firft affign’d : 
Far other faith belongs te friendthip’s honour’d 
name. 
Tr. 
Thee, Townfhend, not the arms 
Of fumbering eafe, nor pleafure’s rofy chain, 
Were deftin’d fo detain: 
No, nor bright {eience, uor the mufe’s charms, 
Fer them high heaven prepares 


‘Thgis proper votaries, an humbler band: 


And ne'er would Spenier’s hand 
Have deign’d to itrike the warbling Tufcan fhell, 
Nov Harrington to tell * 
What habit an immortal city wears. 
‘ IL 2. 
Fel this been born to fhield 


_ Or that, like Vere, difplay'd 

His redcrofs banner o’er the Belgian field; 
Yet where the wifl divine 

Hath thut thofe lofties paths, it next remains, | 
With reafon clad in ftrains * 

Of harmony, felected minds to infpire, 

“And virtue’s living fre 

‘To feed and cternize in hearts like thine, 


eDdeE-ss, : a8, 








t [tray’d, 
The caufe which Cromwell's impious hand be- 
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If. 3. 

For never hail the herd, whom envy {ways, 
So quell my purpofe or my tongue controul, 
‘That I fhould fear illuftrious worth to praife, 
Becaufe its mafter’s friendthip mov’d my foule- 

Yet, if this undiffembling ftrain 

Should now perhaps thine ear detain 

With any pleafing found, 

Remember thou that righteous fame 

From hoary age a ftri@ account will claint 
Of each aufvicious palm with which thy youth 
was crown’d. 


‘ Ill. r. 
Nor obvious is the way 
Where heaven expects thee ; nor the traveller 
leads, 
Through flowers or fragrant meads, 
Or groves that hark to Philumela’s lay. 
‘The impartial laws of fate 
To nobler virtues wed feverer cares. 
1s there a man who fhares . 
The fummit next where heavenly natures dwell? 
Aik him (for he can tell) 
What ftorms beat round that rough laborious 
height. 
Nh. 2 


Ye heroes, who of old 
Did generous England freedom’s throne ordain; 
From Alfred’s parent reign 
To Natlau, great deliverer, wife and bold; 
I know your perils hard. é 
Your wounds, your painful marches, wintery feas, 
‘The night eftrang’d from eafe, 
The day by cowardice and falfehood vex’d, 
The head with doubt perplex’d, 
The indignant heart difdaining the reward. 


«Be 
Which envy hardly grants. But, O renown, 
O praife from judging heaven and virtuous men, 
If thus they purchas’d thy divineft crown, 
Say, who fhall hefitate? or who complain ? 
And now they fit on thrones above + 
And when among the gods they move 
Before the fov’reign mind, 
« Lo, thefe,” he faith, “ lo, thefe are they 
“ Who to the laws of mine eternal fway 
“ From violence and fear aflerted human kind,’ 
“IV. 4 
Thus honour’d while the train 
Of legiflaters in his prefence dwell; * 
If I may anght foretell, 
The ftatefman thall the fecond palm obtain. 
For dreadful deeds of arms : 
Let vulgar bards, with undifcerning praife, 
More glittering trophies raife : ae 
But wifeft heaven what deeds may chiefly mova 
To favour and to love? 
What, fave the bleflings, or averted harms? 
IV. 2 0 - * 
Nor to the embattled field ae 
Shail the atchievements of the peaceful gown, 
The green immortal crown : 
Of valour, or the fongs of conqueft yield. 
Nor Fairfax wildly hold, “ 
While bare of creit he hew'd his fatal way, 
Through Nafeby’s firm array, 


_ To heavier dangers did his breait oppofe, 


3 Diy 


794 


Than Pym’s free virtue chofe, 
When the proud force of Strafford he control’d. 
i IV. 3. 


But what isman at enmity with truth? [mind 
What were the fruits of Weatworth’s copious 
When blighted all the promife of his youth 
‘The patriot in a tyrant’s league had jein’d? 
Let Ircland’s loud-lamenting pla 
Let Tyne’s and Huniber’s trampled fwains, 
.. Let mienac’d London tell 
How imp!ous guile made wifdom bak 3 
How generous zeal to cruel Taye gave place ; 
Andhow unblefs'dhe liv'd,ard how dithonour'd fell. 
Vir. 
Thence never hath the mufe 
Around his tomb Picrian rofes flung: 
Nor thall one poets tongue 
His name for midic’s pleafing labour choofe. 
And fure, when nature kind 
‘Hath deck'd fome favour’d breait above the throng, 
That man with grievous wron: 
Affronts and wonnds his genius, if he bends 
To guilt’s ignoble ends 
The functions of his ill-fubmitting mind, 
: Vv. 








2, 
For worthy of the wife : 
Nothing can feem but virtue; Nor earth yield 
‘Theic fame an equal field, 
"Save where impartial freedom gives the prize. , 
‘There Seniers fix'd his nane, 
Enroll'd the next to Willian. ‘There thall time 
‘To every wondering clime 
Point out that Somers, who from faGion’s crowd, 
‘The flanderens and the loud, 
Could fair affent and modeft reverence claim, 


+ Be 
Nor aught did laws or focial arts acquite, 
Nor this mujeftic weal of Albion’s land 
Did aught accomplith; or to aught afpire, 
-Without his guidaace, hi foperior hard. 
: dy Fly fhall the mufe’s care 
6 like her ewn for him prepare, « 
a Whofe mind’s endmour'd aim 
Could forms of civil uty draw 
Sublime us ever Lage oF poet faw, 
Yet till to life’s rude feene the proud ideas tame. 
Vig. 
Jet none profane be near! 
‘The mice was ncver foreign to his breatt ; 
On power’s gréat feat confeis’d, 
Stillto her voice he bent a lover’s car. 
And if the bleffed know 
“Their ancient cares, even now the unfading groves, 
Where bapiy Milton roves 
‘With Spenfer, hear the enchanted echos round 
‘Vhrough farthel heaven refound 
‘With Soners, guardian of their fame below, 


de 





















He knew, the patriot knew, 
‘That letters and the mutes powerful art, 
Exalt the ipgenuous heare, 
- And brighten every form of juft and true, 
‘They tend a nobler fx ay 
To civil wifdom, thew, corruption’s lure 
Could ever yet procure: 
‘They too from envy’s pale malignant light 
7 Conduct her forth to fight 
Cloth’d in uke faire colours of the day, 
i 
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. Vi. 3. oi 
© Townfhend, thus may time, the jadge fevere, 
Infiruét my happy tongue of thee to tell: 
And when I {peak of one to freedom dear 
For planning wifely and for acting well, 
Of one whom glory loves to own, 
Who fill by lnberal means alone 
Hiath liberal ends purfued; 
‘Then for the guerdon of my lay, 
“ ‘This man with faithfal fricndihip, willl fay, 
“ From youth to honour'd age my aris and me 
“ hath view'd.”* 


ODE v. 
ON LOVE OF PRAISE. 


3 . F 
Oe all the fprings within the mind 
Which prompt her fteps in fortune’s maze, 
From none more pleafing aid we find 
Than from the genuine love of praife. 
iW. 
Nor any partial, private end 
Such reverence to the public bears; 
Nor any paffion, virtue's friend, 
So like to virtue’s felt appears, 
ere 
For who in glory can delight 
Without delight in glorious deeds? 
What man a charming’ voice can flight, 
Who courts the echo that fuccecds? ' 


Iv, 
But not the echo on the voice : 
More, than on virtue praife depends; 
‘Lo which, of courfe, its real price . 
The judgment of the praifer lends, 
bes , 


If praife then with religious awe 
trom the fole perfect judge be fought, 
A nobler aim, a purer law, 
Nor pricit, nor bard, nor fage hath taught, 


VE 
With which in chara@tcr the fame 
‘Vhough in an humbler fphere it Lies, 
I count that foul of human fame, ” 
‘Lhe fuffrage of the good and wife. _ 


ODE vk. 
TO WILLIAM HALL, Esourre. 
With the Works of Chauliew, 


h 
ATTEND to Chaulien's wanton lyre; . 
While, flucat as the fy-lark fings 
When fir the mora allures its wings, 
ihe epicure his theme purfues: 
And tell me if, among the choir 
Whofe mufic charms the bank of Seine, 
do full, fo tree, fo rich a ftrain 


{ Bree dictated the warbling mufe. . 


a 
Yet, Hall, while thy judicious ear 
Admires the well-diffembled art 
Vhat can fuch harmony impart 
¥o the ne pace of Gallic rhymes 
While wjt tram affe@ation clear, 
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Bright images, and pathons true, 
Recal to thy affenting view 
‘The envied “bards of nobler times; 


un 
Sy, is not oft his do@rine wrong ? 
oahis prieft of pleafure, who alpires 
ct¥o lead us to her facred fires, 
Knows he the ritual of her fhring? 
* Say (her feet infldence to thy fong 
* So may the goddefs il afford 
Doth the confent to be edor'd 
With thamelefs love and frantic wing ? 
iv, 
Nor Cato, nor Chryfippus here 
Need we in high indignant phrafe 
From their Elytian quiet raife ; 
Bat pleafure’s oracle alone 
Confult; attentive, not fevere, 
O plenfure, we blaipkeme not thee 5 
Nor emilate the rigid knee 
Which bends but at the foie throne, 





v. 

‘We own had fate to man aflign’d 
“ Nor fenfe, nor with, but what obey 

Or Venus fott or Bacchus gay, 

Then might our bard's voluptuous creed 
' Moft aptly govern human kind; 

Unlefs perchance what he hath fang 

OF tortur'd joints and nerves unitrung, 

Some wrangling heretic fhould plead, 








vi. 
But now with all thefe proud defirea , 
For dauntlefs truch and Poneft fame ; 

With that rong mater of our frame, 
, ‘The inexorable judge within, 
What can be done? Alas, ye firea 
Of love; alas, ye rofy {mii Ly . 
Ye nedlar'd cups from happier foils, 
“ mYe have no bribe his gtace- to win, 


a ODE Vil. 


. 
TO THE RIGHT RRVEREND BENJAMIN LORD 
BISHOP OF WINCHESTER, 3754. 


te a 
For toils whith patriots have endur’d, 
For treafon quell’d and laws fecur’d, 
In every nation time difplays 
The palm of honourable praife, 
Envy may rail; and fuétion fierce 
May ftrive: but what, alas, can thofe 
(Though bold, yet blind and fordid foes) 
To gratitude and love oppole, 
‘Ea Maithful ftory and perfusfive verfe? 
1 








+ Be 

O nurfe of freedom, Albion, fay, 
‘Thou tamer of defpatic fway, 

Vhay man, among: thy fons around, 
SG heir to glory hiait thou found? 
What page, in all thy annals bright, 
Hait thou with purer jey furvey'd 
‘Than that where truth, by Hoadly’s aid, 
Shines through impottare’s folemrl thade, 
Through kingly and through facerdotal night. 

1 






+ Be 
. To him the teacher bleisrd, 
Who fent relizion, from the palmy field 
By Jordan, Uke the Jorn to cheer the weft, 








And lifted up the veil which heaven from.'earth 
. conceal’d, 
To Hoadly thus his mandate he addrefe’d: 
Go thou, and refeue my difze:sur’d law 
“ From hands rapacious and fron topgucs ime 
“ pure: 
“ Let not my peaceful name be made a lure 
“ Fell perfecution’s mortal fnares to aid: 
« Let not my words be impious chains to draw 
“ The frecborn foul in more than brutal awe, 
“ To faith without affent, allegiance unrepaid.” 
Ih x, " 
No cold or unperforming hand 
Was arm’d by heaven with this command. 
‘The world foon felt it: and, on high, 
‘To William’s car, with welcome jo 
Did Locke among the bleft unfold 
The rifing hope of Hoadly’s name, 
Godeiphin then coufirm'd the fame; 
And Somers, when from earth he came, 
And generous Stanhope the fair fequel told. 
Ih. 2. 
Then drew the lawgivers around, 
(Sires of the Grecian name renown’d) 
And liftening afk’d, and wonderin, knew, 
What private force could thus fubdue 
‘The valyar and the great combin’d ; 
Could war with facred folly wage ; 
Coulda whole nation difengage Z 
From the dread bonds of many anage, ¢ 
And to new habits mould the public mind, 





For not a congneror’s word, rate 
Nor the trong powers to civil founders kndwh; 
Were his: but truth by taithfu! fearch explor’d, 
And focial fenfe, like feed, in genial plenty fown, 
Wherever it took root, the foul (reitor’d 
‘To freedom) freedom too for others fought. 
Not monkith craft the tyrant’s claim divine, 
Not regal zeal the bigot’s cruel fhrine 
Could longer guard froms teafon’s warfare fage; 


"Not the wild rabble to fedition wrought, 


Nor fynods by the papal gevius taught, 
Nor St. John’s fpirit loole, nor Aitterbury’s rage. 
* MI 3. : 
But where fhall recompence be found ? «- 
Or how fuch arduous merit crown’d? 
For look on life’s laborious feene 3 ‘ 
What rugged {paces lie between 
Adventurous virtue’s early toils 
And her triumphal throné! "The thade 
Of death, meantime, does oft invade 
Her progrefs ; nor to us difplay'd, . 
Wears the bright heroine her expected fpoils, 
Til. 2. ‘ 
Yet born to conquer isher power} 
—~O Headly, if that favourite hour: 
On earth arrive, with thankful awe, 
We own juft heaven’s indulgent law, 
And proudly thy fuccefs behold : 
We attend thy reverend length of days’ 
With benedidtion and with praife, fi 
And hail the: in our public ways), “= 
Like fome great fpirit fam’d in ages ald. 


HY, 3. . 
While thus our vows prolong 
Thy fteps on earth, and when by us refien’a 
‘Thov join’ thy feniors, that hervic throng 
- = 3 Dili ‘ 
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‘Who refeued or preferv’d the rights ofhuman kind, 

G! not unv orthy may thy Albion's tongue 
‘Thee fill, her friend and benefactor, name: * 
O! never, iHoadly, in th} country’s eyes, 
May impious'gold, or pleafures gaudy prize, 
Make public virtue, public freedom, vile; 
Nor our own manners tempt us to difclaim 
That heritage, our nobleft wealth and fame 

“Which thou haft kept entire from force and fac- 

: tion’s guile. Pati 

. ODE VIL 
Ir rightly tuneful bards decide, 
If it be fix'd in love’s decrees, 

‘That beauty ought not to be tried 

But by its native power to pleafe, 


‘Then tell me, youths and lovers, tell, 
‘What fair can Amoret excel? . 


MW 
Behold that bright unfullied fmile, 
And wildom fpeaking in her mien: 
Yet (the fo artlefs all the while, 
So little ftudious to-be feen ) 
We nonght but inftant gladnefs know, 
Nor think to whom the gift we owe. + 
A : at, 
' But neithér mufic, nor the powers : 
Of youth and mirth and frolic cheer, 
. Add half that funthine to the hours, 
Or make life’s profpeét half fo clear, 
- As memory brings it to the eye i 
From feenes where Amoret was by. 


“iy, 
‘Yet not a fatirift could there 

Or fault of indifcretion find ; 
‘Nor any prouder fage declare 

One virtue, pi@ur’d in his mind, 
Whofe form with lovelier colours glows 
‘Than Amoret’s demeanor fhows, . 


Ws 
‘This fure is beauty’s happicit part: , 
“his gives the moft unbounded {way ; 
‘This fhall enchant the fubjedt heart 
. When rofe and lily fade away ; 
And fhe be Qill, in fpite of time, 
all her prime, ,. 


ODE Ix, 


AT STUDY. ° 





1 
Warruer did my fancy ftray? 
By what magic drawn away 
Have L left my ftudious theme ? 
rom his philofophic page, 
From the probiems of the fage, c 
‘Wandering through a pleafing dream? 
It. 
°Tis in vain, alas !. 1 find, 
Much 'in vain, my zealous mind 
Would to learned wifdom’s throne 
Dedicaie each thoughtful hour : 
Nature bids 2 fofter power 
Claim forme minures for his own 


paces 
Let 


the bufy cr the wile 
w him with contemptuous eyes; 
* Love is native to the heart; 
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Guide its wifhes as you will: 

Without love, you'll find ic fliJ 
Void in one effential part. * * 

av, 

Me though no peculiar fair . 

Touches with a lover's cares 
Though the pride of my defire 

A‘ks immortal friendfhip’s name, 

Afks the palm of honeft fame, -- 
And the old heroic lyre j 


v 

‘Though the day have fmoothly gone, 

Or to letter’d ieifure known, |< - 
Or in focial duty fpent ; 

Yet at eve my lonely breaft 

Seeks in vain for perfcé reft ; 
Languithes for true content, 


ODE x. 


TO THOMAS EDWARDS, ESQUIRE: 


On the late edition of Mr. Pope's Workts 
175%, 


- oo 
Betreve me, Edwards, to reftraig 
The licence of a railer’s tongue 
Is what but feldom men obtain 
By fenfe or wit, by profe or fong: 
A tak for more Herculcan powers, 
Nor fuited {0 the facred hours oa 
Of leifure in the mufe’s bowers, 


tay 
In bowerg where laurel weds with palm, 
‘The mufe, the blamelefs queen, refidess 
Fair fame attends, and wifdom calm 
Her eloquence harmonious guides : 
While, thut for ever from her gate, 
Oft trying, fill ropining, wait 
Fierce envy and calumitous hate, . 
Beery 
Who then from her dclightfol bounds 
Would ftep one moment forth to heed 
What impotent and favage founds 
From their uchappy mouths procecd? 
No: rather Spenfer’s lyre ayain 
Prepare, and let thy pious ftrain 
For Pope’s difhonour'd thade complain, 
Iv, 
Tell how difpleas’d was every bard, 
When lately in the Elyfian grove + 
They of bis mules guardian heard, 
His delegate to fame above ; 
And what with one accord they fuid 
Of wit in drooping age mified, .* 
And Warburton's officious aid: 








ve 

How Virgil mourn’d the fordid fate 

To that melodious lyre aifign’d, 

Bencath a tutor who fo late 

With Midas and his rout combin'd 

By fpiteful clamour to confound. 

That very lyre’s enchanting found, 

Though litening zealma admir’d around: 
Vi. 7 

How Horace own’d he thought the fire 


; Of his friend Pope’s fatiric line 


Did farther fuel fcarce require 

From fuch a militant divine : 

How Miltoh fcorn’d the fophift vain 

Who darft ajiproach his hallow'd ttrain 

With unwafh’d hands and lips profane. 
vii. 


im"Then Shakfpeare debonnair and mild 
“Brought that ftrange comment forth to view ; 


. 


Gonceits more decp, he faid and fimil'd, 
‘Than his own fools or madmen knew : 
But thank'd a generous friend above, 
Who did with free adventurous love 
Such pageants from his tomb remove. 

: vin. 
And if to Pope, in equal need, 
‘The fame kind office thou would’ft pay, ° 
Then, Edwards, all the band decreed 
That future bards with frequent lay 
Should call on thy aufpicious name, 
From each abfurd intruder’s claim, 
‘To keep inviolate their fame, ! 


ODE XL 
TO THE COUNTRY GENTLEMEN OF ENGLAND 


1758. 


‘ h 
Wartuer is Europe’s ancient (pirit fled ? 
Where are thofe valiant tenants of her fhore, 
Who from the warrior bow the ftrong dart {ped, 
Or with firm hand the rapid pole-ax bore ? 
Freeman and foldier was their common name, 
Who late with reapers to the furrow came, 
Now in the front of battle charg’d the foe: 
Who tanehe the fleer the wintery plough to en- 
ure, ; 
Now in full councilscheck’d encroaching power, 
And gave the guardian laws their majelty tuknow, 
™ . 
But who tre ye? from Ebro’s loitering fons 
To Tiber’s pageants, to the {ports of Seine ; 
From Rhine’s frail palaces to Danube’s thrones 
And cities looking on the Cimbric main, 
Ye tof, ye felf-deferted? whofe proud lords 
Have bafiled your tame hands, and given your 
fwords : 
To flavith ruffians, hir'd for thei command : 
Thefe, at fome greedy monk’s or harlot’s nod, 
Sce rifled nations crouch beneath their rod : 
Thefe are the public will, the reafon of the land. 


m1 
Thou, héedlefs Albion, what, alas! the while 
Doft thou prefume ? O inexpett in arms, 
Yet vai: of freedom, how doit thou beguile, 

~\ Wh Geamsof hope, thefe near and loud alarms? 
~ay fplendid home, thy plan of laws renown’d, 
The praife and envy of the nations ound, 
What cate haft thou to guard from fortune's 

‘way? p 

Amid the ftorms of war, how foon may all 
The lofty pile from its foundations fail, 

Of ages the proud toil, the rain of a day? 

. ly. 
No: thou art rich, thy ftreams and fertile vales 
Add induftry’s wife gifts to nature’s fore; 


ODES. ; a 


; . ied 

And every port is crowded with thy fails, 

And every wave throws treafure on thy thore, 

What boots it? Ef luxurious plenty charm 

Thy feliith heart from glory, if thy arm 

Shrink at the trowns of danger and of pain, 

‘Thofe gifts, that treafure is no longer thine. 

Oh rather far be poor. Thy gold wili thine 
Tempting the eye of force, and deck thee to thy 

"bane, 


v. 
But what hath force or war to do with thee? 
Girt by the azure tide, and thron’d fublime 
Amid thy floating bulwarks, how canft fee, 
With feorn, the fury of each hoitile clime 
Dath’d ere it reach thee. Sacred frum the foe 
Are thy fair fields. Athwart thy guardian prow 
No bold invader’s foot thall tempt the ftrand— 
Yet fay, my country, will the waves and wird 
Obey thee? Haite thou all thy hopes Tefign’d 

To the fky’s ficklefaith? the pilot’s wavering hand? 

vi. 


For oh! may neither fear nor ftronger love 
(Love, by thy virtuous princes nobly won) 
‘Thee, laft of many wretched nations, move, ; 
With wnighty armies ftation’d round the throne 
To truft thy fafety. Then, farewell the claims 
Of freedom ! her proud records to the flames 
Then bear, an offering at ambition’s fhrine 
Whate’er thy ancient patriots dar’d demand 
From furious Jolin’s, or faithiefs Charles’s hand, 
Or what great William feal'd for his adopted line, 
VIE. 
But if thy fons be worthy of their name, 
If liberal laws with liberal hearts they prize, 
Let them from conqueit, and from fervile fhame, 
In war's glad {choo their own protectors rife. 
Ye chiefly, heirs of Aibion’s cultur’d plains, 
Ye leaders of her bold and faithful f{wains, 
Now not unequal to your birth be found : 
The public voice bids arm your rural ftate, 
Paccrnal hamlets for your enfigns wait, 
And grange and fold prepare to pour their youth 
around. . 
Ld yini. 
Why are ye tardy? what inglorious care 
Deiains you from their head, your native pofl ? 
Who mott their pountry’sfame and fortune fhare, 
*Tis theirs to thare her toils, her perils moft. 
Each man his tafk in focial life fuftains. 
With partial labours, with dometlic gains, 
Let others dwell: to you indulgent heaven 
By council and by arms the public cauie 
To ferve for public love and love's applaufe, 
The firft employment far, the noble hire, hath 
given, 2. | ; ts 
Ix. 
Have ye not heard of Lacedemon's fame ? 
Of Attic chiefs in freedom’s wat divine? 
Of Rome's dread generals? the Valerian name? 
The Fabion fons? the Scipios, matchlels line ? 
Your lot was theirs. ‘The farmer and the ( wain 
Met his lov’d patron’s fumimons from tae plain ; 
The legions gather'd; the bright cagles tlew : 
Barbarian monarchs in the triumph mourn’d ; 
The conquerors to their houfehold gods return'd. 
And fed Calabrian flocks, and fteer'd the Sabine 
plough, 
: § 
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x. 
Shall then this glory of the antique age, 
This ptide of men, be loft among mankind ? 
Shall war’s heroic arts no more engage 
‘The unbought hand, the uniubjected mind ? 
Doth valour to the race no more belong? 
Noe more with icorn of violence and wrong 
Doth forming nature now her fons inipire, 
That, like fome myttery to few reveai'd, 
"The {kill of arms abaih’d and aw’d they yield, 
Aud from their own defence with hopelefs hearts 
Tetire? 
x1 - 
© fhame to human lite, to human laws! 
‘The loole adventurer, hireling of a day, 
‘Who his feli (word without affection draws, 
Whole God, whofe country, is a tyrant’s pay, | 
‘This man the leffon: of the field can learn; 
Can every palm, which decks a warrior, earn, 
And every pledge of conquet: while in vain, 
To guard your altars, your paternal lands, 
Are focial arms held out to your free hands: 
Poy arduous is the lore ; too irklome were the pain. 
. Meh nk xin ; 
Meantime by pleafure's lying tales allur'd, 
From the bright fun and living breeze ye ftray 5 
‘And deep in London's gloomy haunts immur’d, 
Brood o’er your fortuae’s, frecdom’s health’s de- 


cay. 
© blind of choice and to yourfelves untrue ! 
The young grove thoots, their bloom the fields 
renew, 
The mantion atks its lord, the fwains theirfriend; 
While he doth riot’s orgies haply share, 
Or tempt the gametter’s dark, deitroying fnare, 
Or at fome courtly theine with ilavith incenle bend. 
. x. F 
And yet full oft your anaious tongues complain 
"That lawlefs tumult promps the ruftic throng 5 
That the rude village-inmates now difdain 
Thote homely ties which rul’d their fathers long. 
Alas! your fathers did by other arts 
‘Draw thole kind ties around their fimple hearts, 
And led in other paths their ductile will ; 
By fuccour, faithful countel, courteous cheer, 
Won thens the ancient manners to revere, 
To prize their country’s peace, and heaven’s due 
rites fulfil, =~ 
xt, 
But mark the judgment of experienc’d times 
Tutor of nations, Doth light difcord tear 
A ftate? and impotent fecition’s crime? 
"yhe powers of warlike prudence dwelinetthere; 
The powers who to command and to obey. 
Jorruct the valiant. There woold civil fway 
"The rifing race to manly concord tame ? ~ 
Oft tet the marthall’d field their steps unite, 
And in glad fplendour bring before their Bight 
One common caule and one hereditary fame, 
xv. : 
Wor yet be aw’d, nor yet your tafk difown, 
Though war’s proud votaties look on fevere 5 
Though iecrets taught erewhile to them alone, 
They deem profan’d by your intruding ear. 
Let thein in vai ar mastial hope to quell, 
Of new ic flercer Wea, 2 26, 
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And mock the old fimplicity, in vain: 
Po the time’s warfare, fimpic or refia'd, 
The time itfelf adapts the warriors mind; 
And equal proweds itill thali equal palms obtain. 
xvi. 
Say then; if England's youth, in earlier days, 
On glory’s field with well-train’d armies vy’d, 
Why fliall they now renougce that generous 
praife ? 
Why dread the foreign mercenary’s pride ? 
Phoagh ales brav'd young Edward's gentle 
and, 
And Albert’s ruth’d on Henry's way-worn band, 
With Europe’s chofen fons in arms renown’d, 
Yet not on Vere’s bold archers long they look'd, 
Nor Audiey’s fquires, nor Mowbray’s yeomen 
brook’d: [bound. 
They fawtheir ftandard fall, and left their monarch 
xvi. 
Such were the laurels which your fathers won 5 
Such glory’s dictates in their dauntleis breaft ; 
—Is there no voice that {peaks to every fon? 
No nobler, holier call to you addren'd 
O! by majettic freedom, righteous laws, 
By heaveniy truth’s, by manly reafon’s caufe, 
Awake; attend; be indolent no more: 
By friendfhip, tocial peace, domeftic love, 
Rafe ; erm ; your country’s living fafety prove ; 
And train her valiant youth, and watch around 
her fore, 


ODE XI 


ON RECOVERING FROM A FIT OF SICKNESS: 


In the Country. 1458 


1 
Tuy verdant fcenes, O Gowlder’s bill, 

Once more I teck, a languid guelt ; ve 
With throbbing temples aid with burden’d breaft= 
Once more T climb thy fteep aéiial way. : 
O faithtol cure of oft-returning itl, 

Now ¢all thy tprightly breezes round, 

Pillolve this rigid congh profound, 

And bid the iptings af life with gentler moves, 
ment play. : i m™ 





i 
How glatlly “mid the dews of dawn ~ 
By weary lungs thy healing gale, 
The baliny weit or the freth notth, inhale? 
How gladiy, while my muting footfteps rovg , 
Round the cvo! orchard or the funny lawn, 
‘Awak’d I ftop, and look to find 
What thrub perfumes the pleafant wind, 
Or what wild fongfter charms the Dyyads of the © 
grove. en 
4 mt. 
Now, ere the morning walk is done, ' 
The diftant voice of health } hear 
Welcome as beaury’s to the lover’s ear. | 
“ Droop not, nor doubt of my return,” fhe Gries 5 
Here will I, "mid the radiant calm of noun, 
“ Meet thee beneath yon chetnut bower, 
“ And lenient on thy bofon pour 
© That indolence divine which lulls the earth and 
8 fies.” * 





ODES 


1v. 
The gotidels promis'd not in vain. 
T found Her at my favourite time. 
Nor with'd to breathe in any tofter clime, 
While (balf-reclin’d, bali-flumbering as Flay) 
> She hover’d o'er me, Then, among her train 
> Of nymphs and zephyrs, to my view 
hy gracious form appear’d anew 
Then firft, Oheavenly mule, unfeen for many aday. 





ve 
In that foft pomp the tuneful maid 
Shone like the gulden liar of love. 
I faw her hand in carelefs meafures move 5 
Theard fweet preludes dancing on her lyre, 
‘While my whole frame the facred found obey"d. 
‘New funthine o'er my fancy tprings, 
New colours clothe external things, : 
And the lat glooms of pain and fickly plaint retire. 
v. 


Iv. 
© Goulder’s hill, by thee reftor’d 
Once more to this enliven’d hand, 
My harp, which late retounded o’er the land 
‘The voice of glory, fulemn and levere, 
My Dorian harp (hall now with mild accord 
To thee her joyful tribute pay, 
And (end a tefs-ambitious lay 
Of friendthip and of love to greet thy mafter's ear. 
Vile 
For when within thy thady feat 
Firtt from the fultry town he chofe, 
And the tir'd fenate’s cares, his with’d repole, 
TVhenwaft thou mine; to me a happier home 
For focial leiture: where my welcome feet, 
Efirang’d from all the entangling ways 
Tn which the reitlets vulgar tray, ‘ 
Through wature’s fimple paths with ancient faith 
: might roam. 3 
var. 
And while around his fvlvan fcene 
My Dyton led the white-wing’d hours, 
Oft from the Athenian Academic bowers 
‘Their fagescame: oftheard our lingering walk 
The Mavtuan mufic warbling o'er the greed: 
And oft did Tully's reverend thade, 
Though much tor liberty afraid, 
With us of letter’d eafe or virtuous glory talk. 
xX, 
But other guefts were.on their way, : 
And reach’d ecelong this favour'd grove; 
Ev'n the celetial progeny of Tove, a 
Bright Venus, with her all-Wubduing fon, 
Whofe golden fhaft moft willingly obey 
The beft and wifeft. As they came, 
Glad Hymen wav'd his genial flame, 
pAnd fang thcir happy gifts, and prais’d their {pet- 
we. lefs pbfone. 


\ x 
J faw when through yon feftive gate 
He led along his cholén maid, 
*, Andto my fiend with fimiles prefenting faid ; 
“ Receive that faireft wealth which heaven af. 
 fign'd - 
* To human fortune. Did thy lonely ftate 
~ * One with, one utmott hope conteis? 
« Behold, fle comes, to adorn and bie(s t 
“ye? Comes, were of thy heart, and equai-te thy 
* mind,” 


ODE xifr 


TO THE AUTHOR OF MEMOIRS OF THE HOUSE OR 
BRANDENSURGA. 
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or 
Tue men renown’d as chiefs of human race, 
And born to lead in counfels or in arms, ~ 
Have feldom turn‘d their teet from glury’schafe, 
‘Yo dwell with books, or court the muie’scharms, 
Yet, to our eyes if haply time hath brought 
Some gennine tranfcript of their calmerthought, 
There ttill we own the wife, the great, or pood 3 
And Cziar there and Xenophon are icen, } 
As clear in fpirit and fiblime of mien, 
As on Pharialian plas, or by the Aflyrian flood, 
. i. 
Say thou too, Frederick, was not this thy aim * 
Thy vigils could the tiudent’s lamp engage - 
Except for this? except that future fame 
Might read thy genius in the faithful page 2 
‘That hereafter envy thall prelume * 
With words irreverent to infribe thy tomb, 
And baler weeds upon thy palms to flings * 
‘That hence poflerity may try thy reign, 
Affert thy treaties, and thy wars explain, 
And view in native lights the hero and the kingy. 
a, : 
O evil forefight and pernicious care!” 
Wilt thou indeed abide by this appeal? 
Shall we the le(fons of thy pen compare 
With private honour or with public zeat? 
Whence then at things divine thole dartsof (corn? 
Why are the woes, which virtuous men have 
borne 
For facred truth, a prey to laughter given?” 
What fiend, what foe of nature, urg'd thy arm 
‘The Almighty of his fceptre to dilarm ? 
To puth this earth adrift, and leave it loofe from 
heaven? ° A 
Iv. 
Ye godlike thades of legiflators old, 
Ye who made Rome victorious, Athens wife, 
Ye Grit of mortals with the blets’d enroli'd, . 
Say, did not horror in your boioms rife, 
‘Wheu thus by impious vanity impeil'd 
A magiltrate, a monarch, ye beheld 
Affroating civil order’s holiert bands ? 
Thofe bands which ye fo labour'd to improve? 
‘Thole hopes and fears of juitice from above, 
Which tam’d the favage world to your divine cums 
mands ? ai 


ODE xiv. 
‘THE COMPLAINT, 


ca 
Away! Away! 
Tempt me no more, infidious Love 
Thy foothing fway 
Long did my youthtul bofom prove : 
At length thy areafon is difcern’d, 
At lengtn iom. deai-bought cauiion earn’d: 
Away + uur bope my riper age to move, 
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m 
I know, I fee 
Her merit. Needs it now be fhown, 
Alas! tome? 
How often, to myfelf unknown, 
‘The graceful, gentle, virtuous maid 
Have Tadmir'd! How often faid, 
‘What joy to calla leart ike hers one’s own, 
* wl. , 
But, flattering god, 
© {quanderer of content and eafe, 
“In thy abode 
‘Will care’s rude leflun learn to pleafe 2 
O fay, deceiver, haft thon won 
Proud fortune to attend thy throne, 
Qr plac’d thy friends above her tern decrees? 


ODE Xv. 


@N DOMESTIC MANNERS, 
[Unfinifhed.] 


1. 
Meek honour, female fhame, 
©! whither, fweeteit offspring of the fky, 
From Albion dof thou tly ; - 
Of Albion's daughters once the favourite fame? 
O beauty’s only friend, 
‘Who giv'tt her pleafing reverence to infpire ; 
Who felfith, bold defire > 
Dok to efteem and dear affection turn; 
Alas! of thee forlorn, 
‘What joy, what praife, what hope can life pretend? 


AK ENSIDE, 


i 

Behold ; your youths in vain 
Concerning nuptial happinefs inquige’s 

Our maids no more afpire 
The arts of bathtul Hymen to attain; 

But with triumphant eyes . 
And cheeks impaffive, as they move along, 

Atk homage of the throng, ‘ 
The lover (wears that in a harlot’s arms 

Are found the felf-(ame charms, 
And worthlefs and deierted lives and dies, 


TI. 
Behold; unblefs’d at home, 
‘The father of the cheerlefs houfehold mourns; 
The night in vain returns, 
For love and glad content at diftance roam 3 
While the, in whom his mind 
Seeks refuge from the day’s dull tafk of cares, 
To meet him the prepares, 
Through noife and fpleen and all the gamefter’s ari 
A liftlefs, harats’d heart, 
Where not one tender thonght can welcome find, 
“ IV. ' sf 
*Twas thus, along the fhore 
Of Thames, Britannia’s guardian genius heard, 
From many a tongue preferr'd, 
Of ftrife and grief the tond inveGive lore + 
At which the queen divine 
Indignant, with her adamantine fpear 
Like thunder founding near, 
Smote the red crofs upon her filver thield 
And thus her wrath reveal’d. 
(I watch'd her awful words and made them mine.) 
<_* ee # 





NOTES ON THE TWO BOOKS OF ODES, 


. Box, Ode XVIII, Stanza Il. 2.) Lycurgus 
the Lacedemonian lawgiver, brought into Greece 
from Afia Minor the Hott complete copy or Ho-~ 
mer’s Works.—At Platwa was foughtthe decifive 
battle between the Perfian army and the unit.d 
militia of Greece, under Pautanias and Ariftides. 
~Cymon the Athenian creéted a trophy in Cy- 
pros, for two great vidories weiicd on the fame 
day over the Perfians Ly fea and land, Diodorns 
Siculus has preferved the infcription which the 
ans afhixed to the confecraicd fpoils, after 
great fuccefs; in which it is very remarkable, 
that the groatnefs of the occaficn has raifed the 
‘mariner of expreffion above the ulual fimplicity 
and modefty of all other ancient inicriptious. It 

is this: : 
ES, OT. 1.’ ETPOMEN. AZIAE. AIXA. TIONTOS, 
ENEIME : 
KAL HOAEAS. @NHTQN. @OTPOS. APHS. 

‘ EEXEI ah 

OTAEN. 10 TOIOTTON ENMIX@ONIQN. TENET’. 
ANAPON, i 


EPTON. EN. HIIEIPOQI, KAL KATA, TONTON,| 
AMA, . ‘ 
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OISE. FAP. EN. KY MPN. MHAOTS. TIOAAOTE 
. QAEEZANTES, ane 
@OINIKQN. EKATON. NATE. EAON. EN. T1E 
AATEL 
ANAPON. TIAHOOTEAS. MELA. 4’. RETENEN, 
AXIE TH’. ATTOAN. 
TIAUPEIS”’ AMOOTEPAIS. 
HIOAEMOT. oy 
The flowing tranplation is almoft literal 
Since firft the fea from Afia’s hoftile coaft 
Divided Evrope, and the god of war 
Aflail'd imperious cities; never yet, < 
At once among the waves and on the fhore, 
» Had fuch a labour been atchingd by men. 
Who earth inhabit. "They, whobapt the 
Medes ae? oe, 
In Cyprus felt pernicions, they, the fame 
Have wenfrom tkiiful Tyre an hundred fhips 
Crowded with warriors. Afia groans in borh 
Her hands fore fmitten, by the might of war. 
Stanza il. 3.] | Pindar was contemporary with 
Ariftides and Cymon, in whom the glory of an- 
cient Grecce was at its height. When Xerxes in« 
vaded Greece, Pindar was true to the commém 
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confequently to the tisintenance of commerce; 


and by that means, to the maritime part of mi- 
litary power, Next is reprefented their favour 


“able influence upon health, when affifted by ru- 


ral exercife: which introduces their connection 
"with the art of phyfic, and the happy effects of 


mineral medicinal {prings. Laftly, they are 


celebrated for the friendibip which the mufes 


bear them, and for the true infpiration which 
temperance only can receive: in oppofition to 
the enthufiafm of Uae more licentious pocts. 





O’er yonder eaflern hill the twilight pale 
‘Walks forth from darknefs; and the god of day, 
With bright Aftrza feated by his fide, 
Waits yet to leave the ocean. ‘Tarry, nymphs, 
Ye nymphs, ye blue-ey’d progeny of Thames, 
‘Who now the mazes of this rugged heath 
‘Trace with your Rlecting fteps; who ali night long 
Repeat, amid the cool and tranquil air, 
Your lonely murmurs; tarry, and receive 
‘My offer'd lay. ‘To pay you homage due, 10 
J icave the gates of ficep; nor fhall my lyre 
‘Too far into the {plendid hours of morn 
Engage your audience: my observant hand 
Shall clofe the ftrain ere any fultry beam 
Approach you. To your fubterranean haunts 
Ye then muy tinely fteal; to pace with care 
The hamid fands, to loofen from the toil 
‘The bubbling fources; to direét the rills 
‘To meet in wider channels; or bencath 
Some grotto’s dripping arch, at height of noon 20 
To dlunber, fhelter’d from the burning heaven. 
Where fhall my fong begin, yenymphs? or end? 
Wide is your praife and copious—tirlt of things, 
Firft of the lonely powers, ere time arofe, 
‘Were lave and Chaos. Love the fire of fate ; 
Elder than Chaos, Born of fate was tine, 
Who many fons and many comely births 
Devour’d, relentlefs father: till the child 
Of Rhea drove him from the upper tky, : 
And quell'd his deadly might. Then focial reign’d 
‘The kindred powers, Tethys, and reverend Ops, 31 
And fpotlets Vetta; while fupreme of {way 
Remain’d the cloud-compeller. From the couch 
Of ‘Tethys {prang the fedgy crowned race, 
Who froma thouland urns, o’er every clime, 
Send tribute to their parent : and from them 
Are ye, O Naiads! Arcthofa fair, 
And tuneful Aganippe; thac {weet name, 
Bandufia ; that foft family which dwelt 
With Syrian Daphne ; and the honour’d tribes 40 
Belov'd of Pan. Liften to my ftrain, 
Daughters of Tethys: liften to your praife. 
‘You, nymphs the winged offspring, which of old 
Aurora to divine Aftracus bore, 


Owns ; and your aid befeecheth. When the might | 


Of Hyperion, from his ueontide throne, 
‘Unbends their languid pinions, aid from you 
‘They afk: Favonius and the mild fouth-weft 
From you relief implore. Your fallying streams 

_ Frefh vigour to their weary wings impart. 5° 
Again they fly, difperting; from the mead 
Half ripen’d and the tender blades of corn, 
To fwcep the noxious mildew 5 or difpel 
Contagious ftreams, which oft the parched earth 
Breathes on her fainting fons. From ncon to eve, 
Along the river and the paved brook, 
Alcend the cheerful breezes: hail’d of bards 
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Who, faft by learned Cam, the olan lyre 
Solicit ; nor unwelcome tothe youth 
Who on the heights of ‘Tibur, ali inciin’d_ 6< 
G'er rafhing Anio, with a pious hand 
‘The reverend fcenz delincates, broken fanes; 
Or tombs, or pillar’d aquedués, the pomp 
Of ancient time; and haply, while he feans* -— 
‘he ruin, witha filent tear revolves 
‘The fame and fortune of impcrious Rome. 

You too, O nymphs, and your unenvious aid 
The rural powers conéefs; and ill prepare 
For you their choicclt treafures. Pan com- 





clian king with Sirius holds’ za 
‘Phe central heavens, the futher of the grove 
Commands his Dryads over your abodes . 
‘To ipread their deepeft umbrage. Well the god 
Remembereth how indulgent ye fupplied 
Your general dews to nurie them in their prime. 
Pales, the pafture’s queen, where-c’er ye ftray, 
Purfucs your fteps, detighted; and the path 
With living verdure clothes. Around your haunts 
The laughing Chioris, with profufcth hand, 79 
‘Throws wide her blooms, her odours. Still with you 
Pomona fecks to dwell: and o’er the lawns, 
And o'er the vale of Richmond, where with Phames 
Ye love to wander, Amalthea pours 
Well-pleas’d the wealth of that Ammonian horn, 
Her dower; unmiudfal of the fragrant ides 
Nyfwan or Atlantic. Nor canit thou, 
(Albcit oft, ungrateful, thou dof mock 
“the beverage of the fober Naiad’s urn, 
O Bromius, O Lenaan) nor canft thou 
Difown the powers whofe bounty, il repaid, go: 
With nectar feeds thy tendrils. “Yet from me, 
Yet, blamelefs nymphs, from my dclighted lyre, 
Accept the rites your bounty weil may claim, — * 
Nor heed the feofings of the Edonian band. 
For better pele awaits you. ‘Thames, your fire, 
As down the verdant flope your dutcous rills 
Defeend, the tribute flately ‘Phames, reccives, 
Delighted; and-your piety applauds; 
And bids his copious tide roli on fecure, 
For faithful are his daughters ; and with words t00 
Aufpicious gratulates the bark which, now 
His banks forfaking, her adventurous wings 
Yield to the breeze, with Albion’s huppy gitts 
Extremett ifles to bleis. And oft at morn, 
When Hermes, from Olympus bent o’er carth 
‘Tu hear the words of Jove, on yonder hill 
Stoops lightly-failing; oft intent your fprings 
He views: and waving o’er fume new-born itream 
His bleit pacific wand, “ And yet,” he cries, 
Yet,” cries the fon of Maia, « though rechie rro 
“© And iile: : your itores, from you, fair nymphs,. 
“ Flows wealth and kind fociety to mien, 
“ By you my function and my honour’d name 
* Do I poflefs; while o’er the Baie anh 
“ Orthrough the tewers of Mempiiis, or fina 
« By facred Ganges water’d, I condud 
TI elif: merchant: withthe buxom flece 





































ngs; of to the honicheld gods 

‘a, from the bleak Coraubian thore, 120 
fe the mincral treafure which of old 

© Sidonian piiots fought, when this fair land 

© Was yet unconicious of the’: generous arts 

“ Which wife Phenitia from their native clime 
 “Franfplanted to a more inwulgent heaven,’ 








HYMN TO THE NAIADS. 


Such are the words of Hermes: fuch the praife, 
O Naiads, which from tongues celeftial waits 
Your bountéous deeds. From bounty iffueth power: 
And thofe who, fedulous in prudent works, 
Relieve the wants of nature, Jove repays 10 
With noble wealth, and his own feat on earth, 
, Mit judgments to pronounce, and curb the might 
Of wicked men. "Your kind unfailing urns 
Not vainly to the ofpitable arts 
Of Hermes yield their ftore. For, O ye nymphs, 
Hath he not won the unconquerable qucen 
Of arms to court your fricndfhip? You the owns 
The fair affociates who extend her fway 
Wide o'er the mighty deep; and grateful things 
Of you the uttereth, oft as from the fhore 140 
Of Thames, or Medway’s vale, or the yrcen-banks 
Of Vedta, the her thundering navy leads 
‘To Calpe’s foaming channel, or the rough 
Cantabrian furge; Ser aufpices divine 
IJmparting to the fenate and the prince 
Of Albion, to difmay barbaric kings, 
'The Iberian, or the Celt. The pride of kings 
‘Was ever fcorn’d by Pallas: and of old 
Kejoic’d the virgin, from the brazen prow 
Of Athens o'er /Egina’s gloomy furge, 150 
‘Yo drive her clouds and ftorms; o’erwhelming all 
. Che Perfian’s promis’d glory, when the realms 
‘Of Indus and the foft Tenian clime, 
When Libya’s torrid champain and the rocks 
Of cold Lmaiis join’d their fervile bands, 
To fwecp the fons of liberty from earth, 
In vain ; Minerva on the bounding prow 
Of Athens ftood, and with the thunder’s voice 
Denounc’d her terrors on their impious heads, 
And fhook her burning zgis. Xerxes faw: 160 
From Heracléum, on the mountain’s height 
‘Thron’d in his golden car, he knew the fign 
. Celeftial; felt unrighteous hope forfake 
His faultering heart, and turn’d his face with fhame. 
Hail, ye who flare the ftern Minerva’s power; 
‘Who arm the hand of liberty for war: 
4nd give tg the renown’d Britannic name 
‘To awe contending monarchs: yet benign, 
Yet mild of nature: to the works of peace 
More prone, and lenient of the many ills 
Which wait on human fife. Your gentle aid 
Hygeia well can witnefs, fhe who faves, 
From poifonous cates and cups of pleafing bane, 
‘The wretch devoted. to the entangling {nares 
Of Bacchus and of Comus. Him fhe leads 
‘To Cynthia’s loncly haunts. To fpread the toils, 
‘To beat the coverts, with the jovial horn 
At dawn of day to fummon the loud haunds, 
She calls the lingering fluggard from his dreams : 
And where his breaft may diink the mountain 
«And where the fervor of the funny vale {oreeze, 
"May beat upon his brow, through devious paths - 
‘Beckons hise<pid conrfer. Nor when cafe, 
Cool eaf€ and welcome dlumbers have becalin’d 
His eager bofom, does the queen of heatth 
Her pleafing care withhold. His decent board 
She guards, prefiding ; and the frugal powers 
‘With joy fedate leads in: and while the browa 
Eunzan dame with Pan prefents her flores ; 
While changing ll, and comely in the change, 190 
Vertumnus and the hours hefore him fpread 
The garden’s hanquet : you to crown his feat, 
Vo crows his feait, OQ Naiads, yeu the fair 
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Hygceia calls: and from your fhelving feats, 

And groves of Poplar, plenteous cups ye bring, 

To flake his veins: till foona purer tide : 
Flows down thofe loaded channels: wafheth off - 
‘The dregsof luxury, the lurking feeds 

Of crude difeafe ; and through the abodes of life 
Sends vigour, fends repofe. Hail, Naiads: hail, 
Who give, to labour, health ; to ftooping age, 20F 
‘The joys which youth had {quander’d. Oft your 
Will Linvoke ! and, frequent in your praife, (urns 
Abath the frantic Thyrfus with my fong. 

For not eftrang'd from you benignant arts 
Is he, the god, to whofe myfterious fhrine 
My youth was facred, and my votive cares 
Belong; the learned Paon. Oft when all 
His cordial treafures he hath fearch’d in vain ; 
When herbs, and potent trees, and drops of balm 
Rich with the genial influence of the fun, 224 
(To roufe dark fancy from her plaintive dreams, 
To brace the nervelefs arm, with food to win 
Sick appetite, or huh the unquiet breaft 
Which pines with filent paflion) he in vain 
Hath prov’d; to your deep manfions he defcends, 
Your gates of humid rock, your dim arcadcs, 

He entercth; where impurpled veins of ore 

Glzam on the roof; where through the rigid mine 

Your trickling rills infinuate. There the god 22@ 

From your indulgent hands the ftreaming bowl! 

Watts to his pale-ey’d fuppliants ; waits the feeds 

Metallic, and the elemental falts : 

Wath’d from the pregnant glebe. They drink ; 
and foon . 

Flies pain; flies inaufpicious care: and foon 

The focial havnt or unfrequented fhade 

Hears Io, Io Pzan; as of old, - 

When Python fell. And, O propitiousnymphs ! 

Oft as for he!plefs mortals I implore : 

Your fatutary {prings, through every urn 230 

Oh thed your healing treafures, With the firlt 

And fineft breath, which from the genial Qrife 

Of mineral fermentation f{prings, like lighe 

O’er the frelh morniag’s vapor juftrate then 

The fountain, and inform the rifing wave. 

My lyre thall pay your bounty. Scorn not ye 
That humble tribute. Though a mortal hand 
Excite the ftrings to utterance, yet for themes 
Not unregarded of celeftial powers, 

I frame their language; and the mufes deign 240 

To guide the pious tenor of my lay. 

‘The mafvs (facced by their gifts divine)- 

In early days did not my wondering fenfe 

Their f{ecrets oft reveal: oft my rais’d ear 

In flumber felt their mufic: oft at noon © 

Or hour of fanfet,- by fome lonely ftream, 

In field or fhady grove, they taught me words 

Of power from death and envy to preferve 5 

The good man’s name. Whence yet with grateful 
sind, . 

And ofterings unprofagd by ruder eye, 

My vows | fend, my homage, to the feats 

Of rocky Cirrha, where with you they dwell: 

Where you their chafte companions they admit.-_ 

‘Through all the haliowed fcene: where oft intent; 

And leaning o’er Caftalia’s moffy verge, 

They mark the cadence of your confluent urns, 

How tuneful, yielding gratefulleft repofe . 

‘Vo their conforted meafure «till azain, 


With emulation ail the founding choir, 
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And bright Apollo, leader of the fong 

Their voic.s through the liquid air cxale, 

And {weep their lofty ftrings: thofe powerful 
firings 

That charm thé mind of gods; that fill the courts 

£ wide Olympus with oblivion fweet 

Of evils, with immortal reft from cares: 

Affuage the terrors of the throne of Jove 3 

And quench the formidable thunderbolt 

Of unrelenting fire. . With flacken’d wings 

While now the folemn concert breathes around, 

Incumbent o’er the {eeptre of his lord 2.76 

Sleeps the ftern eagle ; by the number’d notes, 

Pofkets’d; and fatiate with the melting tone: 

Sovereign of birds. . ‘The furious yod of war, 

‘His darts forgetting, and the winged wheels 

‘That bear him vengeful o’er th’ embattled plain, 

Relents, and fooths his own fierce heart to eafe, 

Mot welcome eafe,. The fire of gods and men, 

Ya that great moment of divine delight, 

Looks down on all that live; and whatfoe’er 

He loves not, o’er the pcopl'd carth and o’ér 280 

"Lhe interminated occan, he beholds 

Curs’d with abhorrence by his doom fevere,, 

And troubled at the foand. Ye, Naiads, ye 

With ravith’d ears the melody attend 

‘Worthy of fixcred filence. But the flaves 

Of Bacchus with temmpeftuous clamours ftrive 

‘Yo drown the heavenly ftrains; of highcft Jove 

Isreverent, arid by mad prefumption fir’d 

‘Their own difcordant raptures to advance 

With hoftile emulation, Down they rnfh 

From Nyfa’s vine-impurpled cliff, the dames 

Of Vhrace, the fatyrs, and the unruly fauns, 

‘With old Silenus, recling through the crowd 

Which gambols round him, in convulfions wild 

‘Tofling their limbs; and brandifhing in air 
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OF AKENSIDE, . 
‘The ivy-mantled Thyrfus, or the torch _ 7 
‘Through black fmoke flaming, to the Phrygiad 


pipe s zs 

Shrill voice, and to the clathing cymbals, mix'’d 
With fhricks and frantic uproar. “May the gods 
From every unpolluced ear avert joe 
Their orgies! If within the feats of men, 
Within the walls, the gates, where Pallas holds 
‘The guardian key, if haply there be found 
Who loves to mingle with the revel-band 
And hearken to their accents; who afpires 
From fuch infraction to inform his break 
With verfe; let him, ft votarift, implore 
Their infpiration. He perchance the gifts 
Of young Lyzus, and the dread exploits, 
May fing in apteft numbers: he the fate 
Of tober Pentheus, he the Paphian rites, 
And naked Mars with Cytherea chain’d, 
And ftrong Alcides in the fpinfter’s robes, 
May celebrate, applauded, But with you, 
© Naiads, far from that unhallow’d rout, 
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Mutt dwell the man whoe’er to praifed themes 

Iuvokes the immortal mufé.. The immortal mufe 

To your calm habitations, to the cave : 

Corycian or the Delphic mount, will guide 319 

His footfteps; and with your unfullied flreams 

His lips will bathe: whether the eternal lore 

Of Themis, or the majefty of pre 

To mortals he reveal; or teach his lyre 

‘The unenvy’d guerdon of the patriot’s toils, 

In thofe unfading iflands of the blefs’d, E 

Where facred bards abide. Hail, honour'd 
nymphs; ed 

Thrice hail. For you the Cyzenaic fhell 

Behold, I touch, revering. To my fongs 

Be prefent ye with favourable feet, 


And all profaner audience far remove. 330 





NOTES ON THE HYMN TO THE NAIADS. 


—Love. 
Elder than Chaos.) Hefiod, in 
nis Theogony, gives a different account, and 
rakes Chaos the eldeft of beings; though he af- 
figas to Love neither father nor fuperior: which 
éircumitance is particularly mentioned by Pha- 
crus, in Phito’s Banquet, as being obfervable not 
anly in Hefiod, but im all other writers both of 
verfe and profe: and on the faine occafion he cites 
a line from Parmenides, in which Love is ex- 
prefsly ftyled the eldeft of all the gods. Yet Arif- 
iophanes, in the Birds, affirms, that “ Chaos, 
“and Night, and Frebus, and Tartarus, were 
« firft; and that Love was produccd from an egg, 
© which the fable-winged night depofited in the 
« immenf bofom of Erebus.” But it ninft be 


Tae aS. 








_ obferved, that the Love defigned by this comic 


poet was always diftinguifhed from the other, 
from that original and felf-cxifent being the TO 
ON or ATAOON of Plato, and meant only the 
AHMIOTPYOE or fecond perfon of the old Grecian 
trinity; to whom is infcribed an hymn among 
thofe which pals under the name of Orpheus, 


where he’ is called Protogonos, or the firft-be« 
gotten, is faid to have been born of an egg, and 
is reprefented as the principal or origin of all thefe 
external appearances of nature. In the fragmenta 
of Orpheus, collected by Henry Stephens, he is 
named Phanes, the difcoverer or difclofer; wha 
unfolded the ideas of the fupreme intelligence, 
| and expofed them to the perception of inferior 
beings in this vifible frame of the world; as 
Macrobius, and Procius, and Athenayoras, all 
agree to interpret the feveral paflages of Orpheus, 
which they have preferved. 

Bat the Love defigned in oar Poa te ong 
felf-exiftent and infinite mind, whom i the geue- 
rality of ancient mythologifts have not introduced 
or truly defcribed in accounting for the produw 
tion of the world and its a rances; yet, toa 

} modern poet, it can he no objection that he hath 
ventured to. differ from them in this particular; 
though, in other refpedts, he profeffeth to imitate 
their manner and conform to their opinions, For 
in thefe great points of natural theology, they dif- 
fer no Jels remarkably among themfrlves; and ar¢ 
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‘perpetually confounding the phitofophical rea 
tations of things with the tradit: mary circum. 
flancewof mythic hiffory: upon which very ac. 
eount, Callitnachus, in his hyma to Papiter, de- 
clareth his diffent from them concerning even an 
sclicle of the national crecd ; adding, that the ane 
SCrent bards were by no means to be depended on. 
And yet in the exerdium of the old Atyonautic 











p poem, atcribed to Orpheus, it is faid, that Love, 


whom mortals in latter times cail Phanes, was 
“ the father of the eternally begotten Night ;” 
who is gencraily reprefented by thete mythologi- 
cal poets, as being herfclf the parent af all things ; 
and who, in the Indigitamenta, or Orphic Hynins, 
is faid to be the fame with Cypris, or Love itielf. 
Moreover, in the borly ef this Arganautic po 
where the perfonated Orpheus introduceth re 
felf finging to his lyre in reply to Chiron, he cel 
brateth “ the obfcure memory of at tl, 
“ natures which it contained within itflf in a 
* flate of perpetual viciflitude ; how the heaven 
had its buugdary determined ; the generat 
of the earth; the depth of the ocean; and 
the fapient Love, the moft ancient. the felt. 
fulficient; with afl the beings which he pro- 
duced when he feparated one thing from an- 
other” Which noble paflage is more directly 
to Arittotle’s purpofe in the fir book of his meta- 
phyfics, than any of thofe he has there ¢ sated, to 
Show that the’ ancient ports and mythologitts a- 
greed with Empedocies, Anaxagaras,and the othies 
more fober philofophers, in that natural antici- 
pation and common notion concerning the necef- 
fity of mind and reafon ta account for the connec- 
tion, motion, and good order of the world, For, 
though neither this poem, nor the hymns which 
pais under the (ame name, ate, it thould feem, 
the work of the real Orpheus: yet beyoud all 
quettion they are very ancient. The hymns, more 
particularly, are allowed to be older than the in- 
Pation of Greece hy Xerxes; and were probably 
a fet of public and folemn forms -of devotion: as 
appears by a palfage in one of them, which De- 
motthenes hath almogt literally cited in his firft 
oration againtt Aritogiton, as the faying of Or 
Pheus, the founder of theit_mof haly mytteries. 
On this account, they are of higher authority than 
any other mythological work naw extant, the 
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‘Theogony of Helied himfell not excented. The 
poctry of them is often extri ely nuble; and the 
wylterious air which prevails in them, together 





with its delightful impredion upon the mind, can- 
not be better exprefted than in that remarkable 
detcripzion with whieh they infpired the German 
editor Efchenbach, when he aecide et 
with them apdcipfic: “© “Phefiaram me reperide 
eredidiT 7 fays he, “ &. profecto thejaurnm ree 
peri. Incredibile didn quo me facro liorrore 
«faverint indigitamenta ifta deoram : nam et 
tempus ad itHorum lectionem elizere cogehat, 
quod vel folum horrorem incutere animo potett 
nocturnim ; cum enim totam diem confimierim 
in contempiande urb:s fpiendore, & in adeun. 
dis, quibus fcatet webs ilta, viris doctis; fola 
nox reftabat, quam Orpheo coniecrare potui. 
In abyflum quendam myfteriorum venerandze 
“ antiquitatis dercendere videbat, quoticicungue 
VYrIx 4 
a 














‘fame parp 


the whole fyftem of natural ¢ 





Sor 


“ filente mundo, folis vigilentibis: aftris ef luna 
“ pedampécae ios hymnos al inanus fant,” 
Line 25. Cizos.] The unformed, undigefted 
mais of Moles and Plato: which Milton calis 
“ “Lhe womb of nature. ‘ 
Ibid. Love, the fire of Fate.) Fate is the unie, 
verial fyftem of natural’ cautes: the work of the 
omnipotent mind, or of love: fo Minucins Felix: + 
“ Quid afind ett fatum, quaun quod de unaquoque. 
* nottrum deus faras eit.” So alfo Cizero, in the 
firtt book on Div: “ Farum autem id. 















aps, 
“ petlo, quot Graci EXPMAPMENHN j id eft,” 
“ ordinem fcriemque caufaram, cum canis caule 





Dexa remesx fe gignat-~.ex 


 fatum fit won id quod faperfiniole, fed id quod 


“ puylice dicitur cauia wierna rerum.” ‘To the 


is the doctrine Of Hievecles, in that 
excellent fragment concerning Providence and 
Deftiny. As to the three f s, or deftinies of the 
poets, they reprefented that part of the gcheral 
fyitem of natural caufes which relates to man, and 
to other mortal bei for fo we are told in the 
hymn addvefied to them among the Orphic Indi- 
gitamenta, where they are cailed the danzters of 
Night (or Love) and, contrary to the vuizar no~ 
tion, are ditinguithed by the evithets of gentie, 
and tender-hearted. According to Hefiod, Theog. 
Ser. 934) they were the daughters of Jupiter and 
Thew butin the Orphic hymn to Venus, or 
Love, that Goddets is directly ftyled the mother of 
Neceflity, and is reprefented, immediately after, 
as governing the three deftinies, and conducting 
CS. 

L. 26. Born of Pate was Time.) Cronos, Saturn, 
or Time, was, ‘according to Apoilodorus, the fon 
of Colum and fellas, But the author of the 
hymns gives it guite undifguiled by mythological 
language, and calls him plainly the offspring of 
the earth and the Rarry heaven; thatis, of Fate, 
as explained in the preceding note. 

L. 27. Wise many fens deveur'd.| ‘The known 
fadle of Saturn devouring his children was cere 
tainly meant to imply the diffolution of natural bo. 
dies; which are produced and deftrayed by time. 

L. 23. 29, The ebild of Kea.) Fupiter fo cal 
led by Piudar. 

L. 29. Drove kim from the upper fey. That Jue 
piter dethroned his father Saturn, is recorded by 
aii the mythal 8. Phnrautus, or Corputus, the 
author ofa little Greek treatife on the nature of 
the’ geds, informs us, that by Jupiter was meant 
the vegetable foul of the world, which reftrained 
and prevented thofe uncertain alterations which 
Satara, or Time, ufed formerly to caute in the 
Mundane fvften, 

L. 39. Tien focial reigs 
fupporeth, that before the ¢ ablifimeat of the vie 
tal, vexetative, plaitic nature (repreientéd by Ju~ 
biter) the four elements were in a variable and. 
unfeitiod condition ; bat afterwards, well-difpoted, 
an: at peace among themlelves. Yethys was the 
wife of the Ocean; Ops, or Rhea, the Earth: 
Weila, the elleft daughter of Satarn, Fire; ands 
the cloud-compellor or Zsby wGerapsciras, the Ail 
though he allo reprefanted the princip 
of nature, as may be feen in the Orphic hymn 
intcribed to him, oa : F 
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'd.] Our mythology here 






















802 


Line 34. The fedgy-crowned rare.) The river- 
gcds; who, according to Yefiod’s Theogony, were 
the fons of Oceanus and Tethys. 

L. 36, 37- From them, are ye, O Naiads} The 
defcent of the Naiads is lefs certain than moft 
points of the Greek mythology. Homer Ody. 
Hii. uges Sedge. Virgil, in the eighth book of the 
ZEneid, {peaks as if the nymphs, or Naiads, were 
the parents of the rivers: but in this he contra- 
dicts the teftimony of HeGod, and evidently de~ 
parts from the othordox fyftem, which repre- 
denteth feveral nymphs as retaining to every Gugle 
river. On the other hand Calimachus, who was 
very learned in all the fchool-divinity of thefe 
times, in bis hymn to Delos, maketh Penus, the 
great Theffalian river-god, the father of his 
nymphs: and Ovid, in the fourteenth bank of his 
Metamorphofes, mentions the Naiuds of Latium 
as the immediate daughters of the neighbouring 
river-gods. Accordingly, the Naiads of particu- 
rivers are occafiorally, both by Ovid and Sta- 
s, called by a patronymic, from the name of the 

river to which they belong. 

L. 40. Syrian Daphne} The grove of Daphne 
in Syria, near Antioch, was famous Jor its delight- 
ful fountains, 

Wbid. The tribes beloved by Peon.) Mineral 
and medicinal {prings. Paon was the phyfician 
of the gods. : 

L. 43 The winged offtpring.] The Winds; 
Avho, according to Hefiod and Apollodorus, were 
the fons of Afrwus and Aurora. 

L. 46. Hyperion.) A fon of Coelum and Tellus, 
ard father of the Sun, who is thence -called, by 
Pindar, Hyperionides. But Hyperion is put by 
Homer in the dame manner as here, for the fun 
hindelf. 

L. 49. Your fullying flreams.] The ftate of the 
atmofphere with refpect to reft and motion is, in 
everal. ways, atected by rivers and rnaning 
ftreams; and that more e{pecially in hot featons: 
firlt, they deftroy its equilibrium, by cooling thole 
parts of it with which they are in contact; and 
fecondly, they Communicate their own motion : 
and the air which is thus moved hy them, being 
left heated, is of confequence more elaftic than 
other parts of the atmofphere, and therefore fitter 
to preferve and to propagate that motiun. 

L. 70, Detian king.) One of the epithets of 
Apollo, or the fun, in the Orphic hymn infcri- 
bed to him. 

L. 79. Chlorts.] The ancient Greek name for 
Flora. 

L. 83. Amalthea.] The mother of the firft Bac- 
chus, whofe birth and education was written, as 
Diodorus Siculus informs us, in the old Pelafgic 
charaéter, by Thymeetes, grandfun to Laomcdon, 
and contemporary with Orpheus. ‘ Thymoetes had 
travelled over Libya to the cointry which borders 

. on the weftern ocean; there he faw the illand of 

Nyfa. and learned from the inhabitants, that 

«© Ammon, king of Lybia, was married in former 

ages to Rhea, fitter of Saturn and the Titans: 

“ that he afterwerds fell in love with a beautiful 

“ virgin, whofe name was Amalthea ; had by her 
© a fon, and gave her poflefign of a neighbouring 
# tract of land, wonderfully 3 which ia 
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“ fhape nearly refembling the horn of an ox, was 

“ thence called the Hefperian horn,sand afters 

“ wards the horn of Amalthea~ that, feariig the ' 
“ jealouly of Rhea, he concealed the young Bac- 

“ chus, with his mother, in the ifland of Nyfa;’* 

the beauty of which, Diodorus defcribes with, 
great dignity and pomp of ftyle. This fable is one , 
of the nobieft in all the anciest mythology, and 

feems to have made a particular impreffion on the 

imagination of Milton; the only modern poet 

(unlefs perhaps it be neceffary to except Spenfer) 

who, in thefe myfterious traditions of the poetic 

ftory, had a heart to feel, and words to exprets, the 

fimple and folitary genius of antiquity. To raife 

the idea of his Paradife, he prefers it even to 

——"* that Nyfean ifle 

“ Girt by the river Triton, where old Cham, 

“ (Whom Gentiles Ammon call, and Lybian 

“ Hid Amalthea, and her florid fon, {Jove 

"© Young Bacchus, from his ftepdame Rhea’s 

eye.” 

L. 121. Edonian band.| The priefteffes and 
other minifters of Bacchus; fo called from E+ 
donus, 2 mountain of Thrace, where his rites 
were celebrated. 

L. 105. When Hermes.) Hermes, or Mercury, 
was the patron of commerce ; in which benevo- ; 
lent character he is addreffed by the author of the - 
Indigitamenta in thefe beautitul lines : 





"Epunny wevlow, eg diporeer, Averyekgiperts 
Os xesgioter Exess signuns aarror dpeiugtse 


L. 121. Difpenfe the mineral treafure.} The 
merchants of Sidon and ‘Tyre made frequent 
voyages to the coaft of Cornwall, from whence 
they carried home great quantities of tin 

L. 136. Hath he not won.) Mercury, the pa- 
tron of commerce, being fo greatly dependent 
on the good offices of the Naiads, in return, 
obtains for them the friendthip of Minerva, the 
goddefs of war; for military power, at leaft the 
naval part of it, hath conftantly followed the 
eftablifhment of trade; which exemplifies the pree 
ceding obfervation, that “ from bounty iffueth 
‘S power,” 

L. 143, 144. CalpeCantabrian furge.] Gibral- 
tar and the bay of Bifcay. 

L. 150 yina’s gloomy furge.| Near this 
iffland, the Athenians obtained the victory of Sala~ 
mis, over the Perfian navy. 

L. 160, Xerxes faw.} This circumftance is re- 
corded in that paflage, perhaps the mot {plendid 
among all the rem: of ancient hiftory, where 
Plutarch, in his “ Lite of Themiftoctes,” defcribes 
the fea-fights of Artemifium and Sabagis. 

L. 204. Thyrfus.] A ftaff, or fpear, wreathed~ 
round with ivy; of conftant ufe in the Baccha- 
nelian myfterics. 

L. 217. Io Peaa.] An exclamation of victory 
and triumph, derived from Apolio’s encounter 
with Python, 1 

L. 252. Cirrba.],One of the fummits or Par~ 
nafus. and facred to Apollo. Near it were feve= 
ral fountains, faid to be frequented by the mules, 
Nyia, the other eminence of the fame mountain,”: 
was dedicated to Bacchus. 
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tL. 263. Charm the mind of gods.} This whole 
pailage, concerning the effects of facred mutfic 
among the gads, is taken from Pindar’s fir Py. 
thian ode. 

L. 297. Pbrygian pipe’s.) The Phrygian mu- 
fic was fantattic and turbulent, and fit to excite 

_dilorderly paffions, : 

L. 302, 303. The gates where Pallas holds 

The guardian key.] It was the office 

of Minerva to be the guardian of walled cities: 

whence fhe was named HOAIAE and MOAIOTXOS, 

and had her ftatues placed in their gates, berg 

fuppoled to keey the keys; and on that account 

ftyled KAHAOTXOE. 

L. 310, 314. Fate of ober Pentheus.] Pentheus 
was torn in pieces by the Bacchanalian priefts and 
women, fur defpifing their myiteries. 

L. 318, 319. The cave Corycian.] Of this cave 

: Paufanias, in his tenth book, gives the following 
} defcription: ‘ Between Delphi and the eminences 
“ of Parnaffas, jn a soad to the grotto of Corycinm, 
“which has its name from the nymph Corycia, 
“ and is by far the moft remarkable which I have 
“ feen. One may walk a great way into it with- 
, out atorch, Itis ofa confiderablg height and 
* hath feveral fprings within it; and yet a much 


83 
“ and roof, fo as to be continually dropping on the 
* ground, The people round Parnaffus hod it 
“ jacred to the Corycian nymphs and to Pan.” 

L. 319. Delphic mount | Delphi, the feat and 
oracle of Apollo, had a mountaneous and rocky 
fituation, on the tkirts of Parnafus. 

L. 327. Cyreaaie.] Cyrene was the native 
country of Callimachus, whofe hymns are the moft 
remarkable example of that mythological paffion 
which is ailumed in the preceding poem, and have 
always afforded particular pleafure to the author 
of it, by reafon of the myflerious folemnity with 
which they aifeé the mind. On this account he 
was induced to attempt fomewhat in the fame 
manner; folely by way of exercife: the manner 
itfelf being vow almoft entirely abandoned in poe- 
try. And as the mere genealogy, or the perfonat 
adventures of heathen gods, could have been but 
little interefting to a modern reader ; it was there- 
Fore thought proper to (elect fome convenient part 
of the hiftory of nature. and to employ these an- 
cient divinities as it is probable they were firtt 
employed; to wit, in perfonifying natural cautes, 
and in reprefenting the mutual agreement or op- 
pofition of the corporeat and moral powers of the 
world : which hath been accounted the very 


“ Greater quantity of water diltills from the hell’ highelt office of poetry. 
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INSCRIPTIONS, EPISTLES, &. 


‘kh 
FOR A GROTTO. 


To me, whom in their lays the thepherds call 
Acteea, daughter of the neighbouring fream, 
This cave belongs. The fig-tree and the vine, 
Which o'er the rocky entrance downward floot, 
Where plac’d by Glycon, He with cow‘lips pale, 
Primrofe, and purple lychnis, deck’d the green 
Before thy threfhold, and my thelving wails 
With honeyfuckle cover’d. Here at noony 
Lull'd by the murmur of my rifing fount, 

I (lumber: here my cluftering fruits I tend: - 

Or from the humid flowers, at break of day, 
Freth garlands weave, and chafe from all my 
Each thing impure or noxious, Enter in, bounds 
O ftranger, undifmay'd. Nor bat, nor toad 

Here lurks : and if thy breatt of blamelefs thoughts 
Approve thee, not unwelcome fhalt thou tread 
My quiet manfion: chiefly, if thy nave» 

Wile Pallas and the immortal mutes own. 


IE. 


: FOR A STATUE OF CHAUCER AT WOOD- 
; STOCK. 


Sucu wis old Chaucer. Such the placid mien 

Of him who firft with harmony inform’d 

The language of our fathers. Here he dwelt 

For many a cheertul day. Thefe ancient walls 
“Have often heard him, while his legends blithe 


| Totame the 


He fang; of love, or knighthood, or the wiles 

Of homely life: through each eftate and age, 
‘The fathions and the follies of the world [chance 
With cunning hand portraying. Though per- 
From Blenlzeim’s towers, O ftranger, thou art come 
Glowing with Churchill’s trophies; yet in vain 
Dott thou applaud them if thy breatt be cold 

‘To him, this other hero; who, in times 

Dark and untaught, began with charming ver(e 
lenefs of his native land. 


iil. 


| Waoe'sr thou art whofe path in fammer Jies 


Through yonder village, turn thee where the 
‘Of branching oaks a rural palace old [grove 
Imbotomns. There dwells Albert, generous lord 
Ofall the harveft round. And onward thence 

A low plain chapel fronts the morning light 

Faft by a Glent rivulet. Humbly waik, 

© ftranger, o'er the confecrated ground ; 


} And on that verdant hilloc, which thou fee’ft _ 


Befet with ofiers, let thy pious hand 
Sprinkle frefi water froin the brovk, and ftrew 
Sweet-fwelling flowers. For there doth Edmund 
The learned fhepherd ; for each rural art __[reft,- 
Fam’d, and for fongs harmonious, and the Woes 
Of ill-requited love... ‘The faithiefs pride 
Of fair Matilda fank him to the grave [Heaven 
In manhood's prime, But foon did righteous 
‘With tears, with harp remorfe, and pining care, 
Aveuge he fallehood. Nor soe aul the guia, 
| 
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And nuptial pomp, which lur'd her plighted faith 
Frem Edmund to a loftier hufband’s home, 
Relieve her breaking heart, or turn afide 

Vhe ttrokes of death. Go, traveller; relate 

‘Fhe mournful tory. Haply fome fair maid * 
May hold it in remembrance, and be taught 
Vhat-riches cannot pay for truth or love. 


Iv. 


© vouras and v O declining 
© pale misfortune’s flaves: O ye who dwell 
known with humble quiet; ye who wait 
In courts, or fill the golden feat of kings: 
© fons of {port and pleature + O thou wretch 
‘That weep'tt for jealous love, or the fore wounds 
OF conicious guilt, or death’s rapacious hand 
left thee void of hope : O ye who roam 
le; who through the embattied field 
renown; or who for nobler palms 
Conter dl, the leaders of a public caule; 
Approach: bebold this marble. Know ye not 
‘he features? Hath not oft his faithful tongue , 
aoe you the fathion of your own eftate, 

Phe fecrets of your bofum? Here then, round 
nh monument with reverence while ye fland, 
Say to cach other: *"fhis was Shak(peare’s form 5 
* Who walk’d in every path of human life, 

“ Felt every paifion ; and to all mankind 
“ Doh now, willever, that experience yield | 
* Whichthis own genius only could acquire,” 














Vie ef bs a 
GULIELMVS IIT. FORTIS, PIVS, LIZERATOR, CVM 
INGVNTE AETATE PATRIAE LABENTI ADFVISSET 
DALVS ISE VNICA, CVM MOX ITIDEM REIPY.B- 
‘LICAE BRITANNICAE VINDEX REN VNCEATUS ES- 
SEY ATQVZ STATOR; TVM DENIQVE AD ID SE 
vanwat RECOGNOVIT ET REGEM FACTYM, VT 
VRARET NE DOMINO IMPOTENTI CEDERENT 
Yr or FIDES, FORTYNA GENERIS NVMANI. Ave- 
TURE PVELICAS FELICITATIS P.G, A.M. A, 


Vi. 
FORA coLumn aT RUNNYMEDE. 


‘Trou, who the verdant plain doit traverte here, 
“Vile Themes among bis willows fiom thy view 
Retires 3 O ftranger, ftay thee, and the fcene 
Around contermplate well. This is the place 
Where England's ancient barons, clad in arms 
ind tiern with conqueft, from their tyrant king 
(Then render’d tame) did challenge and fecure 
of thy f ‘nut ou 
hait bleft th y, and paid 
“Thole thanks which God winced the reward * 
OF public virtue. And if chance thy home 
Salute thée with a father’s hononr’d name, 
Go, cail thy fons: inftrust them what a debt 























) pay it, by trantinitting down entire [born. 
‘rhole facred rights te which themfelves. were 
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Arproacu in filence. “Lis ro vuigar tala ese 
yhick.2; the Dzyad of thishuary oak, 20. ov 








fhey owe the:y ancefiors; and make them fwear 





Pronounce to mortal ears. The fecond age 

Now haiteneth to its period, fince I rofe 

On this fair lawn. The groves of yonder vale 
Are all my offspring: and each sfymph, who 
The copies and the furrow'd fields heyond, [guards 
Oheys me. Many changes have I feen 

In hu things, and many awiul deeds 

OF jufice, when the ruling hand of Jove 
Again? the tyrants of the land, againt 

The unhailow’d fons of luxury and guile, 

Was arm’d for retribution. Thus at length 
Expert in laws divine, I know the paths 

Of witdom, and erroneous folly’s end 

Have oft prefag’d: and now well-pleas'd I wait 
Each evening till a noble youth, who loves 

My fhade, a while releas’d from public cares, 
Yon peaceful gate fhall enter, and fit down 
Beneath my branches. Then his mufing mind 

T prompt, unfeen; and place before his view 
Sincerett forms of good; and move his heart 

With the dread bounties of the Sire Supreme 

Of gods and men, with freedom’s generous deeds, 
The lofty voice of glory and the faith 

Of farted tHendthip. Stranger, L have told 

My function. If within thy bofom dwell 

Aught which may challenge praife, thou wilt not 
Ushenour'd my abode, nor fhall I hear [leave 
A {paring benediction from thy tongue. 


fats vine wee WIS | csdew 


Yz powers unfeen, to whom the bards of Greece 

£redted altars; ye who to the mind : 

More lofty views unfold; and-prompt the heart 

With more divine emotions ; if erewhile 

Not quite unpleafing have my votive rites 

Of you been deem’d, when oft this lonely feat 

'To you I confecrated ; then vouchfafe 

Here with yourinftant energy to crown 

My happy folitude. It is the hour tans 

When mo I love te invoke you, and have felt 

Mott frequent'your glad miniftry divine. 

The air is calm: the fun’s unveiled orb 2+ ¢ 

Shines in the middle heaven. The harveft round 

Stands guict, and among the golden fheaves 

(Phe reapers lie reclin’d. ‘Ihe neighbouring groves: 

Are mute; nor even a linnet’s random ftrain 
hocth amid the filence. Let me feel oy 

Your influence, ye kind powers. Aloft in heaven .. 

Abide ye? or on thofe tranfparent clouds 

Pafs ye from hill to hill? or on the hades 

Which yonder elms caf over the lake below 

Dg yon converfe retie’d ? From what Jov’d haunt 

Shail I expeét you ? ‘Let me once more feet - 

Your influence, O ye kind iofpiring powers: 

And I will guard it well, nor thali a thought 

Rife in my rind, northall a-paffion move: 

Actals my bofom unobfere’d, unftor'd 

By faithful memory. And then at fome 

More aGive moment, will I call them forth 

Anew; and join them in majeftic forms, 

And give them utterance in harmonious ftrains ; 

‘That-all mankind fhatl wender at your fway.. 
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Me though in life’s fequefter'd vale 
The Almighty Sire ordain'd tp dwell, 














INSCRIPTIONS, EPISTLES, &. 


Remote from glory’s toilfome ways, 

And the great fcenes of public praiie ; 

Yet Jet me {till with grateful pride 

Remember how my infant frame 

He temper'd with prophetic flame, 
And early mufic to my tongue fupply’d. 


’Twas then my filture fate he weigh". 
And, this be thy concern, he fuid, 
At once with paflion’s keen alarms, 
And beauty’s pleafurabie charms, 
And facred truth’s eternal light, 
‘To move the Various mind of man; 
‘Till under one unblemith'd plan, 

His reafon, fancy, and his heart unite. 


AN EPISTLE TO CURIO *. 


‘Tantce has the {pring bche'd thy faded fame, 
And the fourth winter rifes on thy thame, 
Since I exulting gratp'd the votive theil, 
; An founds of triumph allthy praiie to tell; 
: Bleft could my (kill through ages make thee fine, 
+ And proud to mix my'memory with thine. 
: But now the cauie that wak’d my tong before, 
~ With praife, with triumpk, crowns the toil’ no 
more. 
If to the glorious man, whofe faithful cares, 
Nor quell’d by malice, nor relax’ by years, 
Had aw'd ambition’s wild audacious hate, 
"And dragg'd at Jength corruption to her fate ; 
, every tongue its large applaufes ow?d, 
"And well-earn’d laurels every tute befiow'd; 
If public juftice urg’d the high reward, 
And freedom fmil’d on the devoted bard : 
Say then, to him whote levity or lutt 
Laid all a people's generous hopes in dutt; 
Who taught ambition firmer heights of power, 
And fav'd corruption at her hopetefs hour ; 
Does not each tongue its execrations owe ? 
‘Shall not each mute a wreath of ihame below ? 
And public juftice fanctify the award ? 
And freedom’s hand protect the impartial bard ? 
Yet lung reluctant I forbore thy name, 
Long watch’d thy virtue like a dying flame, ° 





* Curio was a young Roman Senator tf difin- 
Suifoed birth and parts, who, upon bis jirfi ene 
trance into the Forwm,-bad been committed to the 
care of Cicero. Leing profufe and extravagant, 
he foon difipated a large ad fplendid fortune; 
tofupply the want of which, ke was driven to the 
neceffity of abetting the dejigns of Cefar against 
the Liberties of bis country, although he had Lefore 
heena profefed eneny to hin. 5 
himfelf with great energy to pr : 

“without edt, and be became one of the finjt vic~ 
tims in the civil war. This epylle was jirfl 
publifued inthe year 1744, when a celebrated pa- 
triot, after a long, and at laft a fuccefiful oppof- 
tion to an unpopular minifler, bad deferted 
caufe of bis country, and become the for cr 
Support and defence of the fame meajures he b 
fo fleatily, and for fiich a length of time contended 
againfl. It was altered by the Author ito the 
© Ode to Curio; but the sriginal Boers is tos cue 
rious tobe omitted, 










ruin, but 













0 exerted | 


Hung o’er each glimmering {park with anxious 
eyes, a iat OS 
And wifl’d and hop'd the light again would riie,: 
But fince thy guilt ttill more entire appears, 
Since no are hides, no fappofition clears ;, 
Since vengeful flander now too finks her blat, 
And the firit rage of party-hate is patt; aes 
Calm as the judge of truth, at length 1 come 
To weigh thy merits, aud pronounce thy doom:.> 
So may my traf from all reproach be free, } 
And earth and time confirm the fair decree, 


fog. 


There are who fy they view'd without daze 





Thy fad ceverfe of all thy former prai : 
‘That through the pageants of a patriot’s name, © 
‘They piere’d the foulnefs of thy fecret aim; 

Orc deem’d thy arm exalted but w throw 

The public thunder on a private foe. 

But J, whoie foul confemted to thy caule, 

Who felt thy genious ftamp its own applantey 
Who faw the tpirits of each glorious age 

Move in thy boiom, and direct thy rages 

T tcorn’d the ungenerous glofs of flavith minds, 
‘he owl-ey’d race, whom virtue’s luftre blinds, 
Spite of the learned in the ways of vice, , 
And all who prove that each man has his price, 

I fill beliew'd thy end was jult and free; 7° >" 
And yet, even yct believe it---{pite of thee. 





Even though thy mouth impure has dar'd difclata, 


Urg'd by the wretched impotence of fhame; 
Whatever filial cares thy zeal had paid 
To laws infirm, and liberty decay'd; 
Has bexg'd ambition to forgive the thow ; 
Hay told corruption thou wert ne’er her foe ; 
Has boafted in thy country’s awful ear, 
Tle grofs delufion when the held thee dear; : 
How tame the follaw'd thy tempeftuous call, ' 
Ani heard thy pompous tales, aud trulted all--- 
Rite from your tad abedes, ye curtt of old 

or laws fubverted, and for cities fold! 
nt all the nubleft trophies of your guilt; 
‘ths you perjur’d, and the blood you fpilt ; 
«& yuu one untempted vileneis own, 
Ove dreadful palm referv'd for lim alone: 
ed arts his country's praife to fpurn, 
‘Vo beg the infamy he did not earn, 
Yo challenge Late whea honour was his due, 
And plead his crimes where all his virtue knew, 
Do robes of Rate the guarded heart enclofe : 
From each fair teeling human nature knows? * 
pompous titles ftun the enchanted ear 

‘hat reaion, all that fenfe,-would hear? 
thou e’er defert thy facred pott, ? 
othankful bagenefs to be loft ? 
Ele could't thou wed the emptinefs of vice, 
And yield thy glories at an iciot's price ? 

When they who, loud for liberty and laws, 
Tx doubtful times had fought their country’s caule, 

nen now uf canqueft and dominion fure, : 
They fonght alone to livld their fruits fecure; 
Mhen taught by thefe, oppreftion hid the face 
‘Vo leave corruption fronger in her place, 
By filent {pelis to work the public fate, 
And taint the vitals of the paftive flate, 
Till healing wifdom should avail ho more, 
And freedom loath to tread the'poifon’d there; 
Then, like tome guardian yod that flies to fave 
The weary pilgrim from the an inQant grave, 
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. ‘We faw the fenate bending to thy voice; 
hi 
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Steals near and nearer through the peaceful brake; 

Then Curio rofe to ward the public woe, 

To wake the heedlefs, and incite the flow, 

Againft corruption liberty to arm, 

And quell the enchantrefs by a mightier charm. 
‘Swift o’er the land the fair contagion flew, 

And with thy country’s hopes thy honours grew. 

‘Thee, patriot, the patrician roof confefs'd : 

Thy powerful voice the refcued merchant blefs’d; 


. Of thee with awe the rural hearth refounds ; 


‘The bow] to thee the grateful failor crowns; 
“Fouch’d in the fighing fhade with manlier fires, 
"To trace.thy fteps the love-fick youth afpires; 
The learn’d reclufe, who oft amaz’d had read 
Of Grecian heroes, Roman patriots dead, 
With new amazqment hears a living name 
Pretend to fhare in fuch forgotten fame ; 
And he who, {corning courts and courtly ways, 
Left the tame tract of thefe dejeated days, 
The life of nobler ages to renew 
In virtuce facred from a monarch’s view, 
Roue'd by thy labours fram the bleft retreat, 
Where focial eafe and public paflions mect, 
Again afcending treads the civil fcene, 
To act and be a man, as thou hadft been. 

Thus by degrees thy caufe fuperior grew, 
And the great end appear’d at laft in view: 
‘We heard the people in thy hopes rej 





{reign 


"The friends of freedom heil’d the approaching 


_ OF laws for which our fathers bled in vain ; 


While venal f-@ion, rack with new difmay, 

Shrunk at the frown, and felf-abandon’d lay. 

Wak’d in the thock, the public genius role, 

Abafh’d and keéner from his long repofe 5 

Snblime in ancient pride, he rais‘d the fpear 

Which flaves and tyrants long were wont to fear 

‘The city felt his call: from n-an to man, 

Yrom ftrect to ftreet, the glorious horror ran 5 

‘Fach crowded haunt was ftir'd beneath his power, 

And, murmuring, challeng’d the deciding hour, 

"Lo! the deciding hour at laft appears; 

"The hour of every freemani's hopes and fears! 

‘Thou, genius !. guardian of the Roman name, 

O ever prompt tyrannic rage to tame! 

Inftru@ the mighty moments as they roll, 

And guide each movement fleady to the goal. 

Ye fyririts, by whofe providential art 

Succecding motives turn he changcful heart, 

Keen, keep the beft in view to Curio’s mind, 

And watch his fincy, and his paffions bind ! 

Yu thades immortal, who, by freedom led, 

Or in the field, or on the feaffold bled, - 

Tiend from your radiant feats a joyful eye, 

And view the crown of all your labours nigh. 

See freedom mounting her eternal throne !, 

“Lhe fword fubmirted, and the laws her own: 

Sce! public power chaftis’ beneath her ftands, 

‘With eyes intent, and uncorrupted hands ! 

gee private life by wafeft arts recluira’d ! 

kee ardent youth to nubleft manners fram’d ! 
ssacqnire whate’er was fought by you, 

io, only Curio will be tree. 

Twas the-—O fhame! O treft how ill re 

ativm, oft by faithlefs fons betray’d “= 

vee thene-What frenzy on thy svafon ftole ? 

‘What fpells unfingw'd thy dytermin’d foul? 






paid! 








, THE WOKRS OF AKENSIDE. 
* “Whom, fleeping and fecure, the guileful fnake 


—Is this the man in freedom’s caufe approv’ 
"The man fo'gréat, fo honour'd, fo belov'd ? 
"This patient flave by tinfel chains alha’d?_ 
This wretched fuitor for a boon abjuf’d ? 
‘This Curio, hated and defpis’d by ali? 
Who fell himfelf to work his country’s fall? - 
O loft, alike to aétion and repofe! 
Unknown, unpity’d in the worft of woes! 
With all'that confcious, undiffémbled pride, 
Sold to the infults of a foe defy’dt 
With all that habit of familiar fame, 
Doom’d to exhauft the dregs of life in fhame! 
The fole fad refuge of thy baffled art, 
To aé& a ftatefman’s dull, exploded part, 
Renounce the praife no longer in thy power, 
Difplay thy virtue, though without a dower, 
Contemn the giddy crowd, the vulgar wind, 
And fhut thy eyes that others may be blind. 
—Forgive me, Romans, that } bear to fmile 
‘When fhamelefs mofiths your majefty defile, 
Paint you a thoughtlefs, frantic, headlong crew, 
And caft their own impietieson you. 
For witnefs, freedom, to whofe facred power 
My foul was vow'd from reafon’s earlielt hour, 
How have I flood exulting, to furvey 
My country’s virtues opening in thy ray! 
low, with the fons of every: foreign fhore 
fhe more J match’d them, honour’d hersthe more, 
© race ere&t! whofe native ftrength of foul, ~ 
Which kings, nor priefts, nor fordid laws controul, 
Burfts the tame round of animal affairs, 
And feeks a nobler centre for its cares; 
ntent the laws of life to comprehend, 
And fix dominion’s limits by its end. 
Who, bold and equal in their love or hate, 
“y confcious reafon judging every ftate, | 
the man forget not, though in rags he lies, 
4nd know the mortal through a crown’s difguife : 
hence prompt alike with witty fcorn to view 
vaflidious grandeur lift his folemn brow, 
yx, all awake at pity’s foft command, 
end the mild ear, and ftretch the gracious hands 
‘Thence large of heart, from envy far remov'd, 
When public toils to virtue ftand approv'd, ‘ 
Not the young lover fonder to admire, 
Nor more indulgent the delight fire; 
Yet high and jéalous of their free-born name, 
Fierce as the ilight of Jove’s deftroying flame, 
“Where’er oppreffion works her wanton fway, 
‘Proud to confront, snddreadfu} to repay. 
But if, to purchafe Curio’s fage applaule, 
My country muft with him renounce her caufe, 
Quit with a flave the path a patriot trod, 
Bow the meek knee, and kifs the regal rod 5 
Then ftill, ye powers, inftruct his tongue to rail, 
Nor let his zeal, nor let his fubject fail: Bee 
Fe, ere he change the ftyle, bear me away 
Yo where the Cracchi, * where the Bruti flay! 
© long rever'd, and late refign’d to fhame! 
If this uncourtly page thy notice claim 
When the loud cares of bufinefs are withdrawn, 
Nor well-dreft beggars round thy footfteps fawn; 
* Tbe two brothers, Tiberius and Caius Gracebus 
loff their lives in attempting to introduce the only regula- 
How that could give flability and good order to the Roman 
fi Sunius Brates founded the commonwea tb 
ts defences ARENSIDE: 



































INSCRIPTIONS, 


Yn that Rill, thoughtful, folitary hour, 
When truth exerts her unrefifted power, . 
Breaks the falfe optics ting’d with fortune’s glare, 
Unlocks the breaft, and lays the paffions bare : 
‘Then turn thy eyes on that important fcen®, 
And afk thyfeli—if all be well within. 
AWhere is the heart-felt worth and weight of foul, 
» Which labour coutd not ftop, nor fear controul ? 
Where the knows dignity; the ftamp of awe, 
Which, half abath'd, the proud and venal faw? 
Where the calm triumphs of an honeft caufe? 
‘Where the delightful tafte of juft appluufe? 
Where the ftrong reafon, the commanding tongue, 
On which the fenate fir'd or trembling hung! 
All vanifh’d, all are fold—And in their room, 
Couch’d in thy bofom’s deep, diftracted gloom, 
Sce the pale form of barbarous grandeur dwell, 
Like fome grim idol in a forcerer’s ceil! 
‘Yo her in chains thy dignity was led; 
At her polluted fhrine thy honour bled; 
With blafted weeds thy awful brow fhe crown’d, 
‘Thy powerful tongue with poifon'd philters bound, 
‘That baffled reafon ftraight indignant flew, 
And fair perfuafion from her feat withdrew : 
For now no longer truth fupports thy caufe; 
No longer glory prompts thee to applaufe ; 
No longer virtue breathing in thy Pratt, 
With ail her confcious majefty confeft, 
Still bright and brightef wakes the almighty fame, 
"To roufe the feeble, and the wilful name, 
And where the {ces the catching glimpfes roll, 
Spreads the flrong blaze, and ull involves the foul ; 
But cold reftraints thy contcious fancy chiil, 
And formal puffions mock thy ftruggling will ; 
Or, if thy genius e’er forget his chain, 
And reach impatient at a nobler ftrain, 
Soon the fad bodings of contemptuous mirth 
Shoot titongh thy breafl, and flab the gencrous 
irth, * 
‘Till, blind with fmart, from truth to frenzy tof, 
And all the tenor of thy reafon loft, 
ePerhaps thy anguith drains a rca} tear ; 
While tome with pity, fome with laughter hear. 
—Cati art, alas: or genius, guide the head, 
Where truth or freedom from the heart are fled? 
Can leffer wheels repeat their native Qtroke, 
‘When the prime funtion of the foul is broke ? 
But come, unhappy man! thy fates impend ; 
Come, quit thy friends, if yet thou haft a tricnd; 
‘Turn from the poor rewards of guilt like thine, 
Renounce thy titles, and thy robes refign; 
For fee the hund of deftiny difplay’d 
‘To thut thee from the joys thou-hait betray’d! 
dce the dire fane of intamy arife! 
Dark asthe grave, and fpacious as the fkies ; 
Where, from the ficft of time, thy kindred train, 








The chiefs and princes of the unjuit remain. 
Eternal barriers guard the pathiels road 

‘To warn the wanderer of the curit abode ; 

Buc prone as whirlwinds fcour the paflive iky, 
“The heights furmounted, down the fteep they Ay. 
“here, black with frowns, relentlefs time awaits, 
Aud gonds their footfteps to the guilty gates: 
And fill he afks them of their unknown ai 
Evolves their feerets, and their guilt prock: 
And {til his hands defpoil them on the road 
O€ each vain wreath, by lying bards beftow’d, 
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Break their proud marbles, crufh their feftal cars, 

And rend the lawlefstrophies of their wars. - 

At laft the gates his potent voice obey; 

Fierce to their dark abode he driveg his prey, 

‘Where, ever arm’d with adamantine chains, 

‘The watchful demon o’er her vaffals reigns, 

O’er mighty names and giant-powers of luft, 

The great, the fage, the happy, and auguft *, 

No glcasn of hope their baleful manfion cheers, 

No found of honour hails their unbleft ears; 

But dire reproaches from the friend betray’d, 

‘The childleds fire and violated nid ; 

But vengeful vows for guardian laws effac’d, 

From towns enflav’d and continents laid walte ; - 

But long pofterity’s united groan, 

And the fad charge of horrors not their own, 

For ever through the trembling {pace refound, 

And fink cach impious forehead to the ground. 
Ye mighty foes of liberty and reft, f 

Give way, do homage to a mightier gueft!. 

Ye daring fpirits of the Roman race, 

See Curio’s toil your proudeft claims efface! 

—Aw’d at the name, fierce + Appius rifing bends, 

And hardy Cinna from his throne attends: 

« He comes, they cry, to whom the fates affign’d 

“ With furer arts to work what we defign’d, 

“ From year to year the ftubborn herd to fway, 

« Mouth all their wrongs, and all their rage obey 5 

‘Vill, own'd their guide and truiled with their 

“ powcr, 

He mock'd their hopes in one decifive hour: 

Then, tir’d.and yielding, led them to the chain, 

And quench the fpixit we provok’d in vain.” 

But thou, Supreme, by whofe eternal hands 

Fair liberty’s heroic empire itands ; 

Whofe thunders the rebellious deep contreul, _~ 

And quell the triumphs of the traitor’s foul, 

O turn this dreadful omen far away! 

On freedon1's foes their own attempts repay: 

Relume her facred fire fo near fuppreft, 

And fix her fhrine in every Roman breaft: 

Though bold corruption boaft around theJand, 

“ Let virtue, if fhe can, my baits withitand !” 

Though boider now the urge the accurfed claim, 

Gay with her trophies rais'd on Curio’s fhame ; 

Yet fome there are who fcorn her impious mirth, 

Who know what confcience aud a heart are worth. 

---O friend and father of the human mind, ‘ 

Whole art for nobicit ends our frame gefiga’d ! 

If | though fated to the ftudious thade a 

Which party-ftrife nor anxiaus panes invade, 

lf Lafpire in public virtuc’s caufe, ae 

To guide the mufes by fublimer laws, 

Do thou her own authority impart, 

And give my numbers entrance to the heart. 

Perhaps the verfe might roufe her finother’d flame, 

And fuatch the fainting patriot back to fame ; 

Perhaps, by worthy thoughts of human kind, 

‘Ta worthy deeds exalt the confcious mind ; 

Or dith corruption in her proud career, 

And teach her flaves that vice was born to fear, 


« 





rs which bave ben generally oferibed to the 
of men. AXKENSIDE. 
Cla::dins the Decemvir, and L. Cornelius 
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LOVE. AN ELEGY, 


‘Foo much my heart of beguty’s power hath 
known, i ' 
Tao long to tove hath reafon left her throne ; 
‘Too long my genius mourn’d his myrtle chzin, 
And three rich years of youth confum’d in vain. 
My withes, JulPd with foft inglorious dreams, 
Forgot the patriot's and the fage’s themcs : 
"Through each Elyfian vale and fairy grove, 
Threugh all the enchanted paradife of love. 
Milled by fickly hope’s deceitful flame, 
Averfe to aGtion, and renouncing fame, 
+ At laft the vifionary fcence'decay, 
My eyes, exulting, blef the new-born day, 

+ Whofe faithful beams detect the dangerous road 
In which my heedlefs feet fecurely trod, 
And ttript the phantoms of their lying charz 
‘That luctd my fowl from wifdom’s peaceful $ 

For -fiiver ftreams and banks befpread with 

flowers, P 

For molly, couches and harmonious howers, 
Lo! barren heaths appear, and pathlefs woods 
And rocks hung: dreadful g’er unfathom’d foo 
For. opennefs-of heart, fer tender finiles, — {wiies, 
Looks fraught with dove, and wrath difarming 
Lo! fullen fpite, and perjur’d tuft of gain, 
And cruel pride, and cruelter difdain. 
Lat cordial faith to idiot airs refin’d, 
Now coolly civil, how tranfporting kind. 

» Bot’praceful eafe, lo! affectation walks; 

And dull balf-ferfs, for wit and wifdom talks. 
New toeach hour whit low ‘delight fucceeds, 
What precious fart ture of hearts and heads ! 














By noyght their prudence, bur by getting, known; 


And.all their courage in deceiving frown, 

“See next what plagucs attend the lover's late, 
What frightful forms of terrav, feorn, and hate ! 
See batniig fury heaven’ and caith defy | 
See dumb defpair in icy fetters Ve! 

See black’ fifpreion bend his gloomy brow, 

The hideous image of himfelf to view ! 

And fond beltef, with all a lover’s flame, 

Sinks in thofearmsthat points hishead with fhame! 

‘There wan dejection, faultering as he gocs, 

An thades and filence vainly feeks repofe ; 

“Mofing through’ pathlefs wilds, canfumes the day, 

‘Then loft in darknefs weeps the hours away. 

Here the say crowd of laxury advance, 

Some touch the lyrc, and others urge the dance; 

On every head the rofy garland clows, 

Bil every hand the golden goblet Hows. 

‘he Syren views them with exulring 

d laughs at bafhful virtue as the ft 

it fee behind, where fcora and want eppear, 

“The grave remonttrance and the witty fncer, 

See fell remorfe in action, prompt to dart 

Her fnaky poifon through the con{tions heart. 

And floth to cancel, with oblivious shame, 

"he fair mémorial of recording fame. 

Are thefe delights that one would with to gain? 
Isthis the Elyfium of a fober brain? 

"ro wait for happinefs in feinale f 
Bear all her icorn, caught with ali h 
With pravers, with bribes, with lies, her pity crave, 
Elefs her hard bonds, ang boaft to be her flave; 


















: wiles, 






























THE W.QRKS OF AKENSIDE 


To. feel, for trifles, a diflrading train 
Of hopes and terrors equally in vain; ‘ 
‘This hour to tremble, and the next to glow, 
Cun price, can fenfe, can reafon, ftoop to ow? 
Whengirtue,. at an cafier price, difplays 
"The facred wreaths of hoonrable praife 
When wifdom utters her divifie decree, ' 
‘Yo laugh at popipous folly, and be free. 

1 bid adicu, chen, to thefe woeful feenes ; 
1 bid adieu to all the fex of quceus; 
Adieu to every fuftering, fimple foul 
That lets a woman’s will his cafe controul. 
‘There laugh, ye witty ; and rebuke, ye grave? 
For me, I {corn to boaft that I'ma flave. + 
} bid the whining orotherhood be gone; 
my heart ! my wiihes are my own! 
olf the female heaven, the female hell ; 
reat God of love a glad farewell. 

iumph of thy awful name ? 















ofom own'd thy haugl 
When th inerva heard thee, boating, fay, 

« (Go, aertial maid, cMewhere thy arts employ, 
hope <o fhelter that devoted boy. 

ich the folemin fons’of care and age, 





Whin fird ro 











« Go 





« ‘The penfive flatefmen, and the midnight fage 5 
Fl wung with me muft other leffons prove, 
13 for pleafure, pleafure calls for love, 
advice difduins, 
pies) 


ef 






«¢ Behold his heart thy grav 

« Behold I bind-him in eternal chains. 
Alas! great love, bow idle was 

Thy chains are broken, and thy 

Thy wilful rage has tir’d my fuffering heart, 

And pafiion, reafon, fore’d thee to depart. 

But wherefore doft thou linger'o thy way ? 
Why vainly fearch for fome pretence to ftay, 
When crowds of vaffals court thy pleafing yoke, 
And countlefs viGtims bow them to the ftrcke ? 
Lo! round thy fhrine a thoafand youths advauce, 
rm with the gentle 5 of romance ; 

Bach longs to afiert thy caate with feats of arms, 
And make the world conte} Dulcinga’s charms. 
Ten thouiand girls, with dowery chalets crown’d, 
Yo groves and flreams thy tender triumph found 3 
Each bids the ttream in murmurs {peak her flame, 
Each calis the grove to figh her thepherd’s name. 
But, if thy pride {uch ealy honour Icorn, 

If nobler trophies nau thy toil adorn, 

Behold yon flowery antiquated maid 

Bright ia the bloom of threefcore years difplay’ 
Her fhait thou bind in thy delighttul chains, 
And thrili with gentle pangs her wither’d veins, 
check avith crimalon blufhes dye, -« 

ms of rapture meit-her maudlin eye. 
thy labours to the fervile crowd, 
Entice the wavy, and controul the prond 5 

Make the fad mifer his beft gains forego, + 
folemn ftatctwnan figh to be a hear, 












































The 
And that chix 
“To poile ambi 
Be thefe thy tri 


AOUFO t 
wer maintains 
ina temale brain.” 

But no more prefume 
‘That my reb: i yield thee room, 
I Know thy pany force, thy fimpie wiles ; 

TE break uismphant through thy flimly toils: 











INSCRIPTIONS, EPISTLES, &c. 


T fee thy dying lamp’s. lait languid glow, 
Thy arrows biunted, and unbrac'd thy bow. 
I teel divine fires my breaft inflame, 

To active tciehcey and ingenuous fautes 
Refume the paths my earlie¢ choice began, ' 
Aad lofe, with pride, the Jover in the man. 
- 


A BRIGISH PHILIPPIC: 


Occafioned by the infults of the Spaniards, and the 
brefeut preparations far- war. 


MDUCKXXVIIE, 


Waence this unwonted tranfport in my breait? 

Whliy glow my thoughts, and whither would the 
mate 

Afpire with rapid wing? Her country’s caufe 

Demands her efforts; at that facred call 

She fammons all her ardour, throws afide 

‘Che trembling lyre, and with thé watrior's trump 

She means to thunder in each Buitiflh ears 

And if one fpark of honour or of fame, 

Ditdain of infult, dread of intamy, 

One thought of public virtue yet furvive, 

She means to wake it, roufe the gencrous flame, 

With patriot zeal inipirit every breatt, 

And fire cach Byitidy heart with Britith wrongs. 

Alas, the vain attempt! what influence now 
Can the mufe boaft! or what attention now 
1s paid to fame or virtue? Where is now 
The Britiih {pinit, crous, warm, and brave, 
So frequent wont ¢ tyranny and woe 
To tree the luppliant nauions? Where, indeed ! 
If thar protection, once to ttrangers given, 

Be now with-held from fons? each nobler thought, 
‘That warm'd our fives, is loft and buried now 
An luxury and avarice, Baneful vice ! 

How it unman’s a nation! vet Vil try, 

Til aim to fhake this vile degenerate floth; 

Jpll dare to route Britannia’s dreaming fons 

‘To fume, to virtue, and impart around 

A generous ieeling of compatriot woes. 

Come then the variqus powers of forceful fpeech, 
All that can move, awaken, fire, tranfport ; 
Come the boid ardour of the Theban bard ! 
The aroufing thunder of the patriot Greek ! 
The foft perinafion of the Roman fage! 

Come ali! and raite me to anequa! height, 
A rapture worthy of my glorious caule ! 
Lett my bet efforts ailing thould debafe 
‘The facred theme; for with no common wing 
‘fhe mufe attempts to fear. Yet what need thei ? 
My country’s fame, my tree-born Britith heart, 
Shall be my belt intpirers, taite my flight 
High as the Theban’s pinion, and with more 
‘Thaw Greek or Roman flame exalt my foul- 
Oh! could I give the vatt ideas birth 
Expreffive pi the thoughts that flame within, 
No more thould lazy duxury detain 
Ourardent youth's no moe thall Britain's fons 
Sit tamely paffive by, and carclets hear 
‘The prayers, fighs, groans (immortal infamy !) 
OF fellow Britons, with oppreffion frank, 
In bitternels of foui demanding aid, 
falling on Britain, their dear native land, 

he Jand of liberty; fo greatly fam'd 
xe jultredrets: the land fo oftes dyed 
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With her beft blood, fer that aroufing ‘canfes 

The freedom of her fons ; thofe fons that now 

Far from the manly bleffings of her fway, 

Drag the vile fetters of a Spanith lord. 

And dare they, dare the vanquifli'd fofis.of Spain, 

Enflave a Briton? Have they then-forgot,. 

So foon forgot, the great, the immortal-day, : 

When refcued Sicily with joy beheld. ~ 

The fwift-wing'’d thunder of the Britifty arm © .-2- 

Ditperfe their navies ? when their coward bartds! - 

Fled, like the raven fram the bird of Jove, 

From twift impending vengeance fled in vain: 

Arc thefe our lords? “And can Britannia fee 

Her foes oft vanquifh'd, thus deiy her power, _ 

Infult her ftandard, and enflave her fons, 

And not arife to juftice? Did our fires, 

Unaw’d by chains, by exile, or by death, 

Preferve inviolate ber guardian-rights, 

‘Lo Briton’s ever facred! that their fons 

Might give them ‘up tp Spaniards ?—-Tura yout 
eyes, 5 

Turn ye degenerate, who with haughty boat. 

Cali yourleives Britons, to that difmal gloom, 

That.dungeon dark and deep, where never thought, 

OF joy or peace can enter ; fee the gates 2 

Harth-creaking open; what an hideous void, 

Dark as the yawning grave: while ftillas death 

A frightful filence reigns: There on the gtound . 

Bebold your brethren chain'd like beafts of prey 

‘Yhere mark your numerous glories, there behold 

The look that (peaks unutterable woe ; : 

‘The mangled iimb, the faint, the deathful eye 

With famine funk, the deep heart-bunting 

Suppre6'd in filence; view the loathfome food, 

Reius'd by dogs, and oh! the itinging thbughe.: _ 

View the dark Spaniard glorying in their wrongs, 

‘The deadly prieft.triamphant in their woes, 

And thundering worfe damoation on their fouls 

While that pale form, in all the pangs of death, 

‘Teo faint $0 peak, yet eloquent of all. 

luis native British {pirie yet untam’d, 

Raites his head, and with indignant frowns 

GF great detiance, and fuperior icorn, 

Looks up and dics.--Oh! Lam all on fire! 

But ict me tpare the theme, left future times 

Should bluih to bear that either conquer’d Spain~ 

Durit offer Britain fuch outrageous wrong, 

Or Britain tamely bore it--- 

Detcend, ye guardian her 





























of thé land! 












Scourges of Spain, deitend ! Behold your fons. 
See! how they run the fame heroic race, 
How pt, how ardent int their country’s caufe, 


How greatiy proud to affert their Britifh, blood, 

And tn their deeds reflect their fathers’, fame ! 

Ab! would to heaven ye did not rather fee 

How dead to virtue in the pyblic cate ! 

How cold, how carelefs, how to glory deaf, 

Lhey thame your laurels, and belie their birth? 
Come, ye great tp; a’ndith, Raicih, Biake$ 

Anil ye of latter name your country’s pride, © 

Oh! come, dilperte thele lazy tunies of tloth, 

‘Peach Britith hearts with Britith fires to glow! 

In wakening whitpers roufe our ardeut youth, 

Biazon the triumphs of your better days, 

Paing all the giorious fcenes of rightful war, 

s {plenduurs ; to their (welling touls - 

bow’d the infulting Spantards pride, 

thunder'd ¢"er thetr proftrate heads, 












Be 
Say how ye broke their lines and fir'd their ports, 
Say bow pos death, in all its frightfal thapes, 
Could damp your fouls, or hake the great refolve 
For right ‘and Britain: Then difplay the joys 
The patriot's foul exalting, while he views 
‘Tranfported millons hail with lopd acclaim 

‘The guardian of their civil, facred rights. 

How greatly welcome to the virtuoys man 

Is death for others good! the radiant thoughts 
That beam celeftial on his paffing foul, 

The unfading crowns awaiting him above, 

The exalting plaudit of the Great Supreme, 
‘Who in hig actions with complacence views 

His own reflected {plendour ; then detcend, 
‘Though to a lower, yet a nobler fcene ; 

Paint the juft honours to his reliques paid, 

Show grateful millions weeping o'er his grave ; 
Whilé his fair fame in each progreffive age 

For ever brightens; and the wile and good 

Of every land in univerfa! choir 

With richeft incenfe of undying praife 

His urn encircle, to the wondering world 

His numerous triumphs blazon; while with awe, 
‘With filial reverence, in his fteps they tread, 
And, copying every virtue, every fame, 
‘Tranfplant his glories into fecond lise, 

And, with unfparing hand, make nations blet 
By hisexample. Vait, immenie rewards! 

For all the turmoils which the virtuous mind 
Encounters here. Yet, Britons, are ye cold? 
Yet deaf to glory, virtue, and the call 7 

Of your poor injur’d conntrymen? Ah! no.  * 
fee ye are not; every bofom glows 

‘With native greatnefs, and in all its fate 

‘The Britith {pirit rifes: Glorious change! 
Fame, virtue, freedom, welcome! © forgive 
‘The mule, that, ardent in her facred caufe, 
Your glory queftion'd ;. the beholds with joy; 
She owns, the triumphs in her wifh'd mitake. 

See! from her fea-beat throne in awsul march 

Britannia towers: upon her laurel creft 

‘The plumes majeftic nod ; behold the heaves 
‘Her guardian thields, and terrible in arms 

For battle fhakes her adamantine ipear ; 

_ Loud at her foot the Britith lion roars, 
¥righting the nations; haughty Spain full foon 
Shall hear andtremble. Go then, Britons, forth, 
Your country’s daring champions: tell your foes, 
‘felt them in thunders o’er their proftrate land, 
You were not born for flaves: Let all your deeds 
Show that the fons of thofe immortal men, 

‘The ftars of thining ttory, are not flow 

In virtue’s path to emulate their fires, 

‘To affert their country’s rights, avenge her fons, 
And hurl the bolts of juftice on her tues. 


HYMN TO SCIENCE. 


“ O Vite Philofophia Dux! O Virtutis indaga- 

“* trix, expultrixque Vitiorum.---Tu Urbes pe- 
perifti; tu inventriz Legum, tu magiftra Mo- 
rum & Difcipling tuiti: Ad te confagimus, 
ate Opem petimus.” Cre. ‘Tete. ef 

I. 
Screncx ! thou fair effulive ray 
From the great fource of mental day, 
5 


edt. 





THE WORKS OF AKFNSIDE 


Free, generous, and refin'd ! 
Detcend with all thy. wreafures fraught, 
Illumine each bewilder'd thought, * 

And blefs*my labouring mind. ~ 

ptm 
But firft with thy refittlefs light, 
Difperfe thofe phantoms from my fight, 
Thofe mimic shades of thee: 
‘The {choliaf’s learning, fophiit’s cant, 
The vifionary bigot’s rant, 
The monk’s philofophy. 
11. 
O! let thy powerful charms impart 
The patient head, the candid heart, 
Devoted to thy {way ; 
Which no weak paffions e’er miflead, 
Which ftill with dauntlefs fteps proceed 
Where reafon points the way. 
Wve 
Give me to learn each fecret caufe ; 
Let namber’s, figure’s, motion’s laws 
Reveal'd before me ftand ; 
Thefe to great nature’s fcenes apply, 
And round the globe, and through the thy, 

Difcloie her working hand. 

ve 
Next, to thy nobler fearch refign’d, 
The bufy, reftlefs, human mind 

Through every maze purfue ; 
Detect perception where it lies, 
Catch the ideas as they rife, 

And all their changes view. 

vi. 
Say from what fimple fprings began 
‘The vatt, ambitious thoughts of man, 

Which range beyond controul ; 
Which feek eternity to trace, 

Dive through the infinity of fpace, 

And ftrain to graip the whole. 

vin. 
Her fecret ftores let memory tell, 
Bid fancy quit her fairy cell, 
In alk her colours dreft ; 
While, prompt her fallies to controul, 
Reafon, the judge, recalls the foul 
‘Yo truth’s fevereft teft, 
vir. 
Then launch through being’s wide extent ; 
Let the fair fcale, with juft afcent, 
And cautious fteps, be trod ; 
And from the dead, corporeal mafs, 
Through each progreffive order pafs 
-To inftinct, reafon, God. 
1X, 
There, Science! veil thy daring eye; 
Nor dive too deep, nor foar too high, 

In that divine abyfs; 
To faith content thy beams to lend, 
Her hopes to aijure, her fieps befriend, 

And light her way to biifs. 

a 

Then downwards take thy flight again, 
Mix with the policies of men, 

And focial nature’s ties ; 
The plan the genius of each ftate, 
Its iatereft 2nd its powers relate, 

its fortunes and its nife. 


INSCRIPTIONS, EPESTLES, &e: | 


x 
‘Through private life purfue thy courfe, 
Trace every ‘action to its fource, 

And means‘and motives weigh : 
Put tempers, paffions, in the fcale, 
Mark what degrees in each prevail, 
- And &x the doubtful fway, 


xi. 
‘That laft, beft effort of thy fkill, 
To form the life. and rule the will, 
Propitious power! impart + 
Teach me to cool my paffion’s fires, 
Make me the judge of my defires, 
The mafter of my heart. 
XIII. 
Raife me above the vulgar's breath, 
Purtuit of tortune, fear of death, 
And all in life that’s mean : 
Still true to reafon be my plan, 
Still let my actions fpeak the man, 
Through every various fcene. 


xv. 
Hail! queen of manners, light of trath ; 
Hail! charm of age, and guide of youth ; 
Sweet refuge of diftrefs : 
In bufinefs, thou! exaé, polite ; 
Thou giv'f retirement its delight, 
Protperity its grace, 
xv. 
OF wealth, power, freedom, thou the cuufe ; 
Foundrefs of order, cities, laws, 

Of arts inventrefs, thou ! 5 
Without thee, what were human-kind ? 
How vaft their wants, their thoughts how blind ! 

Their joys how mear- how few! a 

Xvi. 
Sun of the foul ! thy ucaias unveil! 
Let others fpread the daring fail, 
On fortune’s faithlefs fea ; 
While, undeluded, happier I 
From the vain tumult timely fly, 
And fit in peace with thee. 
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‘The Mule who now this early homage pays, 
Firft learn’d from thee to animate her lays: 

A Mufe, as yet unhonour’d, but unftain’d, 

Who prais’d no vices, no preferment gain’d; 
Unbiafs'd or to cenfure or commend, 

‘Who knows no envy, and who grieves no friend 3 
Perhaps too fond to make thofe virtues known, 
And fix her fame immortal on thy own, 


EPISTLE TO POPE, 
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THE LIFE OF HARTE. 


Waren Haare was born about the beginning of this century. Of the place of his birth there 
icno memorial. Hjs father, the Rev. Walter Harte, had been Fellow of Pembroke College, Oxe 
“ford, Prebend of Rriftol, and Canon of Wells; but was difpoffeffed of his preferments in 1691, fer’ 
refufing to take the oaths to King William. He obtained his Prebendary of Briftol, by the recom 
mendation of Lord Chancelfor Jeffries, in return for the manly freedom with which he remon-- 
ftrated againit his feverities at Taunton. By the kindnefs of the nonjurant Bifhops Kidder, Hooper, 
and Wynne, he received the little profits from his Canonry of Wells till the time of his death, 
which happened at Kentbury in Bucks, February 10. 1735. Lord Chancellor Harcourt offered, 
him a Bifhoprick from Queen Anne; but the favour was declined, with grateful acknowledgments, 
He was educated, as he himfelf informs us, in the dedication to his Divine Pacis, at the free fchook 
of Marlborough, in Wiltfhire, under the care of the Rev. Mr. Hildrop, from whence hé wad r= 
moved to St. Mary-Hall, Oxford. Early in life he difcovered a propenfity to poetry; and, before’ 
he left Marlborough fchool, he had diftinguifhed himfelf by his poetical compofitions, as appears 
from the concluding lines of his Epiffle to the Counteft of Hertford, : 


Firft in thy thades, (where filver Kennet glides, 
Fair Marlborough's turrets trembling in his tides) : 
To love’s foft theme I tun’d the warbling lyre, 
And borrow’d from thy eyes poetic fire. 


In 5727, he publifhed a volume of Poems an feveral Occafion:, 8vo. irifcribed to the Earl of Peters - 
borough, the conqueror of Valencia ; written, as he tells us, before he was tiineteen. 

He had already obtained the notice of Pope, who not only introduced him to the acquaintance of 
the wits of the time, but procured him the patronage of the Earl of Peterborough, Mra Nugent, 
and Edward Eliot, Ef. of Port Eliot (relations of Craggs), and the Earl of Chefterfield;'as fie him- 
felf gratefully acknowledges in the concluding lines of his Macarius, 


My firft, my lateft bread, 1 owe to thee; 
Thou, and thy friends, preferv’d my mufe and me, 
By proxy, from a gen’rous kindred fpread, 
Thy crepes bounty fell npon my head: 
‘Thy Mordaunt’s kindnefs did my youth engage, 
And thy own Chefterfield proteéts my age. 
“ With the elegant and amiable Fenton, he had the happinefs of being clofely conneted in friends 
thip, and held a very amicable correfpondence with Pattifon, who was obliged to him for many 
kind offices of relicf under his misfortunes.—« I have often,” fays the biographer of Pattifon, “ heard. 
,him acknowledge, with the greateft fatisfadtion, the happinefs of the acquaintance he had cultivate 
ed with that fincere young gentleman, Mr. Walter Harte, of St. Mary-Hall, Oxon. The lait lete 
ter he ever received was from this gentleman (being but two days before his death). He had 
wrote to him for his advice concerning a new verfion of “ Ovid’s Epiftles;” and Mr, Hate; 
as he faye himfelf, « at a moment’s fummons, dealt plainly, and communicated his fentiments.”* 

His letter to Pattifon on this occafion, is fo curious and valuable, that it is impoflible to avoid 
trantcribing it.—* The little I can fay in regard to Ovid will be of {mall fervice to your new verfion of 
his “ Epiftles.” I muft own I have ftudied his manner much, and have often endeavoured to make a 
mixed fort of writing between him and Svativs, But to enter into a long detail of criticifm, would 
fwell my letter too much; or, to fpeak more fincerely, I will never fay a word after Dryden. 
Yet, methinks, I had better play the fooi than be too illenatured; for you prefs me hard to fpeak my 
thoughts impartially on the laft tranflation. I fhould be glad to equivocate in this cafe, for of all 
things I hate detradtion. You are fenfible I do this very unwillingly, for the gentlemen are dead ~ 
and, may my own ill poetry never meet with any favour, if I take any pleafure in difturbing their 
afhes, To tranflate after them, is to do them no injury. To imitate an original, is every man’ 
Property, and he may affume it when he pleafes. All we can do, is to alleviate their étrors; aad’ 
tavoid reflé@ion. Tis ungenerous to upbraid a man for doing his beft, cither in lifé of writings, 

~ “ The epiftles which I think to be eapable of many amendments, are thefe following: Phillis ¢ 
Demophoon,” by Polcy and Lloyd, “ Hypermeneftra,” by Wright, “ Ariadne to Thefeus,” « Here 
‘Biione to Oreftes,” “ Leander,” &c. by Tate, and “ none,” by Mrs, Behn (thefe are pretey 


. 









x6 THE LIFE OF HARTE. 
wood, bot Paraphtafed), “ Laodamia,” « Paris to Helens” “ Penelope,” “ Hypfipile,” “ Medea" 

2 Phaedra,” by Otway, « Brifeis,” by Caryl (this has many fine.lines), “ Dejanira,” “ Acontius,” 
and. my own Cydippe. On the contrary, L necd not tell you, that no man living can excel Sappho. 
‘w Phaon,” by Mr. Pope; and, if I were to criticife on the “ Epiftles,” 1 would draw my ruses, 
from his verfion. ‘Fhe fame may be faid of “« Canace,” “ Helen to Paris,” and “ Dido to Aincas,”* 
by Dryden.--A reafon may be givén why thefe gentlemen fucceeded no better. ‘They left out menf 
beauties, but feldom added or ‘improved any. I fhall juft obferve fome general failings which ruit” 
through them all—Qvjd’s character was eafe and foftnefs; here they ali loft him. -Nothing can be 
more ftiff and profaic tes the modern verfion. Ovid, methinks, is like fome great man-placed on ant 


eminence; 
Defpicere unde poteft illos, paffimque videre, 
Errare, utque viam palentes quercres= 


_ In the next place, they have nothing pathetical 3 or, if they had, the lamenefs of the verfe would 
fpoil it. *S'were tedious to give you direétions to copy, or rather to improve Ovid in this cafe ; “tis 
the very foul of all the “ Epiftles;’” nor can 2 tranflator be fuppofed to be ignorant of fo effential a. 
beauty: “.’Tisall in all in every part,” as Suarez and the Schoolmen tell us, [think I have brought 
in this metaphyfical notion very dextroufly. In regard to the pathos above mentioned, | know not 
how to make you fenifible of my own conceptions, for we conceive many things which cannot be de- 
fined, Inever hear what Tully calls the dium ardens in poetry, but I tremble extremely, though at 
that inftant I cannot give any exaét reafon why [am pleafed. All I mean may be found in « Eloifa 
to Abelard,” the “ Faery Queene,” and the moft tender tragedies. But beware of any thing too 
fubtile and abftrufe in the notions of love and honour (a faylt which Petrarch and Cowley mofily. 

- gagpinte); and, on the other hand, avoid too womanith a foftnefs, fuch as we find in romances ; 
rs let the French fay what they will, a thing may be written too cavalicrement. In regard to the 
mythological and hiftorifal part, you cannot be too fhort and plain: fomething like Sandys’s-tran- 
ation of the « Metainorphofes.” And, in the laft place, I would advife you to foliqyy.n0 ‘come 
mentator whatfoever, in the firft fketch of your verfes; for, by adhering too ferupulouily to the 
Jetter and context, the whole muft of courfe be {tiff and the firfl error will grow worfe and worfe 
the more you flrive to correct ic. It puts me in mind of a fault in moft ill poets, though I never 
faw the obfervation before; they make the former line of the couplet firft, and, when they have 
teken the full force and extent of the thought into this one, tis impofuble for the other to have 
cither fenfe.or found. I have read a whole poem, of which every line was.an aati-stimax. 

+“. Thus far I have ventured to give my opinion; and, if my letter fuculd prove femtething of the 
fongett; he pleafed to take Cardinal du Perron’s anfwer, who ufed to fay on-the fame’ occafion,- “ he 
Jrad not time-to write a fhorter.” "T'was begun and ended in one morning, without reading or 
thinking with any tolerable exadinefs; and, if you Knew how ill Iam, you weuld wonder I could 
fay fo much. Sicknefs excufes impertinence, as well as ill manners; fo, without ceremony, adieu.” 

‘The fame ‘writer obferves, that the productions of this unfortunate poet were moftly written, as 

well as his friend’s; before the author was nineteen years of age. “ And Idoubt not,” he adds, but 
the Rev. Mr. Hildrep, mafter of Marlborough {chool, in Wilthhire, looks upon it as an honour to 
Rave had a Harte for his pupil, as Mr. Yates of Appleby exprefles this generous pleafure at having 
‘educated a Pattifon.” 

He took the degrée of Mafler of Arts, January 20. 17303; and publifhed, that year, 4a Bffay on 

i Satire, particularly the Dunciad, defigned as a vindication of that adivirable fatire. He publifhéd alfo 
two fermons, one called, The Union and Harmony of Recfn, Riors and Revealed Religion, preached. 
at St. Mary’s, Oxford, February 27. 1786-7, which went through at leaft five editions: the other, 
a faft fermon, preached at the fame place, January 9. 1739-40. 
He was afterwards Vice-Principal of St. Mery-Hall, and a Tetor of great reputation. 
His friends, Pope and Lyttleton, recommended him to Lord Chefterfield as a fit prieeptor to his 
natural fon, Philip Stanhope, Efq. with whom he travelled, from 176 till 1750. 

He is deferibed by Lord Chefterfield, in his “ Letters’ to his fon, publithed by Mrs. Stanhope, 
cd to polifa the manners of his pupil. 
duddre%, had an urhappy impediment in his 
ord rheld rewarded hing 
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THE LIFE OF HARTE, aif 


‘With a Cattoary of Windfor, “ procured with great difficulty,” which Probably atofe from his col= 
lege connedions 5 as St. Mary-Hall, of which Dr. King was Principdi,,was at that time noted 
for Jacobitifnt——" Mr. Harte,” Lord Chelterfield writes his fon, January 14. 1751, “ goes this week 
to Cornwall to, take poffellion of his living; he haé beri inftalled at Windfor; Ke will return hither 
in about a inonth, when your literary correfpondence with him will be regularly carried on, Your 
rautnal concern at parting was a good fign for both.” 

Ti 1759, he publifhed his Hifory of Cuflivus Adolphus, in 4 vols. 4to. with a dedication to Lord. 
Chelterfield.— Next week,” that nobleman writes his fon, March 30.1759, “ Mr. Harte will fend pod 
his Guftadiui Adolphus, in two quartos: it will contain many new particulars of the life of that hefo, a¥ 
he has had abundant arid authentic materials, which have never yet appeared. It will, upon thes 
whole, be a Very curious and valuable hiftory, though, betwcert you and me, I could have withed 
that he had been mofe correct and elegant in his ftyle. You will find itsdedicated to one of your 
acquaintance, who was forced to prune the luxuriant praifes beftowed upou hini, and yet has ‘Tes 
enough of all confcience to fatisfy a reafonable man.’ 

‘The fuccefs of the hiftory was unequal to his hopes: and his health was fenftbly affected by it: 

“ Thad a difmal letter from Harte,” Lord Chefterfield writes his fon, December 6. 176: *hé, 
tells me that He is at nurfe with a lifter in Berkfhire; that he has got a confounded jaaridice; befided 
twenty other dii'empers. "The truc caufe of thefe complaints I take to be the fame that fo greatly ° 
difordcred, and had nearly ‘oyed the moft auguft houfe of Auftria, about 130 years ago, I meatt 
Guftsous Adolphus ; who ncicher anfwered his expectations in point of profit not reputation, and that 
merely by his own fault, in not writing by in the vulgar tongue; for, as to facts, I will maintaing 
that it is one of the bef hiftories extant.” 

He now retired to Bath for the benefit of his health, where, brcepting fome few exeurfions to big 
fier, he {pent the remainder of his life. 

As Ite had marred his hiftory by @ Qtrange affected ftyle, « full of Eatinifms, Gallicifms, Germani< 
€ifins,and ail yvr but Auglicifins,” he thought proper to publifh an improved edition of it in 8vo:17634 

“ Harte,” Lord Chetterfield writes his fon, Nov. 27.1762, “ is going to publiffi a new edition 
of his Gufueus, in o&avo x which, he tells me, he has altered ; and whicH, I could tell him, he thould 
tranilate into Englith, or it will not fell better than the former; for, while this world endures, Style 
and manner will be regarded at leaft as much as inatter.”” : 

In 1764, he publithed his Efays on Hufbandry, in 8vo. written, 4s he tells fs in the General Introduce ' 
don, “ in imitation of Cowley’s effays on fubjedts of a like nature.” 

* OF this plewfing and inftrudtive work, Lord Chefterfield has given a very favourable account inf 
his letter to his fon, September 3. 1764: “ 1 have received a book for yon, and one for myfelf, from 
Mr. Tarte. It is upon agriculture, and wili furprife you, as I confefs it did me. This work-is not 
only in Englith, buf good and elegant Englith; he has even feattered graces upon his fubject; and, 
in profe, has come very near Virgil’s Georgics in verfe. }have written to him to congratulate his 
happy transformation. Ag foon as 1 can find an opportanity, { will fend you your copy. You 
(though no Agricola) will read it with pleafure.” 

The fuccets of his A/fuys produced no favourable change in the tate of his health and Spirits. |, He 
eontinued at Bath, dejected and difpirited, between real and imaginary diftreffes, till, in November 
1766, he hada ftroke of the palfy, which deprived him of the ule of his right leg, affedled his fpeechy : 
and in fome degree his head, 

In 1767, he publithed his “ great poetical work,” which he had -been long preparing, called The 
Hmaranth, confihting of Fables, Tales, and Emblematic Vifions, embellithed with an engraved frontif= 
piece, # vignette title page, and elegant head and tail pieces. 

« Harte,” Lord Chefterfield writes his fon, December 18. 1763, “ has a great poetical work to! 
publith; he has fhowna me fome parts of it. He had entitled it Emblems; but 1 perivaded. hiri to 
alter that agme; for two reafone; the firft was, becaufe they are not Emblems, but Fabies , ‘the fetond 
‘was, that if they had been emblems, Quarles had degraded and vilified’that name to fycha degreey 
that it is impoflible to make ufe of it after him; fo they are to be called Fadler, though Moral Taked 
would, in my mind, be the proper name. If you afk me what | think of thofe I have fees, i mut 

afay that funt plira bona, quedam mediocra, et quedamam* 

In Odtober 17. 1768, Lord Chetterfield writes his fon, for the lat | time: “ Poor Harte, who is 


here [Bich] Mill, ie in a moi miferable condition ; he has entirely loft the ufe of his left fidez and 
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a THE LIFE OF HARTY. 


can hardly {peak intelligibly. I was with him yefterday. He inquired after fou with great affee- 
tion, and was in the utmoft concern when 1 fhowed him your Jecter.”—His pupil, Mr. Stanhope, 
fied November 16. 1768; and, in that melancholy condition, he lived till 1772, having furvived 
him five years. 
His Pocms, publithed by himfelf, ‘in 1727, 1730, and 1767, have not been reprinted. They art 
now, with fome fugitive pieces difperfed up and down in the mifcellanies, received for the firft time,’ 
; fata coll..ion of claffical Englifh. poetry. 
A copy of his Eifay on Reafm, publifhed in folio, 1727, a very fine poem which was much labour~ 
ed, att? went through Pope's hands, could not be procured for this collection. 
’ 4 Phe character of Harte feems to have been highly amiable and refpeétable. He was belovedy 
‘ efteemed, and revered by his friends. ‘Ihe teftimonies of Pope, Fenton, and Lyttleton, are un- 
" queftionable authorities in favour of his intelleQual and moral endowments. Eveh Chefterfield 
concurs in the fulleft commendation of his amiable worth and confummate erudition, though his 
fafti.'ious delicacy unfitted him to balance the excellence of his moral qualities again# his deficiency 
dn the graces of perfonal behaviour. 

‘Asa poet, he docs.not feem to have hitherto obtained fo much attention as he deferves. Hie 
poems afford indubitable proofs of the elegance and corre@tnefs of his tafte, and the mildnefs and 
fervency of his piety. Pope is the model whom he profeffes to imitate, and it muft be acknowledged, 
Ghat he is often very fuccefsful in copying the caft of his dition and the peculiar ftragture of his 
verification, ‘The fervility of his imitation is moft remarkable, in his earlier produétions, particu. 
larly in his tranflations frony Stutivs and Ovid, and in his Perfes to Pope and To a Lady with Fenton’y 
‘RAifeellany, t3'e.. Un the concluding lines of the Verfer to a Lady, to’. the language and the thought 

“ cape evidently borrowed from Popes with much fkill and propriety. 
Of his Afifiellancous. Poems, ‘the Effay on Puinting is the longeft and moft elaborate. Confidering 
the difficuliy of the fubjewt, it is executed, upon the-whole, with much judgment and tafte, and 
_ may be read with pleafure by the admirers of the fifter arts of poetry and painting. The diftin@- 
Refs, and, as far'as the prefene writer is competent to judge, the juftnefe with which it marke the 
character of the different {chools, and of the mof czlcbrated matters, will be particularly acceptable. 
In his Effay on Satire, he has fometimes caught the fpirit, and fometimes acquired the elegance and 
faceurary of Pope. Some lines are vigoroufly written, and feveral of the charaéters are fketched. 
out with animation and pyecifion; but the temper in which many parts of it are written cannot 
altogether he approved of. ‘The tranflations from Stativs and Ovid, are, in general, claffical and. 
eltgant, and rendered with {uch fidelity, that they convey to the reader, not only the grandeur and 
Spirit of the originals, but the fiorid epithets and injudicious prettineffes by which they are ditminifhed 
and'debafed. 
In his Divine Poems, there is a fpirit:of picty, which, as it feems to he perfettly fober and un- 
affectot, is traly venerable, Nor is there a want of genius, Moft ofthe Fables and Emblematical 
Pifons ave emt 








hifhed with lively imagery, pitureique fcenery, brilliant allufions, and other pocti- 
calernaments. ‘The verfification is fmoorh in general, and the language is elegant. The fentiments 
ate marked with the genuine Ramp of good fenfe, rational philefophy, and an improved knowledge 
-of hutpan life. The lyric part of The Afeetic is beautifully defcriptive ; and the paffages verfified from 
the ¢ Imitation of Ch xi nervous. The Fifon ef Death abounds in fublime fentiments, 

ftriking imagery, and po na fuperior Segree, His Eulogfus is an elegant, interciting,. 
and inflru@ive hiftori Macsrius containsan atfe@tionate tribute to the memory of a 
pious and refpectab! memorials of his friends. ‘The Epjfle from Boctius to bis 
Wife Rufiiciana, abo sts of general ufe; they come near to the heart, and require 
nothing but application to render them fuccefsful. 











From the gencral commendation beftowed on the compofitions of Harte, particular gpiticifn may 
make many deduétions. His verfific: 
harmonious, is frequently laboured, artifi 





, it mutt be acknowledged, though generally flowing and 





cial, and monotonous; and his fentiments, particularly in his 
Divine Poems,are fomctimes rendered cbfeure by aijufions to circumftances which require to be explain- 
ed at the bottom of the page. For the fame reafon, the frequent introdudtien of naffuges imitated from™~ 
other writers is injudic’ + but, when every deducticn is made which criticifm requires, the ge~ 

- Neral poetical merit of his conrpofitions, which are confiderably above mediccrity, will be fafficiept 
to vindicate | a fame, and to prcferve his memory. 
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.f0 THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


CHARLES EARL OF PETER BOROUGH AND MONMOUTH, 


Mr Loup, 


¥ raner the public will be much farpfifed, when 
I fay your Lordthip was the firt perfon who was 


pleated to take notice of me. How little { deferve | 


‘fo much partiality, I leave the world to judge. 


Yet’ thus much I can affirm; Tenly with that | | 


‘thefe poems may live to potterity, to he a memos. 
tial of the gratitude rather than the genius 


Of your Lordthip’s -°-* ; 
mot humble, moft obliged, 
aE and mott dutiful fervent,’ 
Ble A W. HARTA 


—————— 


* ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tr will be neceflaty to inform the reader, that the’ 
author was under nineteen when all theie poems, 
were written. - 

. T ought here to fay a word or two of my Effay 
on Painting. This performance is by, no means: 
correét in all its parts; I had neither health, lei- 
fure, nor abilities equal to my defign. It was 


written at intervals; tipon fuch tematks as cafuale 
dy occurred in my reading. Of courfe no exact 
connection muft bé expected: though I might 
allege, that Horace ofes as little in his. Art 
of Poetry. I had finifhed the whole, before 


ever I faw Du Frefnoy ; as will appear by_compa~ 


rifon, 2 
3Fij- 


520. 


Sm rer rence tae 
AN ESSAY ON PAINTING. 


To the Right, Honourable 


THOMAS EARL OF PEMBROKE. 
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Plutarch, de audiend. Poet. 


Poema 


Eft Pidtura loquens, mutum Pigtura Poema. 


ARGUMENT. 


parallel between painting and poetry—Advice 
to a good painter; -initanced by Titian— 
An univerfai notion of beauty—That we mult 
not de(pair—-A juxuriant fancy, or too much ex- 
adtnefs often faulty--Decency ftill to be pre~ 
ferved—Repofe and folitude—Nature to be 
imitated—Iln a fault whether to be corrected 
or not—-The Ye ue feai quoi of beauty—Drape- 
ries—An encomium on painting—The epifode 
of MimicinaSculptures—Innovations faulty. 
—Sometimes to be admired—Invention—Union 
.4£ colours—Immoderate ornament='The Land- 
Feape—Defign—The principal figure of a pic- 
ture—Modelty ina painter--Harmony of colours 
~The furprile-Opticm—The obfcura camera 
defsribed; its ufe in painting-—Difpofition of 
objects—L'wo equal lights to be avoided in the 
fame *picture=Truth to be obferved-—Travel- 
ling, its wle—Another parallel between poetry 
and painting—Their diftinct excellencies con-, 
fidered—-Painting far more lafting and univer- 
_fal—Yet derived its light firtt from poetry—Its 
rife and progrefs through all ages—An account 
of the mott celebrated painters, with their feve~ 
ral characters—Conclution, with and addres to 
the Earl of Pembroke, 











Whatever yet in poetry held true, 

Uf duly weigh'd, holds jut in painting toa: . 
Alike to profit, and delight they tend, 

‘The means may vary, but the fame their end. 
Alike from heav’n congenial firft they came, 
‘The {ame theit labours, and their praile the fame : 
Alike by turns they touch the confcious heart, 
And each on each reflects the lights of are. 

. You nobler youths who liften to my lays. 
And fcorn by vulgar arts to merit praife > 
Look cautious round, your genius nicely know, 
And mark how far its utmoit ftretch will go; 
Pride, envy, hatred, labour to conceal, 

And fullen prejudice, and party-zeal ; 
Approve, examine, and then latt beliete--. 
For ftisnds mifead, and critics Rill deceives 





Who takes his cenfure, or his praife on traft, 
Is kind, ‘tis true, but never can be jut. 

But where’s the man with gen’rous zeal infpir'd, 
Dear in each age, in ev’ry art admir’d ? 
* Blett with a genius ftrong, but unconfin’d, 
A fprightly wit, with fober judgment juin’d, t 
A love of learning, and a patient mind ; 
A vig’rous fancy, fuch as youth requires, 
And health, and eafe, and unditturb’d defiresst 
Who {pares no pains his own defects to know, 
Who not forgives, but ev’n admires a foe ; 
By manners fway'd. which ftealing on the heart, 
Charm more through cafe, and hnppinefs, than art. 
Such Titian was, by nature form’d to pleafe, 
Bleft in his fortiines, born to five at eate: 
Who felt the poet’s, or-the painter's fire, 
Now dipp'd the pencil, and now tun’d the lyre: 
Of gentleft manners in a court refin'd, 
A frien to all, belov’d of all mankind; 
‘The } mufe’s glory, as a mouarch’s care, 
Dear to the gay, the witty, and the fair! 

But ah ! how long will nature alk to give 
A foul like his, and bid a wonder live? 
Rarely a Titian, or a Pope appears, 
The forming glory of a thoufand years! 
A proper tafte we all derive from heaven, 
Wou'd all but blefs, and manage what is giv’n. 
Some fecret impulfe moves in ev'ry heart, 


} And nature’s pleas'd with gentie flrokes of art ¢/ 
Mott fouls, “tis true, this blefling faintly chermss 


A diftant flame, that rather fhines, than warms # 

Like rays,.through wintery ftrcams refiedied, falts 

“Its dubious light, in glimea sing intervals, © .- “+ 
Like Maro firit with trembling hand defign 

Some humbie work, and ftudy line hy line : 

A Roman urn, a grove encircled bow’r, 

The blufhing cherry, or the bending flo#'ry 


* Sit vir talis, qualis veré fapiens apellari 
pofit, nec moribus modo perfetus, Jed etiam feien= 
2.4, & omni fucultate dicendi, quatis fortaje ads 
huc nemo fuerit. — Quintilian. ; 

¢ Titian was created Count Palatine by 
Charles V. and moft intimately acquainted with 
aviofie, Aretine, Ze. 


AN ESSAY ON PAINTING. | 


Bantul, dnd flow, to noble arts we rife, 
And long long labours wait the glorious prize 5 
Yet hy degrees your fteadier hand (hall givé 
‘4 bolder grace, and bid each object live. 
So in the depths of fome fequeiter’d vale, 
‘The weary peafant’s heart begins to fail: 
Stowly he mounts the huge high cli with pain, 
* And prays in thoyght he might return again: 
“Till opening all at once beneath his eyes, 
The verdant trees, and glittering turrets rife : t 
He {prings, he triumphs, and like lightning Ales. 
Ev'n Kaphael’s felf from rude effays began, 
And fhadow’d with a coal his thapelefs man. 
‘Time was, when Pope for rhymes would knit his 
brow, - 
And write as taftelefs lines---as I do now. 
Tis hard a fprightly fancy to command, 
And give a refpite to the lab’ring hand ; 
Hard as our eager paffions to reftrain, 
‘When priefts, and felf-denial plead in vain: 
When pleafures tempt, and inclinations draw, 
“When vice is nature, and our will the law. 
As vain we ftrive each trivial fault to hide, 
‘That fhows but little jadgment, and more pride. 
Like fome nice prude, offentive to the fight, 
* Exactnefs gives.at beft a cold delight ; 
Each psinfal ftroke difgufts the lively mind ; 
For art is loft; when overmuch refin’d. 
So nice reformers their own faith betray, 
And {choul-divines dittinguihh fenle away. 
To err is mortal, do whate’er we can, 
Some faulty trifles will confefs the man. 
Dim fpots fuffufe the lamp that gilds the fky, 
If nicely trac’d through Galilao’s eye. 
‘Witfett are they, who each mad whim reprefs, 
And fhun grofs errors, by committing lefs. 

Still let due decencies preferve your fame, 
Nor mutt the pencil {peak the maiter’s (hame, 
Each nobler foul in every age was giv’n 
To blefs mankind, for arts defcend trom Heav'n. 

Gods! fall we then their pious ufe profane, 

‘T” oblige the young, the noble, or the vain! 

+ Whoever meditates fome great defign, 
‘Where ftrength and nature dawn at ev'ry line ; 
‘Where art and fancy full perfeétion give, 

And each bold figure glows, and feems to live : 
‘Where lights and fhades in fweet difunion play, 
Rife by degrees, or by degrees decay ; : 
Far let him fhun the bufy noife of hfe, 
Untouch’d by cares, uncumber’d with a wife. 
Bear him, ye mufes! to fequefter’d woods, 

_ Fo wow'ry grottocs, and to filver floods! 

; Where peace and friendihip hoid their gentle 

reign, 
And love unarm’d fits fmiling on the plain, 

* ‘Where nature’s beauties varioufly unite, 
‘And in a landfcape open on the fight. 
Where contemplution lifts her filent eye, 
And loft ia vifion travels o'er the-thy. © = 


* Odiofa cura ¢ft---Optina enim funt minime 
” accerfita, @yimplicibus ab ipfaveritate profestis 
finilia, Quibtil. Lid. $. Cap. 3. in Proem. 
+ Aptiffima funt in boe nemora, fylvaque ; quod 
illa cali Libertas, locorumg ; amenitas fublincm 
~* animum, & begtiorem fpiritum pareat. Quin- 
Mian, 5 zy 
Ps 
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Soft as his cafe the whifp'ring zephyrs blow, 
Calm as his thogghts the gentle waters flow = 
Huth'd are his cares, extinct are Cupid's fires, 
And reftlefs hopes, and impotent defires. 
* But Nature frct mutt be your darling care 5 
Unerring Nature, without labour fair. ? 
Art from this fource derives her true defigns, © 
And tober judgment cautioufly retines. 
No look, no potture muft mifhap'd appear: 
Bold be the work, but boldty regular. 
When mercy pleads, let foftnefs melt the eyes 5 
When anger ftorms, the {welling mufcles rife. - 
A foft emotion breathes in fimple love, 
“The heart jut feems to beat, the eye to move. - 
Gently, ah-! gently, languor feems to die, 
Now drops a tear, and now fteals out-a figh. 
Let awful Jove his lifted thunders wield ; 
Place azure Neptune in the watery field. 
Round fmiling Venus draw the faithlefs boy, 
Surmife, vain hopes, and thort-enduring joy. 
But fhould you drefs a nymph in monitrous ruff, 
Or faintly nun profane with modith fnuff: 
Each fool will cry, O horribly amifs! 
‘The painter’s mad, mend that, and alter this. 
From heav’n defcending, beautcous .Nature 
came, 
‘One clear perfection, one eternal flame, 
Whofe lovely lights on ev'ry object fall 
By due degrees, yct fill diitinguith all. 
Yet as the beit of mortals are fometimes 
Not quite exempt trom folly or from crimes ;” 
‘There are, who think that nature is not free 
From fome few fymptoms of deformity. 
Hence fprings a doubt, if painters may be thought 
To err, who copy nature in a fault, 
Led by fome fervile rule, whofe pow’r prevails 
On imitation, when th’ example fails. 





. Poets and painters, here employ your fkill; . 


Be this the doctrine of your good and ill, 
Enough to pofe the critics of a nation, 
Nice as the rules of Puritan-falvation, 

+ Yet if the fecds of art we nicely trace; 
There dawns a heav'nly, all-infpiring grace, 
No tongue expreffes it, no rule contains; 
(The glorious caufe unfeen) th’ effect remains: . 
Fram’d in the brain, it flows with eafy art, « 
Steals on the fente, and wins the yielding heart. 
A pleafing vigour mixt with boldnefs charms, 
And happinets completes what paffion warms, 

$ Nor is it thought a trifle, to exprefs 
The vasious fhapes, and foldings of the drefs, 
With graceful cafe the pencil to command, 
And copy nature with a haity hand. 
Through the clear robe the {welling mufcles. rife, 
Or heaving breafts, that decently furprife; « 


* Videantur omnia ex Natura rerum, homi= 
numque fluere——Hoc opus, hic labor eft; fine 
guo, cetera nuda, jejuna, infirma, ingrata. 
Quintil. Lid. 6. cap. 2. : 

"+ Tradi omnia, que ars efficit, non poffunt. 

_ Quintil. Lid. 8. cap. 1@. 
Vide etiam que fequuntur de Piétore. 

4 Non refert quid facias, fed quo loco, Nam 
ornatus omnis non tam fua, quam rei cui adbibeo 
tur, conditione conflat. 





Quintil, Lid, 11. ap. Te 
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As fome coy virgin with dejected mien 
Conceals her charms. yet hopes they may be fen. 
* Be ev'ry perfon’s proper habit known, , 
Peculiar to his age, or {ex alone. 

In flowing robes the manarch fweeps along, 
Large are the foldings, natural, and ftrong 
‘Wide ample lights in {greading glories play, 
And here contrafted, deeper thades decay. 

‘The virgin-pow’rs who haunt the filver floods, 
Aud hoary hills, and confecrated woods, 

Soti ttrokes, and graceful negligence demand, 
‘The nice refultance of an ealy hand; : 
Loute to the winds their airy garments fly 

Like filmy dews, too tender for the eye. , 

But ere thefe charms are to perfe@ion wrought, 

Adapted manuals mutt be nicely fought. 

Gay vivid colours muft the draught infpire, 

Now melt with fweetmels, and now burn with 
fire. he 

A northern tky mutt aid the Ready fight, 

Ble the thades alter with the traniient light. 

Meth:oks the loaded table ands difplay'd, 

Each nicer vate * in myftic order laid. 

Here ocean’s miflrefs heaps around her fhells 

Beauteous, and recent from the fea-green cells 

“Dhe tarer pencils here ‘are rang’d apart, 

‘Tliere chalk, fead, vials, and loofe fchemes of art. 

So when hold Churchill with a gen’ral’s care, 

Eyes his brave Britons'ctowding to the war; 

‘Watchtul, and filent move the duteous bands, 

One lock excites them, and une breath com- 

y mands, . 

Hail happy Painting ! to confirm thy fway, 
Ocean and air their various tributes pay. 

‘The purvle ¢ infee {reads her wings to thee, 
‘Watts wer the breeze, or glitters on the tree. 
Earth’s winding veins unnumber’d treatures hold, 
And the warm champian ripens into gold, 
A clearer blue the lazuli beitows, 
~ Here umber deepens, there vermilion glows. 
For thee, her tender greens and flow’rets rife, 
Whote colours change in ever-mingling dyes ; 
Ev’n thofe fair groves (for Eden firit deGgn'd) 
Weep in folt fragrance through their balmy rind : 
‘Tran {parent tears! that glitter as they run, 
Warm'd with the blufhes of the rifing fun, 

Here 'ceafe my foug--a gentier theme infpires 
Each tender thought, and wakes the luver’s Jires. 
Once more your aid celefial mules bring; 

Sacrea the lays! nor to the deaf we fing. 

$ In urcient Greece there liv'd, unknown to 

fame, 8 fs : z 

Avymph, and Mimicina was her name. 

Smit by a neighlring youth betimes the fell 

‘Victim to love, and bide the world farewell, 

‘Thoulyhetul and dull the pin'’d her bloom away 

Ja lonely groves, nor faw the cheerful day.--3° 









* Reddere perfona feit cunvenientia euigue 
Refplcere. exempiar vite Moarunque, jubebo 
Dedum initetorem. : 

: Horat. de Art. Poet. 

+ The Cochinecd, 

-} This flory, with feweral others, is mentioned 
ey moft ancient writers. Ihave chefen it as the 
wef poeticul. ne gts Pf e 
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This might be borne-—-but lo! her fovely- frain > 

Muft part, ah, never to return again ! ; 

One mutual kifs muft mutual paffion fever, 

One look divide *em, and divide for ever! 

See, now the lies abandon’d to defpair, 

Aad to rude winds unbinds her flowing hairs 

Beauteous neglect ! when melting to her woes, “* 

A fylvan maid from her dark grotto rofe: 

(Long had the view’d the folitaty fair, 

Her bleeding bofom heav’d with equal care) 

A heav'nly piture in her hand the bore, 

She fmil’d, the gave it, and was feen no more-ew 

Pleas’d Mimicina, fpeechlefs with furprife, 

Ey’d the fair form, and lightning of the eyess 

She knew. -and figh ng gave a tender kifs; 

Her noble pafon was content with this: 

No more bis abienice, or her woes deplor'd, 

And as the living, the the dead ador'd, ‘ 
Thus Painting rote, to nourith foft defires, 

And gentle hopes, and friendfup’s purer fires 

Thus ftill the lover mutt his nymph adore, 

And figh to chatms, that ought to charm no more, 

Thus when thele eyes, with kind illufions bleit, 

Survey cach grace Pathenia once pofleit : 

Rer winning tweetnefs, and attractive eafe, 

And gentle fmiles that never fail’d to pleafe 5 

Heav'ns! how my fancy kindles at the view, 

And my fond heart relents, and bleeds anew ! 

Fair faithle(s virgin | with conftraint unkind, 

Mifted by duty, and through cuftom blind : 

Perhaps ev'n now, from pride and int'rett free, 

Thou thar'ft each pang of all I felt for thee; 

Ah, no-.-my pray’rs, my tears, my vows refign, * 

Alas, ’tis now a crime to call me thine, 

To uét the tender, or the friendly part; 

No.--hate, forget me, tear me from thy heart, 
Yet Mili thy {miles in breathing paint inipire, 

Stiil thy kind glances fet my foul on fire. : 

Thither each hour I lift my thoughtful eye, 

Now drop a tear, now foftly breathe.a figh 3 

Sacred ‘till death my gentlett vows thall be, 

And the lait gafp of lite be breath’d for thee! 
You too, O Sculpture, thall exalt my lays, 

Pictura’s fifter-candidate for praife ! 

Soft Raphael’s air divine, * Antonio fhows; 

And all Le Bron in mimic * Picart glows. 

Hither ye nations, now direct’ your eyes, - 

Rif crown'd with luftre, gentle Albion rife! 

Now thy {oft Holiar, now thy Smith appears, 

A faultlefs pattern to fucceeding years; 

There + facred domes in length'ning Vifta’s 

charm, : 

And Britith beauties here for ever warm. 
Mott painters of lefs judgment, than caprice, 

Are like old maidens imamovutly nice: 

It matters nought if rules be fulfe or true, 

All thould be modith, whimfical and new ; 

Fond of each change, the prefent ftill they praife, 

So women love:--and actors purchafe plays. 

As if felf-love, or popular offence, 

Receiv’d a fanion to miflead our fenfe; 








- 





** Two engravers, famous for their prints cox 
pied from Raphael and Le Brin. ; 

4 Alluding to Hollar’s etchings ia the Mo. 
naflicom Oe Ae 
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Fair vifionary worlds furprife the view, 
And fancy forms the golden age a-new. | 
True juft defigns will merit honour ftill; 
Who begins well, can fearcely finifh ill. : 
Unersing truth muft guide your hand aright, 
Art without this is violence to fight—— 
The firft due poftures of each figure trace 
In fwelling out-lines with an eafy grace. 
But the prime perfon mottly wil! demand 
Th’ unweary’d tuuches of thy patient hand: 
There thought, and_boldneis, ftrength, and art 
_  confpire, 
The crit‘c’s judgment, and the painter's fire ; 
Tr lives, it moves, it fweils to meet the eye: 
Behind the mingling groups in fofter thadows die, 
Never with felf-delign your merits raife, 
Nor let your tongue be echo to your praite. 
To wiler heads commit tuch points as thefe, 
A modett biuth wiil tell how much they pieafe. 
In days of yore, a pratiny lad, they fay, 
Met glorious Reubens journeying on the way? _ 
Sneering and arch, he fhakes his empty bead, 
(For half-learn'd boys will talk a Solon dead) 
Your fervant, good Sir Pavl, why, what, the devil, 
The world w you is more than fairly civil 5 
No life, no guito in your pieces thine, 
Without decorum, as without detign.-- 
Sedate to this the heav’n-born artit fmil’d, 
“Nor thine nor mine to fpeak our praife, my 
“ child! 
“ Each thall expofe his beft to’ curious eyes, 
“And let th? impartial world adjutt the prizé 
Let the fuft colours fweeten and unite 
To one juft form, as all were fhade, or light. ‘ 
Nothing fo frequent charms th’ admirmg eyes 
As well-tim’d faricy, and a fweet turpris 
* So when the Grecian labour'd to difclofe 
His niceft art, a mimic lark arofe: : 
‘The fellow-birds in circles round it play’d, : 
Knew their own kiad, and warbled to a thade, 
So Vandervaart in later times excell'd, : 
And nature liv’d in what our eyes beheld. 
t He too can oft, (in optics deeply read) 
A hoon-day darknels o'er his chamber fpread. 
The tranfent objects fudden as they pats 
O’er the fmall convex of the vifual glals, 
Transferr’d from thence by magic’s powerful call, 
Shine in quick glories on the gloomy wall ; 
Groves, mountains, rivers, men furpriie the fight, 
Trembies the dancing world, and iiwiens the wavy 
light. . » 
t Each varying figure in due place difpofe, 
Thefe boldly heighten, touch but faintly thofey 
Contiguous objets place with judgment-nigh, 
Each due proportiva welling on the eye. 


Or party-notions, vapours, faith, and zeal 

Were all, at proper times, infallible. 

True wit, ard true Teligion are but one, 

Though fom pervert ‘em, and ev’n moft have 
none. . 

- Who thinks what others never thought before, 

‘* #éts but juit that bis fons will a@ wo more. 

- Yet on a time, when vig*rous thoughts demand, 
Indulge a warmettt and prompt the daring hand : 
On purpofe deviate from the laws of art, 

And boldly dare to captivate the heart ; 

Breafts warm’d to rapture thall applaud your 
fire, : 

May ditapprove you, but hhall fill admire. 

The Grecian artilt, at one dath, fupply'd 

‘What patient touches and flow art deny’d. 

So when pale Florin in the gloomy grove 

Sits fadly mufing on the plagues of love, 

‘When hopes and fears dittract his tim’rous mind, 

And fancy only makes the nymph unkind : 

Deip'rate at lait he rushes from the fhade, . 

By torce and warm addrefs to win the maid: 

His britk attack the melting nymph receives 

‘With equal warmth, he prefles, the forgives ; 

, One moment crowns whole tedious years of pain, 
And endlefs griets, and health confum'd in vain, 

Of ev'ry beauty that confpires to charm 

. Man’s nicer judgment, and nis genius warm, 

Tu jutt invention be the glory giv’n, 

A particle of light deriv’d from heav'n, 
Unnamber’d rules t’ improve the gift are fhown 
By ev’ry critic, to procure it,.none. 

Some colours often te the reft impart . 
New graces, more through happinels, than art. 
This nicely ftudy'd, will your tame advance, 
The greatett beauties feldom come by chance, 

Some gaze atornament alone, and then 
So value paint, as women value men. 

It matters nought to talk of truth, or grace, 
Religion, genius, cuftoms, time, and place. 

So judge the vain, and young ; nor envy we? 
They cannot think indeed---but they may fee, 
Exceflive beauty, like a flath ef light, 

Seems more to weaken, than to pleafe the fight. 

" In one gay thought luxuriant Ovid writ, 

And Vuiture tires us, but with too much wit. 
Some all their value for Grotefque exprefs, 
Beauty they prize, but beauty in excels: 
Where each gay figure {cums to glare apart, 
Without due grace, proportion, fades, or art, 
(The fad remains of Goths in ancient times, 
And revrend dullnets, and religious rhymes) 
So youthful poets ring their mulic round 
On one eternal harmony of found. 
* The lines are gay,” and whotoe’er pretends 
To fearch for more, miltakes the writer’s ends, 

Colours, like words, with equal care are fought, 

Thete pleale- the fight, and thofe expre{s the 
. thought, 

But moft of all) the landfcape feems to pleafe 

With calm repofe, and rural images. rs 

See, in due Fights th’ obedient objects ftand, 

As happy eate exalts the mafter’s hand. 

See, ableut rocks hang trembling in the fky, 

See, diftant mountains vanith from the eye; 

A darker verdure {tains the duiky woods: 

Fivats the green Mhadow in the filver floods ; 















* See Pliny's Natural Hiflory, lib, 35. cap. 10. 
+ This prattice is of no late invention. Buap- 
tifa Porta, who Acurijhed about the year 1sco, 
ives an ingenious account of it in bis Naturat 
Magic, tib. tz. How ufeful this may be té young 
painters, is not my province'to determine. 
4 Singula quegue locum teneant fortita dee 
center. 
Hoc amat chfeurum, viilt hor fub luce videri. 
- = 3 Horate 
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Remoter views infenfibly decay, 
And Lghts, and fhadows {weetly drop away. 

In bluiihi white the fartheft mounts arife,’ 

Steal from the eye, and melt into the fkies. 
Hence facred domes in length’ning ifles extend, 
Round columns (well, and rifing arches bend : 
Oblique views in fide-long Vitta’s glance, 

And bending groves in fayicy fem to dance. 

Two equal lights defcending from the tky, 
O’erpow’r each other, and confufe the eye. 

The greatet pleafures tire the moft, and fuch 
Still end in vices if enjoy’d too much. 
‘Though painters often to the thades retire, 

Wet tao long cafe but fervesto quench the fire. 
‘Wing’d with new praife, methinks they boldly fly 
('er airy Alps, and feem to touch the tky. 
Still true to fame, here well-wrought bufts decay, 
Hli,h turrets nod, and arches fink away. 
Ev'n the bare walls, whole byeathing figures 
. glow'd 
With each warm ttroke that living art pbettow’d, 

~ Or flow decay, or hottile time invades, 
£ all in fileace the fair frefco fades, 

Hach image yet in fancy’d thoughts we view, 
‘And trong idea forms the (cene a-new : 
Detufive, the, Paulu’s free ftroke fupplies, f 
Revives the face, and points th’ enlight’ning 


eyes. : 

*Tis thought each fcience, but in part, can boat 
A length of toils for human tife at mot’ 

So vaft is art!) if this remark prove true, 
"Tis dang’rous fure to,think at once of twa, 
And hand to judye if greater praife there be 
‘To pleafe irpainting, of in poetry ; 
‘Yet painting lives lel injue’d, or confin’d, 
‘True to th' adea of the mafter’s mind: 
In ev'ry nation are her beauties known, 
In ev'ry age the language is her own: 
Noj time, nor change dirninith from her fame ; 
Her charms are univerfal, and the fame: 
2 could fuch bleffings wait the poet’s lays, 

few beauties ttill, and flill eternal praife ! 
Ev’y though the mutes ev'ry ttrain infpire, 
Exalt his voice, ‘and animate his lyre: 
Ev'n though their art each image thou’d combine 
¥ one clear light, one harmony divine; 

‘et ah, how foon the cafual blifs decays, 
‘How great the pains, how tranfient is the praife! 
Language, frail flow'r, is in a moment loft, ~~ 
(That only produ& human wit can boat)’ 
Now gay in youth, its early honours rife, 
Now hated, curit; it fades away, and dies. 

Yet verfe firtt rofe to foften human kind, 

‘To mend their manners, and éxalt their ming. 
See, favage beaits itand lift’ning to the lay, 
And men more @irious, and more wild than they; 
Ev’n thapelefs trecs a fecond birth receive, ~ 
Rocks move to form, and ftatues feem to live. 
Immortal Homer felt the facred rage,” 
And pious Orpheus taught a barb’rous age ; 
Succeeding painters thence deriv'd their light, -” 
And durit np more than tholé vouchlaf’d to 
7 write. ¢ . ° 
At laft adorn the gentler arts, appears 
Noftrious Xeuxis from a tength of years, 
Farrhafius’ hand with foftning ftrokes expreft 
Ms rervous motions, aud the tolded vets 





THE WORKS OF HARTE, 


Pregnant of life his rounded figures rife,’ 
With ftrong relievo {welling on thé eyes: 
Evenor bold, with fair Apeliescame,* 3 
And happy Nicias crown'd with deathlefs fame, 
At length from Greece, of impious arms afr aid, 
Painting withdrew, and fought th’ Italian thade , 
What time each {ciente met its-due regard, 
And patrons took a pleafure to reward. 
But ah, how foon mutt glorious times decay, 
One tranfient joy, jutt known, and fnatch’d away! 
By the fame foes, which painting thunn'd before, 
Ev’n here the biceds. and arts expire once more. 
Eafe, loft, and pleafures fhake a feeble itate, 
Gothic invafions, and domettic hate ; 
Time’s flow decays, what thefe ev’n fpare, cons 
fume, : 
And Rome lies bury’d in the depths of Rome! 
Long flumber’d Painting in a ftupid trance 
Of heavy zeal, and Monkith ignorance : 
(When faith itfelf for mere ditpute was giv’n, 
Subtile was wile, and wranglers went to heav’n.) 
Till glorious * Cimabue reftor’d her crown, 
And dipp’d the pencil, ftudious of renown. 
Mafaccio taught the finifh’d piece to live, 
And added ev'ry grace of perfpective. 
Exa& correétnefs Titian’s hand beftow'd, 
And Vinci's ftrdke with living labour glow’d. 
Next Julio rote, who ev'ry language knew, 
Liv'd o’er each age, and look’d all nature throughs 
In happy Paulo ftrength and art confpire, : 
The graces pleafe us, and the mufes fire. 
Each nobler fecret others boatt alone, 
By curious toil Caracci made his own: 
Raphael’s nice judgment, Angelo’s defign, 
Correggio’s warmth, and Guido’s pleafing line, 
Thrice glorious times, when ev'ry {cience charms, | 
When rapture iifts us, and religion warms! ~ 
Vocal to heav’n the fwelling organs blow, 
A fhriller confort aids the notes below; ~ 
Above, around the pictur’d faints appear, 
And lift*ning feraphs fmile and bend to hear. 
Thence Painting, by ome happy genius led, 
O’er the cold north in flow approaches fpread. 
Ev'n Britain’s ifle that bluth'd with hottile gore, 
Receiv'd her laws, unknown to yield before; ° * 
Relenting now, her favage heroes ftand, 
And melt at ev'ry ftroke from Keuben’s hand. 
Still in his right the graceful Jervas fways, 
Sacred to beauty, and the fair one’s praife, 
Whofe breathing paint another life {upplies, 
And calls new wonders forth from Mordaunt’s eyes, 
And Thornhill, gen’rous as his art, defign'd 
At once to profit and to pleafe mankind. 
Thy deme, Q Paul’s, which heav'nly views 
adorn, 
Shall guide the hands of painters yet unborn ; 
Each melting ftroke fhall foreign eyes engage, 
And fhine unrivall'd throuzh a future age. 
Hail, happy artifts ! in eternal lays is 
‘The kindred -mufes fall record your praife ; 
Whole heav'nly aid inipir’d you firft to rte, 
And fix'd your fame immorial in the tkies; 











* Giovanni Cimabue, born at Florence in thé 
year 1240; he was the fifi perfon who revived 


painting after its unfortunate extirpation 
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There fore to laft, till nature’s felf expires, 

Increafing ftill, and crown’d with clearer 
o fires: 

High-rais’d above the blafts of public breath, 

The voice of hatred. and the rage of death. 

~_. Ah, thus for ever may my numbers thine, 

old as your thoughts, but ealy as your line! 

* Then might the mufe to diftant ages live, 
Contrast new beauty. and new praife receive : 
Fueth ttrength, and light ev’n time itfelf bettow, 
Soften each line, and bid the thought to glow; 
(Pamie’s fecond life) whofe lating glory fears 
Nor change, nor envy, nor devouring years. 
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Then fhould thefe firains to Pembroke's hand 
be borne + - _ 7 

Whom nativ® graces, gentle arts adorn, 

Honour unihaken, piety refign’d, 

A love of learnimg, and a gen’rous mind. 

Yet, if by chance, enamour'd of his praife, ." 
Some nobler bard fhail in future days, 
(When from his Wilton walls the ftrokes decay, 
And all art's fair creation dies away : 

Or folid ttatues, faithlefs to their truft, 

In filence fink, to mix with vulgar duit ;) 
Azestocome fhall Pembroke’s fame adore, 
Dear to the mute, till Homer be no more. 














AN ESSAY ON SATIRE; 


PARTICULARLY ON THE DUNCIAD.. 


" ARGUMENT, 


§. Tar origin and ufe of Satire. The excellency 
of Epic Satire. above others, as adding example 
to precept, and animating by fable and fenfible 
images. Epic Satire compared. with Epic 
Poem, and. wherein they differ: Of their ex- 
.tent, action, unities, epifades, and the nature of 
theit morals, Of parody; of the ftyle, figures, 
and wit proper to this fort of poem, and the fue 
perior talents requifite to excel in it. 

Vi. The characters of the feveral authors of Sa- 
tire. a. The ancients ; Homer, Simonides, Ar- 
chilochus, Ariftophanes, Menippus, Ennius, Lu- 
cilius, Varro, Horace, Perfius, Petronius, Ju- 
venal, Lucian, the Emperor Jolian. 2. The 
moderns; Taffone, Goccains, Rabelais, Regnier, 
Boileau, Dryden, Garth, Pope. = 

©HE. From the practice of all the beft writers and 
inen in every age and nation, the-moral juttice 
of Satire in genera], and of this fort in parti 
cular is vindicated. The neceffity af it fhown 
in this age more efpecially, and why bad writ: 
ers are at prefent the molt proper objects of 
Satire. The true caufes of bad writers. Cha- 
racers of feveral furts of them now abounding; 


“envious critics, furious pedants, fecret libellers, | 


obfcene poeteties, advocates for corruption, {cof- 

fers at religian, writers for deifm, deiftical and 

arrian-clergymen. : 
Application of the whole difccurfe to the Dun. 
iad; concluding with an addrefs to the guthor 
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T? exalt the foul, or make the heart fincere, “ 
‘To arm. our lives with honefty evere, 
To flizke the wretch beyond the reach of law, 
Deter the young, and touch the bold with awe, 
‘Lo raife the fall'n, to hear the fufterer’s cries, 
And fanctity, the virtues of the wile, 
©id Satire rofe from probity of mind, 
Whe noblett ethics to re‘urm mankind, 

As Cynthia's orb excels the gems of night: 
So Epic Satire thines dittinétly brizht. 

ere genius lives, and ftrength in every part, 
And lights and thades, and fancy fix'd by art, 


A fecond beauty in its nature lies, 

It gives not things, but beings to our eyes, 

Lite, fubftance, fpirit animate the whole ; 

Fition and fable are the fenfe and foul. 

The common dulneis of mankind, array’d 

In pomp, here lives. and breathes, a wond'rous 
mai: 

The poet decks her with each unknown grace, 

Clears her dull brain, and brightens her dark faces 

See! Father Chaos o’er his firft-born nods, 

And Mother Night, in majefty of gods ! 

See Querno’s throne, by hands pontific rife, 

And 2 fool’s Pandemoniam firike our eyes! 

Ev’n what on C—I the public bounteous pours, 

Ts fublimated here to golden fhow’rs, 

A Dunciad or a Lutrin is complete, 

And one in action; Indicroufly great. ; 
Each wheel rolls round in due degrees of forces 
E'en epifodes are needful, or of courte : 

Of courfe, when things are virtually begun 
Ever the firft ends, the Father and the Son: 

Or elfe fo needful, and exactly grac’d, 

That nothing is ill-fuited, or ill-plac’d. ~ 

| | Frue epics a vait world, and this a fmall; 
One has its proper beauties, and one ull. - 

Like Cynthia, one in thirty days appears, 

Like Saturn one, roils round in thuty years. 
‘There opens a wide tract, a length of floods, 

A height of mountains, and a wafte of woods: 
Here but one {pot ; nor leaf, nor green depart 
From rules ; e’en nature feems the child of art. 
As unities in epic works appear, 

So mutt they fhine in full ciftinétion here. 

Ev’n the warm Iliad fhoves with flower pow’rs: 
That forty days demands, this forty hours.” 

Each other Satire humbler arts has known, 
Content with meaner beauties, though its own 
Enough for that, if rugged in its courfe 
‘The verte but rolls with vehemence and forces 
©r nicely pointed in th’ Horatian way 
Wounds keen, like Syrens mifchievanifly gay. 
Here, all has wit, yet muft that wit be itrong, 
Beyond the turns of epigram or fong. 

‘Fhe thought mutt rife exactly from the vice, 


, Sudden, yet Anifle'd, clear, aad yct cancifey 
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One harmony mutt firft with laft unite ; 

As ail true paintings have their place and light. 
Tranfitions mult be quick, and yet defign’d, 
Not made to fill, but just retain the mind: 
And fimiles, like meteors of the night, 

Jutt give one flath of momentary light. 

As thinking makes the foul, low things exprett 
In high-rais’d terms, define a Dunciad bett. 
Books and the man demands as much, or more, 
Than he who-wander’d to the Latian hore + 
For here (eternal grief to Duns’s foul, 

And Be—'s thin ghoft!) the part contains the 
whole : 
Since in mock-epic none fucceeds, but he , 
‘Who taltes the whole of epic poefy. 
The moral muft-be clear and underftood ; 
Bot finer ftill, if negatively good : 
Blafpheming Capaneus obliquely shows 
TT’ adore thofe gods Aineas fears and knows. 
A fool's the hero ; but the poet’s end 
Is, to be candid, modeft, anda friend, 
Let claffic learning fanctity each part, 
~ Not only fhow your reading, but your art. 
The charms of parody, like thofe of wit, - 
Tf well contratted, never fail to hit; 
One half in light, and one in darknefs drett, 
(For contraries oppos'’d ftill thine the beit.) 
‘When a cold page half breaks the writer’s heart, 
By this it warms .and brightens into art. 
‘When rhet’ric giitters with too pompous pride, 
By this, like Circe, ‘tis undeify’d. 
So Berccynthia, while her offspring vie 
in homage ta the mother of the fky, 
(Deck'd in rich robes, of trees, and plants, and 
és flow’rs, 
And crown’d illu@rious with an hundred tow’ss) 
Over all Parnaffus caits her eyes at once, 
‘And fees an bundred fons—and each a Dunce. 

‘The language next : from, hence new pleafure 

{prings 5 
For ftyles are dignify’d, as well as things. 
Though fenfe fubfitts, dittine from phrafe orfound, 
Yet gravity conveys a furer wound. 
“Phe chymic fecret which your pains would find, 
Breaks out, unfought for, in Cervantes’ mind 5 i 
And Quixot’s wildnefs, like that king’s of old, - 
‘Turns all he touches into pomp and gold. 
Yet in this pomp diferetion mutt be had ; 
‘Tho? grave, not ttiff; tho’ whimfical, not mad: 
In works like thefe, if futtian might appear, 
Mock-epics, Blackmore, would not coft thee dear. 

‘We grant that Butler ravifhes the heart, 

As Shakipeare foar’d beyund the reach of arts 


*Twere better judg’d, to ftidy and explain 
Fach ancient grace he copies not in vain 
To trace thee. Satire, to thy utmott {pring, , 
Thy form, thy changes, and thy authors fing. 

All nations with this liberty difpenfe, 

And bid us fhock zhe man that thecks good fenfe. _ 

Great Homer firit the mimic fketch defign'’d; 
What grafp’d not Homer's comprehenfive mind ? 
By him who virtue prais’d, was folly curft, 

‘And who Athilles tung, drew * Dance the Firft, - 

Next him Simonides, with lighter air, 

In beafts, and apes, and vermin, paints the fair: 
The good Scriblerus in like forms difplays 
The reptile thymetters of thefe later days. 

More fierce, Archilochus! thy vengeful flame ; 
Fouls read and dy’d: for blockheads then haw 

fhame. 

The + comic-fatirift attack’d his age, 

And found low arts, and pride, among the fage: | 
See learned Athens ftand attentive by, 
And Stoics learn their foibles from the eye. 

} Latium’s fifth Homer held the Greeks in view 5 
Solid, though zough, yet incorredt as new. 
Locilius, warm’d with-more than mortal flame, 
Rofe next § and held a torch to ev'ry fhame. * 
See ftern Menippus, cynical, unclean 5 
And Grecian Gento's, mannerly obfcenes 
Add the lat efforts of Pacuvius’ rage, 
| And the chafie decency of Varro's page. 

See Horace next, in each reflection mee, 
Learn’d, but not vain, the toc of fouls, not vice. 
Each page inftructs, each fentiment prevails, 

All fhines alike ; he rallies, but ne'er rails: 
With courtly eafe conceals a maiter’s art, 

And leaft expected fteals upon the heart. 

Yet | Caffius felt the fury ot his rage, 

(Caflius, the We~—d of a former age) 

And fad Alpinus, iguorantly read, 

Who murder’d Memnon, though for ages dead. 

‘Then Perfius came, whofe line, though rough 

ly wrought, je 
His fenle o’erpaid the ftri@ture of his thought. 
Here in clear light the {toxc-dodtrine thines, 
Truth all fubdues, or patience all refigns, 
A mind fupreme ! impartial, yet fevere + 
Pure iv each a@, in each recels fincere ! 
Yet rich ill poets urg’d the ftoic’s frown, 
And bade him ftrike at duine(s and a crown *#, | 

The vice and luxury Petconius drew, 

In Nero meet : th’ imperial point of view : 

The Roman Wilmot, that could vice chattife, 

Pleas’ the mad king he ferv’d to fatirize. ~-. 
The t+ next in Satire felt a nobler rage, 































(For nature furm’d thofe poets without rules, 
"To fill the world with imitating fools.) 
What burleique could, was by that genius done ; 
Yet faults it has, impoffible to fhun: k 
Th’ unchanging flrain for want of grandeur cloys, 
And gives too oft the horfe-laugh mirth of boys = 
The fhort-legg’d verfe, and double-gingling found, 
So quick furprife us, that.our heads run round: 
Yet in this work peculiar life prefides, : 
And wit, for all the world to glean befides, 

Here pauie, my mufe, too daring and too young * 
Nor rathly aim at precepts yet unlung. 
Can man the mafter of the Dunciad teach ? 
And thefs new bays what other popes to reach? 





What honeft heart could. bear Domitian’s age? 
See his ftrong fenfe and numbers mafculine } 
His foul is kindled, and he kindley mine: 








* Margites. opbanes. 
} Ennius. 
§ clarumg. facem praferre pudori, 
* Juv. S. t6 


i See Varro’s charafler in Cicero's Academics. 
4] Alludes to this coupiet in his fecond Satire, 
. Compofitum jus fafg. animi fanttiq. receffus, 
_ Mentis, et ince€lum generofo pettus bonelg; 
** See his firfé Satire of Nero's Verfes. © 
Fuvcnsl 
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Scornful of vice, and fearlefs of offence, 
He flows a torrent of impetugus fente, . 

Lo! favage tyrants who blaiphem’d their God © 
Turn fupphemts now, and gaze at * Julian’s ied. 
"Lucian, fevere, but in a yay difginfe, - 
Attacks old faith, or ports in learned + lies s 
Sets heroes and philofophers at odds ; 

‘And {courges morjais, and dethiones the gods. 

Then all was night-—~But Satire rofe once more 
‘Where Medici and Leo arts reftore. 

"Yaffoné thone fantattic, but fublime t 
And he, who form'd the Macaronic-rhyme: 

Then weitward toe by flow degrees confeft, 
Where boundle(s Rabelais made the world his jeft; 
Marot had nature, Regnier force ard flame, 

But fwaliow’d allin Botlean’s matchlels fame ! 
Extenfive foul! who sang'd all learning o'er. 
Prefent and paft~-and yet found room for more. 
Full of new fenfe, exuct in every page, 
Unbounded, and yet fober in thy rage. : 
Strange fate! ‘Uhy Solid fterling of two lines, 
Drawn to our Tintel, through whole pages shines !$ 

In Albion then, with equal luftre bright, 
Great Dryden rofe, and {teer'd by nature’s light. 
‘Two glimmering orbs he jut obferv'd from far, 
The ocean wide, and dubious cither ftar, 

Donne teem’d with wit, but all was maim’d and 
bruis’d, 
‘The periods endlefs, and the fenfe confus’d: 
Oldham rufh'd on, impetuous, and fublime, 
Bat lame in language, harmony, and rhyme. 
Thefe, (with new graces), vig’rous nature join’ 
In one, and center'd 'em in Dryden’s mind. 
"How full thy verfe? ‘Thy meaning how fevere? 
How dark thy theme? yet made exadly clear, 
Not mortal is thy accent, nor thy rage, 
Yet mercy foftens, or contraéts each page. 
Dread bard! inftruct us to revere thy rules, 
And hate like thee, all rebels, and all fools. 

His fpirit ceas’d not (in Arict truth) to be; 
For dying Dryden breath’d, O Garth! on thee, 
Bade thee to keep alive his genuine rage, 
Half-funk in want, oppreflion and old age ; 
Then, when thy § pious hands rcpos’d his head, 
‘When vain young lo ds and ev'n the flamen fied. 
For well thou knew’fl his merit and his art, 
His upright mind, clear head, and friendly heart. 
Ev’n Pope limfelf who fees no virtue bleed 
But bears th’ afflidtion) envies thee the deed. 

O Pope! inftrn@ot of my ftudious days, 
‘Who fix'd my jleps in virtue’s early ways: - 
On whom our labours, and our hopes depend, 
Thou more than patron, and ev'n more than 
Above all flattery, all thirft of gain, [friend ! 
And mortal but in ficknefs, and in pain ! 
Thou tauyhe’ét old Satire nobier fruits to bear, 
And check'd her licence with a moral care: 
‘Thou gav’ft the thought new beauties not itsown, 
And touch’d the verfe with graces yet unknown, 
Each lawlefs branch thy level eye furvey’d, 
And fill correéted nature as fhe ftray’d: ° 


* 





* The Cafars of the Emperor Futian. 

$ Lucian’s True Hipory. : 

¢ Roftommon, Revers’d. 

§ Dr. Garth took care of Mr. Dryden's funeral, 
. awbich forme nodicmen, wbo wndertock it, bad negledied. 
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Warm’d Boileau’s fenfe with Britain's genuine fire, 
And added foitnefs to Vaffone’s lyre. 
Yet mark the hideous nonfenfe of the age, 
And thou thyfelf the tubject of its rage. 
So in old times, round godlike Sce#va ran 
Rome's dattard fons, a million, and a man, 
Th’ exalted merits of the wife and good. 
Are feen, far off, and rarely underftood. 
The world’s a father to a Dunce unknown, 
And much he thrives, for, Dullnefs! he’s thy ows. 
No hackney brethren e’er condemn him twice; 
He fears no enemies, but duit and mice. 
If Pope but writes, the devil Legion raves, 
And meagre critics mutter in their caves: 
{Such critics of neceflity confume 
All wit, as hangmen ravifh’d maids at Rome.) 
Names he a feribler? afl the world’s in arms, 
Augufta, Granta, Rhedecyna fivarms: . 
The guilty reader fancies what he fears, 
Andevery Midas trembles for his ears. 
See all fuch malice, obloquy, and {pite 
Expire ere morn, the muthroom of a night! 
“Cranfientasvapoursglimm’ring through the glades, 
Half-form’d and idie, as the dreams of maids, 
Vain as the fick man’s vow, or young man's figh, 
Third-nights of bards, or Ho's fophiitry. 
Thele ever hate the poet’s facred li 
‘Thefe hate whate’er is glorious, or di 
From one eternal fountain beauty fprings, —- 
The energy of wit, and truth of things, — [tend, 
That fource is God: from him they downwards 
Flow round—set in their native centre end. 
Hence rules, and truth, and order, Durtces ftrike J 
Of arts, and virtues, enemies alike. . 
Some urge, that poets of fapreme renown 
Judge ill to fcourge the refufe of the town, 
Howe'er their cafuifts hope to turn the fcale, 
Thefe men mutt fmart, or fcandal will prevail, 
By thefe the weaker fex fill fuffer mol: 
And fuch are prais'd who rofe at honour’s coft : 
‘thelearn’d they wound, the virtuous, and the fair, 
No fault they cancel, no reproach they fpare: 
‘The random fhaft, impetuous in the dark, 
Sings on unfeen, and quivers in the nzark. 
*Tis juftice, and not anger, makes us wri 
Such fons of darknefs muft be drag’d to 
Long-fuff'ring nature muf not always hold 5 
In virtue’s caufe ‘tis gen’rous to be bold. 
‘To fcourge th: bad, th’ unwary to reclaim, 
And make ight flath upon the face of fhame. 
Others havc urg’d (but weigh it, and you'll ing 
"Tis light as feathers blown before the wind) 
‘That poverty, the curfe of providence, 
Atones for a dull writcr’s want of fenfe : 
Alas! his dallnefs ’twas that made him poor; 
Not vice verfz: We infer no more. 
Of vice and folly poverty’s the curfe, 5 
Heaven may be rigid, but the man was worf, , 
By good made bad, by favours more difgrac’d, 
So dire th’ effeéts of ignorance mifplac’d! 
Of idle youth, unwatch’d by parerus eyes! 
OF zeal for pence, and dedication lies! oes 





















| Of confcience modell’d-hy a great man’s looks? 


And arguings in religion—from no books! 

No light the darknefs of that mind invades, 
Where Chaos rules, enfhrin’d in genuine shades; * 
Where, in the dungeon of the foul enclos’d, | * 





‘True DalincSs nods, reclining and repos'd, 
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Senfe, grace, or harmony, ne'er enter there, 

Nor human faith, nor piety fincere ; 

A midnight of the fpints, foul, and head, 

(Sufpended all) as thought itfclf lay dead. . 

. Yet oft a mimic gleam of tranfient Hight 
Breaks through this gloom, and then they think 
they -write 5 (fy, 

From ftrcets to ftreets th’ nnnumber’d pamphlets 

* Then tremble Warner, Brown, and Billingfly. 
© thou moft gentle deity appear, 

‘Thou who fill Fear"? and yet art prone to hear; 

‘Whofe eye ne’er clofes, and whofe brains ne'er reft, 

{Thy own dear Dullnefs bawling at thy breait) 

Attend, O patience, on thy arm reclin’d, « 

And fee wit’s endlefs enemies behind ! 

And ye, our mufes, with a hundred tongues, 
And thon, O Henley! bleft with brazen lungs; 
Fanatic Withers! fam'd for rhimes and fighs, 
And Jacob Behmen! moft obfcurcly wife ; 

From darknefs palpable, on dufky wings 
Afcend ! and fhroud him who your offspring fings, 

The firft with Egypt’s darknefs in his head 
‘Thinks wit the devil, and curfes books unread. 
¥or twice ten winters has he blunder’d on, 
‘Through heavy comments, yet ne'er loft nor won: 
Much may be done in twenty winters more, 
And let him then learn English at threefcore, 

No facred Maro glitters on his fhelf, 

He wants the mighty Stagyrite himfelf. 

See vaft + Coimbria’s comments pil'd on high, 
In heaps ¢ Soncinas, Sotus, Sanchez lie: 

For idle hours, § Sa’s‘idler cafuiftry. 

Yet worfe is he, who in one language read, 
‘Has one eternal jingling in his head, 

At night, at morn, in bed, and on the ftairs.... 

‘Talks flights to grooms, and makes lewd fongs at 
pray’rs. 

His pride, a pun: a guinea his reward, 

His critic, G-ld-n, Jemmy M-re his bard. 

What artful hand the wretch’s form can hit, 

Begot by Satan on a M——ly’s wit: 
In parties furious at the great man’s nod, 
And hating none for nothing, but his God: 
Foe to the learn’d, the virtuous, and the fage, 
A pimp in youth, an atheift in old age: 
Now Plung in bawdry and fubftantial lies, 
Now dabbling in ungodly theories; : 
But fo, as fwalows fim the plesfing flood, 
Grows giddy, but ne’er drinks to do him good: 
Alike refolv'd to flatter, or to cheat, 
Nay worthip onions, if they cry, come eat: 
A {ce to faith, in revelation blind, 
‘And: impious much, as Dunces are by kind. 
Next fee the mafter-piece of flatt’ry rife, 
‘Th’ annointed fon of Dullnefe and of Lies. 
| Whofe fofteft whifper fills a patron’s ear, 
* ‘Who fmilcs unpleas’d, and mourns without a tear. 
Perfuafive, though a woful blockhead he: 
‘Truth dies before his fhadowy fophiftry. 





* Three bookfellere. 
$ Goimbria’s comments, Cobleg. Conimbricenfe a 
fuciety in Spain, which publifoed tedious explanations of 
Arifictle. 
f Sorcinas, a feboolman. 
“+ -§ Sa (Eman. de} See Pafebal’s Myffery of J efuitifn. 
| Pompeius tenui juzulos aperire fufurro. Fuv. S. 4. 
Flt, fi lacrymas ofpexit amici, Nec doles 8.3. . 
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* For well he knows the vices of the town, 
The fchemes of ftate, and int’reft of the gowng 
Immoral afternoons, indecent nights, 
Enflaming wines, and {econd appetites. : 
But moft the theatres with Dullnefs groan, 
Embrio’s half-form’d, a progeny unknown : 1 
Fine things for nothing, tranfports out of feafot . 
Effe&ts un-caus’d, and murders-without reafon, 
Here worlds run round, and Years are taught te 
Each feene an elegy, cach aa play}. _[ftay, 
Can the fame pow’r fuch various paffions move ? 
Rejoice or weep, ‘tis every thing for love. 
The felf-fame caafe produces heav’n and hell: 
Things contrary as buckets in a well; © 
Onc up, one down, one empty, and one full: 
Half high, half low, half witty, and half dull. 
So on the borders of an ancient wood, 
Or where fome poplar trembles o’er the flood, 
Arachne travels 6n her filmy thread, 
Now high, now low, or on her feet or head. 
Yet thefe love verfe,as jcroaking comforts frogs, 
And mire and ordure are the heaven of hogs. 
As well might nothing bind immenfity, 
Or paflive matter immaterials fee, . 
As thefe fhould write by reafon, rhime, and rule, 
Or he turn wit, whom nature doom’d a fool. ~ 
If Dryden err’d, *twas human fraiity once, . 
But blundcring is the eifence of a Dunce. 
Some write for glory, but the phantom fades$ 
Some write as party, or as fplcen invades ; 
A third, becaule his father was well read, 
And murd'rer-like, calls blafhes from the dead, 
Yet all for morals and for arts contend—— 
‘They want ’em both, who never prais’d a friends 
More ill, than dull; for pure flupidity 
Was ne'er a crime in honefl Banks, or me. 
See next a crowd in damaiks, lilks, and crapesy 
Equivocal in drefs, half-bellcs, balf-trapes: 
A length of night-gown rich Phantafia trails, 
Olinda wears one fhift, and pares uo nails: 
Some in C——I’s cabinet cach a@ difplay, 
When nature in a tranfport dies away : 
Some more refin’d tranferibe their opera-loves 
On iv’ry tablets, or in clean white gloves: 
Some of Platonic, fome of carnal tafic, 
Hoop’d, or un-hoop'd, ungarter’d, or unlac’d. 
Thus thick in air the wing’d creation play, 
When vernal Phoebus rouls the light away, 
A motley race, half infects and half fowls, 
Loofe-tail’d and dirty, May-flies, bats, and owls. 
Gods, that this native nonfenfe was our worft! 
With crimes more deep, O Albion! art thoy curft. 
No judgment open prophanatien fears, 3 
For who dreads God, that can preforve his ears? 





* Neverat ille- 
Luxuriam Imperii vet.ris, poile{g; Neronis 

Sam medias, aliamg; famem. Juv. 8.4. 

+ Et chaque AGte enfa piece et une piece entiere. Boil, 

$ When a poor genius bas labour'd much, be judges 
well not to expel? the encomiums of the public: for thefe 
are not bis due. Yet for fear bis drudgery foould have 
no recompenfe, Ged (of his goodnefi) bas “given bim a 
petfonal futisfatticn: To envy bim in this would be ina 
juftice beyond barbarity iifelf: Thus the fame deity (who 
3 equally juft in all points} bas given frogs the comfart 
of creaking, Se. 

- Le Pere Geroffe Sommes Theol. Lite 
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"Gh fave trie, Providerice, from vice refin’d, 
‘That wortt of ills, a fpeculative mind *! 
Not that I blame-divine philofophy, : 

(Yet much we rifk, for pride and learning lic.) 

Heav'n’s paths are found by nature more than art, 
ah {choolman’s head mifleads the layman's heart. 

What unrcpented deeds bas Albion done? 

Yet {pare us heav’n! return, and fpare thy own. 

Religion vanithes to types, and fhade, 

By wits, by fools, by her own fons betray’d! 

Sure ‘twas enough to give the dev’l his due, 

Muft fuch men mingle with the priefthood too? 

So fteod Onias at th’ Almighty’s throne, 

Proftanely cingtur’d in a harlot’s zone. 

# Some Rome, and fome the Reformation blame; 
°Tis hard to fay from whence fuch licenfe came ; 
From fierce enthufiaits, or Socinians fad? 

* C—~ns the foft, or Bourignon the mad? 

« From wayward nature, or lewd poet’s rhimes? 
From praying, canting, or king-killing times? 

| From all the dregs which Gallia could pour forth, 
(Thofe fons of fchifm) landed iu the north — 

* From whence it came, they and the d—] beft know, 
Yet thus much, Pope, each atheift is thy foc. 

O decency, forgive thefe friendly rhimes, 

For raking in the dunghill of their crimes. 
To name each monfter would make printing dear, 
Or tire Ned Ward, who writes fix books a-year. 

‘* Plato cails this an ignorance of a dark and dane 
Serous nature, under appearance of the greatef wifilom. 
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Such vicious nonfenfe, impudence, and fpite, 
Would make a hermit, or a father write. 
Though Julian held the world, and held no more 
Than deiit Gildon taught, or Toland iwore, 4 
+ Good Greg’ry prov’d him execrably bad, 

And fcourg’d his foul, with drunken rcafon mad. 
Much longer, Pope reftrain’d his awful hand, 
Wept o'er poor Nineveh, and her dull band, 

ar ‘itteols like weeds rofe up, and chok’d the land. 
Lc*z, long he fumber'd e’er th’ avenging hour; 
For dubious mercy half o’er-rul’d his pow'r: 

*Till the wing’d bolt, red-hifling from above 
Pierc’d millions thro’——For fuch the wrath of 


ove. 

Hell, fore: darknefs, tremble at the found, 
And proftrate fools beftrow the vat profound: 
No Charon wafts ‘em from the farther fhore, 
Silent they fleep, alas! to rife no more. 

Oh Pope, and facred criticifm! forgive 
A youth who dares approach your fhrine and live! 
Far has he wander’d in an unknown night, 
No guide to lead him, but his own dim light. 
For him more fit, in vulgar paths to tread, 
‘Vo fhow th’ unlearn'd what they never 12ad, 
Youth to improve, or rifing genius tend 
Yo fciewce much, to virtue more, a friend. 





+ GregoryNazianz: a father at the beginning o 
the fourth century. He writ two mof bitter fatires 
(or invedtives) againf| the Emperor Faulian, 


Sr, 


TRANSLATIONS, PARAPHRASES, &c. 


ACONTIUS TO. CYDIPPE. FROM OVID. 


ARGUMENT, * 


Fra religious affembly at the temple of Diana in { 


Delos, Acontius was much enamour’d with Cy- 
dippe, a lady of remarkable wit and beauty. 
Befides this, her fortune and family were much 
above his own: which made him felicitous how 

4$0 difcover his paflion in a fuccefsful manner, 
‘At lait he procured a very beautiful apple, 
upon which he wrote a diftic to this purpofe, 
“I fwear by chafte Diana I will for ever be thy 
“ wife.” So foon ashe had written it, he threw 


the apple dircétly at “the feet of Cydippe, ; 


who imagining nothing of the deceit, took it 
up, and having read the infcription, found her- 


felf obliged by a folemn oath to marry: Acon- ; 


tius. For in thofe times all oaths which were 
made in the temple of Diana, were efteemed in- 
violable. Some time afterwards, her father, 


who knew nothing of what had happen'd. : 


efpoufed her to another lover. ‘The marriage 


was juft ypon'the point of celebration, when ! 


Cydippe was feized witha violent fever. Acon- 
tius writes to her, he reminds Iter of a former 
folemn obligation, and artfully infinnates that 
her diftemper is infliéted as a’ juf punithment 
from Diana. ‘ 

Once more, Cydippe all thy fears remove, 

lidés now too late to dread a cheat in love. 

7 hofe rofy lips in accents half divine, : 

Ereath’d the foft promife in the Delian fhrine : 








Dear awful oath! enough Cydippe fwore, 

No human tics can bind a virgin more. 

So may kind heav’n attend a lover's pray’r, 
Soften thy pains, and comfort my dcfpair. 

See, the warm bluth your modett checks inflame ¢ 
Yet is there canfe for anger or for fhame ! 

Recall to mind thofe tender lines of love, 

Deny you cannot——though your heart difprove. 
Still muft } wait ir impotent defires, 

And only hope revive the fainting fires? 

Yet did’{t-thou promife to be ever minc——_—= 
A conicious horror feem’d to fhake the ihrine, 
‘The pow’'r confenting bow’d; a beam of light 
Flafh’d from the fkies, and made the temple bright, 
Ah! then Cydippe, dry thy precious tears : 

The moremy fraud, the mort my love appears. 
Love ever-watchfull, ev'n by nature charms: 
Inflames the modeft, and the wife difarms ? 

Fair yet diffembling, pleafing but to cheat 

With tender blandithment, and foft deceit, 

Kind {peaking motions, melancholy fighs, 

Tears that delight, and eloquence of cyes. ~ 
Love firft the treach’rous dear defign infpir'd 
My hopes exalted, and my genius fir'd : 

Ah! fure | cannot———nmuft not guilty proves 


: Deceit itfelf is laudable in love! 


Once more infpir'd fuch tender lines I fend, 


; See, my hand trembles left my thoughts offend, 


Ficroes in war inflam’d by beauty’s charms, ~ 
‘Tear the fad virgin from her parents arms; 

1 too, like thefe, feel the ferce flames of loves” 
Yet check my rage, and modeftly reprove. . ° 
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Ah, teach me, heav'’n, fome language to. perfuade, 

Some other vows to bind the faithlefs maid; 

O love all-eloquent, you duly know 

To touch the foul with elegies of woe! 

Iftreach’ry fail, by force | urge my right, 

Sheath’d in rough armour, formidably bright: 

So Paris fnatch'd his Spartan bride away, 

Ahalf deaying, half confenting prey ; 

f too refolve. ——whate’er the dangers be, 

For death is nothing when compar’d to thee, 

Were you lefs fair, I then might guiltlefs prove, 

And moderate the fury of my love. 

But ah! thofe charms for ever muft infpire, 

Each look, each motion fets my foul on fire. 

Heavn’s ! with what pleafing ccftafies of pain 

Trembling I gaze, and watch thy glance in vain. 

How can I praife thofe golden curls that deck 

Each glowing cheek, or wave around thy neck; 

Thy {welling arms, and forehead rifing fair, 

Thy modeft fweetnefs, and attraGive air 3 

Adjoin to thefe a negligence of grace, 

A winning accent, and enchanting face. 

Dear magchlefs charms?! 1 ceafe to name the reft, 

Nor wonder thou that love inflame my breatt. 
Since all alike to Hymen’s altars bend, 

Ah, blefs at once the lover, and the friend! 

Let envy rage, and int’reft difapprove, 

Envy and: int’reft mutt fubmit to love? 

By pray’rs and vows Hefione was won 

‘To thare the joys of hoflile Telamon, 

Soft gen’rous pity touch’d the * captive dame 

‘Who warm'd Achilles with a lover's flame. 

‘To blefs the wretched, fhows a foul divine——_- 

Be ever angry——but be ever mine. 

Yet can no pray’rs thy firm refentment move ? 

Wretch that J was fo ill to fix my love! 

See, at thy feet defpairing wild I roul, 

Grict fwells my heart; and anguifh racks my foul, 

There fix my doom; relentle(s to my fighs, 

And lifted hands, and fupplicating eves. 

‘Phen wilt thou fay (for pity fure maft move 

A virgin’s breaft) “ how patient is his love 

~ vu my heart trembles, as his tears I fee; 

Phe youth who ferv: 

Still mvt £ then in fad diftraGtion moan ? 

My caule unheeded, and my grief unknown, 

Ah, no- -Acontius cannot write in vain 5 

Sure ewry wretch has licenfe to complain! 

But if you triumolr in a lover’s woe, 

Remember ftill Diana is your foe! 

Diana liften’d to the vows you made, 

And trembled at the change her eyes farvey'd. 

Ah, think, repent, while yet the time is giv'n, 

Fierce is the vengeance of neglected heav’n { 

By Dian’s hand the Phrygian matron fell, 

Sent with her race, an early fhad= to hell. 

Chang’d to a ftag, Acteon pour’d away, 

In the fame morn the chafer and the prey. 

Alth a rag’d with more than female hate, 

And hurl’d into the flames the brand of fate. 

Like thef2 offenfive, punith’d too like thefe. 

Heav’n blafts thy joys, and heightens the difeafe. 

Nor think Cydipp,c (as my fears forefec) 

A thonght unworthy-of thyfelf, or me! 

Think not f frame this feeriin‘ truth, to prove 

‘Thy flern difdain, a pious fraud in love; 
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fo well, is worthy mz.” 
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Rathor than fo, I yet abjure thy chasms, 

And yield thee feornful, to another’s arms! 
Alas, for this pale ficknefs haunts thy bed, 
And fhooting aches feem to tear thy heads 

A Sudden vengeance waits thy guilty loves; 
Abfent is Hymen, Dian difapproves. 

‘Think then, repent—recall the parting breath 
O’er thy lips hov’ring in the hour of death. 
See, on thy checks the fading purple dies, 

And fhades of darknefs fettle on thy eyes. 

Buc whence, ye pow’rs, or wherefore rofe th 
Still muft [ mourn in abfence, or defpair ; (pray”: 
Fore’d, if the dies, the promife to refign—a-e 
Ev’n if the lives, I muft not cali her mine! 

Like fome pale ghot around thy houfe I rove 
Now burn in rage, and now relent with love; 
A thoufand needlets meffages I make, . 
A thoufand mournful fpeeches give, and take, 
O that my fkill the fov’reign virtues knew 
Of ev'ry herb that drinks the early dew, 

Then might | hear thy moans, thy ficknefs fee, 
Nor were it fure a crime to gaze on thee. 
Perhaps ev’n now, (as f ar forefees too well). 
The wretch I curfe, detest, avoid like hell, 
Befide the- breathes a love-dejected figh, 

And marks the filent glances of thy eye. 
Some faint excufe he raifes, to detain 

‘Thy fwelling arm, and prefs the beating vei: 
Now o’er thy neck his glowing fingers rove, 
‘Too great a pleafure for fo mean a love! 
Villain beware! the facred nymph refign-—se 
Avoid, deteft her, dread whate’er is mine; 
Elfewhere a lover's preference I give, 

But ceafe to rival here, or ceafe to live. 

The vows you cliim by right of human laws, 
At beft but ferve to vindicate my caufe. 

To thee alone by duty is the kind; 

Can parents alienate a daughter's mind ? 

Firft weigh the crime, the vengeange next explo 
The father promis’d, but the daughter fwore 
That merely vain on human faith relies; 

Bot this obtefts the fandtion af the fkies, 

Here ceafe my woes————ah, whither arr 
A woman’s triumph, and a rival’s feorn? {hor 
Vain are my vows, unheeded is my pray’r, 
The featt’ring winds have loft ’em ail in air; 
Yet think Cydippe, e’er thy lover dies! 


4 Banith that wretch for ever from thy eyes; 


Scorn, envy, cenfures are conferr’d on me, 

And pain,—ang death is all he brings to thee. 

Gods! may fome vengeance crimes like thefe 

And fnatch his life, to mediate for thy own [to 
Nor think to pleafe avenging Cynthia’s eyes 

With ftreams of blood in holy facrifice : 

Heav’n claims the real, not the formal part, 

A troubled fpirit, and repenting heart. 

For eafe, and health the patient oft requires 

The piercing feel, and burns alive in fires; 

Not fo with you-—ah, but confirm the vow! 

One look ; one promife can reftore thee pow ; 

Again thy {mites cternal joys beftow, 

‘And thy eyes Sparkle, and thy blathes glow. 
Suppofe from me for ever you remove, 

Once mutt you fall a facrifice to love ; 

And then, ah, then will angry Cynthia clofe 

‘Thy wakeful eyes, or eafe a matron’s throes? 

Yet wilt thou ever find a cavfe for fhame? 

No fure———a mother cannot, muft not blame 
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‘ 

Tell her the vow, the place, the facred day 

1 gaz’d omthee, and gaz’d my heart away: 

‘Then ‘will ie furely fay (if e’er the knew 

But half that“:ender love I feel for you) 

“ Ah, think Cydippe, and his confort be; 
“% The youth who pleas’d Diana, pleafes me! 

Yet if the afks (as women oft require) 
‘Tell her my life, “my nation, and my fire: 
Not void of youthfnl vanities I camic, 
Nor yet ingiorious in the world of fame ; 
From ancient race I drew my gen’fous blood, 
Where Cea’s ifle o’erlooks the watery flood: 
Add, that I ftudy ev'ry art to pleafe, 
Bleft in my genius, born lo live at eafe, 
Wit, merit, learning cannot fail to move, 
And all thofe dearer bleffings loft in love ! 
Ah! had you never fworn, *twere hard to choofe 
A love like mine-———and will you now refufe ? 

In midnight dreams when wakefat fancy keeps 

Its deareft thoughts, and ev'n in flumber weeps, 
Diana’s felf thefe mournful ftrains infpir’d, 
And Cupid when I wak'd, my genius fir'd, 
Methinks, ev'n now, his piercing arrows move 
My tender breaft, and fpread the pains of love. 
Like me beware, unhappy as thou art! ‘ 


Dire at thee Diana aims her dart 

‘To drink thc blood that feeds thy faithlefs heart. 
‘The loves thou never can’ft enjoy, refign ; 

Nor rafhly Jofe another life with thine, 

‘Chen will we, eager as our joys, remove 

To Dian’s shrine, the patronefs of Jove ! 

High o’er her head in triumph fall be plac’d 
‘The golden fruit, with this infeription grac'd; 

“ Ye haplefs lovers, hence, for ever know 

“ Acontius gain’dthe nymph who caus'd his woe !” 
Here ceafe my hand——~I tremble, left each line 
Should wound a foul fo griev’d, fo tuuch’d as thine. 
No more my thoughts th” ungrateful toil purfue 5 
Pleafure farewell, and thou, my dear, adieu! 


PART OF PINDAR’S FIRS£ PYTHIAN 
ODE PARAPHRASED. 

Xevoia Pigus[y "Aworrw 

‘ ARGUMENT. 

‘Tuts Ode is addrefted to Hicron king of Sicily, as 
is alfo the firit of the Olympics. Pindar takes 
occafion ta begin with an encomium on mufic, 
finely defcribing its effects upon the paffions. 
We mutt fuppofe this art to be one of his hero’s 
more diflinguifiable exccllencies ; as it appears 
from feveral paffages in the Ode above. From 
thence he expatiates in the praife of poetry ; 
and iuveighs very feverely upon thofe who éi- 
ther contemn, or have no tafte for that divine 
feience. Their misfortunes and punifhments 
are inftanced by thofe of Typhceus: whom the 
poets imagine to be imprifoned by Jupiter un. 
dec mount Zétna, The digreffions in this Ode 
ave the molt inartificial and furprifiug of any in 
the whole. author. We are once more in the 








hero’s_ native” country; every thing opens | 


agreeably to the eye, and the poem proceeds af- 
ter Pindar’s ufual manner. 
STROPHE I: 
Grwre lyre, begin the ftrain ; 
Wake the itsing to voice again, 


B37 
Mufic niles the worfd above ; 
Mudfic is the food of love. 
Soften'’d by the pow'r of found, 
Human paffions melt away: 
Melancholy feels no wound, 
Envy fleeps, and fears decay. 

Entranc’d im pleafure Jove’s dread eagle lies, 

Nor grafps the bolt, nor darts his fiery eyes. 

$ ANTISTROPHE IL. 

Sce, Mars awak’d by loud alarms 

Rolls o'er the field his fanguine eyes, 

His heart tumuituous beats to arms, 

And terrors giare, and furies rife ! 

Hark the pleafing lutes complain,, 
In a foftly breathing ftrain; 
Love, and flumber feal his eye 
By the gentle charms opprett : 
From his rage he fteals a figh, 
Sinking on Dione’s breatt. 

EPODE I. 

Verfe, gentle verfe from heav’n defcending came, 

Curft by the wicked, hateful to the vain: 

‘Tyrants and flaves profane its facred name, 

Deaf to the tender lay, or vocal ftrain.--= 

In fires of hell ‘ryphceus glows, 

Imprifon’d by the wrath of Jove; 

No eaie his reftle(s fury knows, 

Nor founds of joy, nor pleafing love, 

Where, glitt'ring faintly on the eye, 

Sicilian tna props the fky 
With mountains of eternal {now ; 

He darts his fiery eyes in vain, 

And heaves, and roars, and bites his chais 

In impotence of woe. 
STROPHE II. 
Angry flames like fearlet glowing 
Fiery torrents ever flowing, 7. 
Smoke along the with’ring plain 
Ere they ruth inte the main. 
When the (able veil of night 
Stretches o'er the fhaded iky, 
Fires of fuiphur gleam with lighty 
Burning rocks difparted fly. 
Sudden, by turns the flathing flames arife, 
Pour down the winds, or tremble up the fhies. 
ANTISTROPHE Il. 

In fair Sicilia’s rich domain, 4 

Where flow’rs and fruits eternal blow, 

Where plenty {preads her peaceful reign, 

And feas furround, and fountains flow, 
Bright religion lifts her eye, 
Wand’ring through the kindred-deye 
Hail thou, everlaiting Jove, 

Parent of th’ Aonian quire 5 : 

Touch my raptur’d foul with lowe, 

Warm we with celettial fire! 
EPODE IL 

The pious mariner when frit he fweeps 

‘The foaming billows, and exalts his fails, 

Propitiates ewry pow’r that rules the deeps, 

Led by new hopes. and borne by gentle gales. 
Soe’er the mufe difus’d to fing, 
Emblazons her fair hero’s praife + 
(What time fhe wakes the trembling ftring, 
Attemper’d to the vocal lays; 

Prostrate in humble guite the bends, 
While fome celeitial pow'r deicends 


ars 
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To guide her airy flights along ; 
‘God of the filver bow, give ear : 
(Whom Tenedos, avd Chryfa fear) 
+, Obfervant of the fong! 
STROPHE ITE, 
Gentle wifhes, chatte detires, 
Holy Hymen’s purer fires + 
Lives of innocence and pleafure, 
Moral virtue’s myftic treafure ; 
Wifdom, eloquence, and love, 
All are bleffings from above. 
Hence regret, dittafte, ditpraife, 
Guilty nights, unealy days: 
Repining jealouties, calm friendly wrongs, 
And fiercer envy, and the (trife of tongues. 
ANTISTROPHE ILL 
When virtue bleeds beneath the laws, 
Or ardent nations rite in arms, 
Thy mercies judge the doubirul caule, 
Thy courage ev'ry beat alarms. 
Kindling with hervic fire 
Once again I {weep the lyre. 
Fair as fummer’s evening tkies, 
Ends thy Jile ferenc, and glorious ; 
Happy hero, great and wife, 
O’er thy foes, and felf victorious. 


‘THE EPISODE OF ORPHEUS AND EURY- 
DICE, 











Tranflated from the fourth Georgic of Virgil. 
At chorus equalis Dryadum— 


Her fudden death the Mountain-Dryads mourn’d, 

And Rhodope’s. high brow the dirge return'd : 
teak Orythya trembled at their woe, 

And filver Hebras murmur’d in his flow, 

While to his mourufal harp, unfeen, alone, 

Defpairing Orpheus warbled out his moan. 

With roly dawn his plaintive lays begun, 

His plaintive voice fang down the fetting fun. 

Now in the frantic bitternefs of woe 
Silent he treads the dreary realms below, 

His lols in tender numbers to deplore, [fore. 

And touch the fouls who ne'er were touch’d be- 

Mov'd with the pleafing humony of fong, 

The thadowy fpectres ’round the poet throng: 

Num‘'rous as birds that o’er the forett play, 

(When evening Phoebus rou!s the light away : 

Or when high Jove in wintery feufons pours 

A fudden deluge from defcending thow'rs.) 

The mother’s ghoft, the father’s rev’rend thade, 

‘The blooming hero, and th’ unmarry'd maid : 

‘The new-born heir who foon lamented dies, 

And feeds the flames before his parent's eyes ; 

All whom Cocytus’ fable water bounds, 

And Styx with thrice three wand’ring dtreams fur- 
rounds, 

See, the dread regions tremble and admire ! 
Ev’n Pain unmov'd ttands heark’ning to the lyre. 
Intent, Ixion ftares, nor feems to feel 
‘The rapid motions of the whir ling wheel. - 

‘Th’ uniulding fnakes around the furies play, 
As the pale fitters liften to the lay. 

Nor was the poet’s moving fnit deny’d, - 

Again to realms above he bears his bride. 
3 
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When (fern decree!) be turns his fonging eyeda: 
Tis done, flie's loft, for ever ever flies.-= + 
Too (mall the fault, too lating was th“pain, 
Could love but judge, or hell relent, zain! 

Amaz'd he Rands, und by the glimyie of day 

Jott fees th’ vabody'd thadow flit Away. <e 
When thus the cry'd—-zh, too unthoughtful {puute 
Thus for one look to violate thy.vows ? : 
Fate bears me back, ayain to hell I fly, rd 
Eternal darkneis fwims before my eye: a 
Again the melancholy plains I fee, 

Ravith'd from life, from pleature, and from thee £ 
She faid, and finking into endle(s nizht, 

Like exhalations vanith'd from the fight. 

In vain he fprung to feize her, wept, or pray’d, 
Swift glides away the vifionary fhade. 

How wilt thou now, unhappy Orpheus, tell 
Thy fecond lofs, and mele the pow'rs of hell? 
Cold are thole lips that bleit thy foul before, + 
And-her fair eyes mutt roll on thine no more: 
Sev’n'tedious moons defpairing, wild he flood, 
And told his woes to Strymon’s freezing fluod. 
Beneath his feet eternal fnows were {pread, 

And airy rocks hang nodding o'er his head, 
The favage beatts in circles round him play, 
And rapid ftreams ftand lift’ning to the Jay.” 

So when the thepherd-fwain with curious eyes’ 
Marks the fair neft, and makes the young his prize 
Sad Philomel, in poplar thades alone, 

Jn vain renews her lamentable moan. ; 
trom night to morn fhe chaunts her tender loves 
And mournfwl mufic dies along the grove. 

No thoughts of pleafure now His foul employ, 
Averfe to Venus and the nuptial joy ¢ ‘ 
Wild as the winds o’er Thracia’s plains he roves, 
O’er the bleak mountains, and the leafels groves. 
When ftung with rage the Bacchanalian train 
Rufh'd to the bard, and ftretch’d him on the plain; 
(Nor founds, nor pray’rs their giddy fury move, - 
And he mutt ceafe to live, or learn to love) 

See, from his thoulders in a moment flies 

His bleeding bead, and now, ah now he dies! 

Yet ashe dy’d, Eurydice he mourn’d, 

Eurydice, the trembling banks return’d ; 

Eurydice, with hollow voice he cry 
Eurydice ran murmuring down the tide. 





TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE, LADY 
° HERTFORD, 


UPON THE BIRTH OF LORD BEAUCHAMP. 


Once more infpir’d, I touch the trembling flring; 
What mufe for Hertford will refufe to fing? 
Thine are the favourite ftrains, and may they be 
Sacred to praife, to heauty, and to thee! 

Sudden, methinks, in vifion I furvey 
‘The glorious triumphs of th’ expected day : 

Fair lovely fights in opening fcenes appear, 
And airy mufic trembles on my ear; 
Surrounding eyes devour the beauteous boy, 
And ev'ry bofom beats with founds of joy. 

Rife from thy flumbers, gentle infant, rife t 
Lift thy fair head, unfold thy radiant eyes, 
Whoie lovely light muft other courts adorn, 
And wound the hearts of beauties yet unborn, 


| Subdue the fex. that triumphs in its pride, 


Aad humble thofe, who charm the world befides, 


TRANSLATIONS, PARAPHRASES, &e. 


i~fceud ye gentle nine! defcend, and fpread 
enon ake around his infant-head. : 
Bid nodle pafli “as in his boivmn roH, 
And beams oft, ney dawn upon his foul ; 
lajorten’d mufic bid his accents How, 
“Pletucg, and gentle as detcending fnow ; . 
3d him be all that,can his birth commend: 

ic luting patriot, and unfhaken triend : 

4. ¢d, yet humble, modelt, though levere, 
Abroad obliging, and, at home fincere ; 
Goo, jult, and affable in each degree : 
Such is the father, fuch the fon fhall bet 

‘Thefc humble ttrains, indulgent Uerttord; {pare; 
Forgive the mule, O fairett of the fair! 

:s¥irit in thy thades (where filver Kennet glides, 
‘air Marlbro’s turrets trembling in his tides: 
Mere peace. and plenty hold their gentle reign, 
snd favith nature decks the fruitful plain ; a 
There the famv’d mountain lifts its walks on high, 

was varying profpedcts open on the eye) 
‘To love's fott theme I tun’d the warbling lyre, 
And borrow'd from thy eyes poetic tire, 





September goth. 


1725. W. HARTE, 


THE ARMY OF ADRASTUS, AND HIS 
ALLIES, 


MARCHING FROM ARGOS To THE SIEGE oF 
THEBES. 


From the Sourth Thebaid of Statius. 
+ Jamg, faos circum——_—— 


ARounp, the pomp in mourning weeds array’d, 
Weeps the pale father, and the trembling maid; 
‘The. fcreaming infants at the portals ftand, 
And clafp, and flop the flow-proceeding band. 
fach parting face dtettled horror wears, 
Each low-held thield receives a flood of tears, 
Some with « kifs (tud fign of future harms) 
Round the clos'd beaver glue théit étalping arins, 
Wang on the {pear, detain “em as they go, 
With lifted eyes, and eloquence of woe. : 
hole warlike chiefs, whom dread Bellona fteel'd, 
And arm’'d with toulsunknowing ogce to yield, 
Now touch’d with forrows, hide their tearful ey 
And all the hero melts away and dies. 

So the'pale failor, launching trom the fliore, 
Teayes the dear profpedtsthat must charm nomore: 
Here firieks of anguith piercé his pitying ears-- 
‘There fitangely wild, a floating world appears— 
Swift the fair veffel wings her watery flight, 
And in a mitt deceives the aching fight : 

‘The native train in fad diftraction weep, 

Now beat their breaits, now tremble o’er the deep, 
Curfe ewry gale that wafts the Jeet from jand, 
Breathe the iat figh, and wave the tircling hand. 

You now, fair ancient truth! condud& along 
Th’ advent’rous bard, and animate his fong : 
Each godlike man in proper lights difplay, 

And open all the war in dread array. 
-You too, bright miftrefs of th’ Aonian quire, 
Divine Calliope! refume the dyres 
‘The lives and deaths of mighty chiefs recite, 
‘The waite of nations, and the rage of fight. 

y Vou IX 
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A SIMILE, 
UPON A SET OF TEA-DRINKERS, 


So fairy elves their morning-table fpread 

Over a white muthroom’s bofpitable head + 

In acorn cups the merry goblins quaff 

The pearly dews, they ting, they love, they langh 5 
Melodious mufic trembles through the fky, 

And aity founds along the gteen-wood die. 


THE SAME, 


DIVERSIFIED IN ANCIENT METRE. 


Soy yf deepe clerkes in tymes of yore faine trew, 
Or poets eyne, perdie, mought fothly vew, 

The. dapper Etfins thy queint feites bedight 
Wyth mickle plefaunce on a muthrome lite: 

In acorne cuppes thy quaffen daint liquere, 

And rowle belyardes, and defilie daunce ylere 5 
Ful everidele they makin mufike fote, 

And fowns aeriall adowne the grene woode flote. 





A SOLILOQUY, 


occasroneD BY THE .CHIRPING OF A GRASS? 
HOPPER. 


Happy infect ! ever blett 
With more than mortal rett, 
Rofy dews the feaves among, 
Hamble joys and gentle fong! 
Wretchedspoet ! ever curs’d, 
With.a lite of lives the wortt, 
Sad defpondence, reitle(s tears, 
Endlefs jealoufies and tears, 

In the burning fummer, thou 
‘Warblett on the verdant bough, 
Meditating cheerful play, 
Mindlefs of the piercing ray ; 
Scarch’d in Cupid's fervors, I 
Ever weep, and ever die. 

Proud to gratify thy will, , 
Ready nature waits thee ftill: 
Balmy wines to thee the pours, 
Weeping through the dewy flow’rs: 
Rich as thofe by Hebe giv'n 
To the thirfty fons of heav’a, 

Yet alas! we both agree, 
Miferable thou like me! 

Each alike in youth retrearles 
Gentle ftrains, and tender verfes 5 
Ever wand’ring far from home 3 

. Mindlets of the days to come, 
(Such as aged winter brings 
Trembling on his icy wings) 
Both alike at lait we die ; : 
“Thou art ftarv'd, and fo'am If 


THE STORY OF ARETHUSA. 


TRANSLATED FROM THE FIFTH BOOK OF OVID'S 
. METAMORPHOSES. 
Conne ion to the former 
The poet defcribes Ceres -wandering over the 
world in great affliction, to fearch after hex 
3G 
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daughter Proferpina, who was then lof. At ; In mifty fteams th’ impervious vapours tife 
laftArethufa (a river of Sicily) informs the | Perplex his gueffes, and deceive his jes, = 


goddefs that her daughter was ftolen away by 
Pluto, and carried down into hell, Now it 
was ordained by fate, that Proferpine fhould 
return again, if the tafted not of any fruit in 
the other world. But temptations were ftrong, 
and the woman could not refit eating fix or 
feven kerncls of a pomegranate. However, 
to mitigate the fentence, Jupiter decreed that 
fhe fhould refide but half the year with Pluto, 
and pafs the re(t with her mother. Upon thefe 
terms Ceres is very well pacified, and in com. 
plaifance defires Arethila te relate her life, and 
for what reafons fhe was changed into a river. 


Husn'p in fufpeofe the gath’ring waters ftood, 
‘When thus began the parent of the flood : 
What time cmerging from the wave, fhe preft 
Her verdant trell:s drooping on her breaft. 
Of all the nymphs Achaia boatts (the faid), 
Was Arethuta once the fairelt maid. 
None lov’d to well, to fpread in early dawn 
‘The trembling mefhes o’er the dewy lawn: 
Viiough drels and beauty tcarce deferv’d my care, 
Yetev'ry tongue contets'd me to be fair. 
The charms which others (rive for, I refign, 
And think it ew’n a crime to fird them mtve! 
it chanc’d ove morn, returning from the wood, 
‘Weary I wandey'd by a filver flood : 
‘Vhe gentle waters (cerce were feen to glide, 
Anda cain filence till’ the fleeping tile; 
High o'er the banks a grove of watery trees 
Sercad tts dark fhade, that trembied to the breeze 
(My veit fafpended on the boughs) i lave 
My chilly feet, then plunge beneath the wave ; 
A rotidy light my bluthing limbs difpread, 
And the clear ftream halt glows with rofy-red. 
‘When from beneath in awful murmurs broke 
A hollow voice, and thus purtentous {poke : 
“ My lovely nymph, my Arethufa ttay, 
“ Alpheiiscalls; it faid, or feem’d to fay?— 
Naked and fwift I ew (my clothes behind), 
Fear flrung my nerves, and ihameenrag’d my mind. 
So wing'd with hunger the fierce eagle flies, 
‘To drive the trembling turtles through the fkies: 
So wing'd with fear the teembling turtles fpring, 
When the fierce eagle fhoots upon the wing. 
Swift bounding from the god, I sow furvey 
Where breezy Flophis and Cyllené lay: 
Fis? fair ftrudtures open'd on my eyess 
And waving Erymanthus cools the ikiesy 
At iength unequal tor the rapid chafe 
Tremble my linibs, the god maiataias the race > 
Ger hills and vates with furious hafte L flew 5 
(er hills and vales the god behind me drew. 
Now hov’ring o'er, his lengthening ihaduw bends, 
(His length’ning thedow the low ino extends) 
And fudden now, his founding iteps drew near; 
At leatt [feem’d his founding fteps to bear. 
Now finking, in thot fobs I gafp'd for breath, 
Jat in the jaws of violence and death. 
Ah, Cyathia help! (‘twas thus in thought I pray’d) 
AL, help a ravilh’d, miferable maid ! 
The virgin-pow’r confenting to my pray’r, 
Foitas’d aropnd a veilof clouded air: | 
Lo.t in the gloom he wandeis o’er the plain, 
And Arethula calls, but calis in vain 








What tears I telt as thus enclos’. I ttood, 
What chilling horrors trembled th ough my bloo¢ 
So pants the fawn in filence and: dejpair, 

When the grit wolf runs howling throngh the lal 
So fits the lev'ret, when the hound purfues 

His trembling prey, and winds the tainted dews. 
Sudden my cheek with flathing colour burns, 
Pale fwoons, and fickly fears fucceed by turns: 
Cold creeps my blood, its pulfes beat no more + 
Big drops of fweat afcend from every pore ; 
Adown my locks the pearly dews diitill, 

And each full eye pours forth a guthing rill; 
Now ail.at once my melting limbs decay, 

In one clear ilream diffolving faft away. . 
‘Yhe god foon iaw me flozting o’er the plain, 
And ftrait refum‘d his watery form agair— 
Inflant, Diana, fmote the trembling ground ; 
Down ruch my waters with a murnv'ring found! 
Thence darkling through th’ infernal regions ftra 
And in the Delian plains review the day, ‘ 


ANGERIANUS DE CALIA, 
(ert. 40.) i 

Quum dormiret Amor, rapuit clam pulchra ph 
- retram : : 

Crelia, furrepta flevit Amor pharetra, 

Noli (Cypris ait) fic flere Cupido; pharetram 

Puichra tibi rapnit Catia, reitivait. 

Non opus eft illi calamis, non ignibus* urit 

Voce, manu, greflu, pectore, fronte, oculis, 


CUPID MISTAKEN. 
FROM THE SPORTS OF CUPID, WRITTEN BY, 


ANGERIANUS. | 
Imitated and enlarged. 


As faft befide a murmuring ftream, 
In bli(sful viGions Cupid lay, 
Chloe, as fhe fuftly came, 

Snatch'd his golden fhafts away. 


From place to place in fad furprife 

The little angry godhead fiew : 

Trembling in his ruddy eyes 
Hung the pearly drops of dew. 


So on the rofe (in blooming May, 
When purple Phoebus rifes bright) 
Liguid gems of filver lay, 
Piere’d with glitt’ring ftreams of lights 
. 





Fair Venus with a tender languil 

Smiling, thus ker fon addreft, 

Ashe marmur’d out his anguifh 
‘Trembling on her fnowy breatt: 


Peace, gentle infant, I implore, 

Nor lavish precious tears in vain 5 

Chloe, when the jeft is o'er, 
Brings the ulelefs Mhaits agaia. 


Can Chiloe reed the fhafts cf love, 
Young dlocming, witty, plump ind fa'r? 


i TRANSLATIGNS, PARAPHRASES, &c, - 835 
Vharee and taptares round her move, 


Marmy sing fighs, and deep defpair, 


Millions for hi unheeded die, 
Millions to ber their bletlings owe; 
**Ev'ry motion of her eye 

Murders more than Cupid's bow. 


What though your charms, my fait Gleora! thine 
Bright as your eyes, and as your tex divine: 

Yet thall the verfes, and the charms decay, 

‘The boat of youth, the bleifing of a day ! 

Not Chaucer’s beauties could farvive the rage 
OF waiting envy, and devouring age : : 
One mingled heap of ruin now we tee : 

Thus Chaucer is, and Fenton thus thall bet 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 
WITH MR. PENTON’S MISCELLANY. 










TO THE PRINCE OF ORANGE, 


‘These various ftrains, where ev'ry talent charms, 
Where humour pleafes, or where paition warms :* 
(Strains! where the tender and fablime coufpire, 
A Sappho’s fweetnefs, and a Homer's fire) 
Attend their doom, and wait with glad furprife 
* Th’ impastial juitice of Cleora’s eyes. 
*Tis hard to fay, what may fteries of fate, 
‘What turns of furtune on good writers wait. 
The party-flave will wound ’em as he can, 
And demos the merit, if he hates the man, 
Nay, ev'n the bards with wit and laurels crown'd, 
Blefs'd in each ftrain, in ev'ry art renown: 
Miflead by pride, and taught to fin by pow’, 
Still fearch around for thole they may devour 
Like favage monarchs on a guilty throne, 
Who cruth ali might that can invade their own. 
Others who hate, yet want the foul to dare, 
So ruin bards—as heaux's deceive the fair: 
On the pleas'd ear their foft deceits employ 5 
Siniling they wound, and praife but to dettroy. 
Thee are th’ unhappy crimes of modern days, 
And can the bett of poets hope for praife ? 
How fmall a part of human blefings fhare 
The wiie, the good, the noble, or the fair! 
Short is the date unhappy wit can boatt, . 
A blaze of glory in a moment lott.” 
Fortune ftill envious of the great man’s praife, 
* Curles the coxcomb with a length of days, 
So (Hedor dead) amid the female quite, 
Unmanly Paris tan’d. the filver lyre. 
Attend ye. Britons! in fo jutt a canfe 
Tis Cure a feandal, to with-hold applante 5 
Nor let potterity reviling fay, 
‘Thus unregarded Fenton pais’d away ! 
Xet if the mute may faith or merit claim, 
(4 tnute too jatt to bribe with vonal fan 
Soon thalt thou thine * « in majetty avow'd ; 
©, As thy own goddefs breaking through a cloud.” 
Fame, like a nation debt, though Jong delay’d, 
With mighty inv'ret mult at ll be paid. 
Like Vinci's ftrokes, thy verfes we bebuld ; 
Correctly Sraceful, and with labour bold. 
At Sappho’s woes we breathe a tender figh, 
And the foft forrow fteals froin ev'ry eye. 
Here Spenfer's thoughts in folemo pumbers roll, 
Here lofty Milton feems to lift the foul. 
There fprightly Chancer charms our hours away 
With ftories quient, and gentle roundelay 
Mute! -at-that name each thought of pride re- 
call, . 
Ah, think how foon the wife and glorious fall ! 
What though the filters ewry grace impart, 
Fo finveth thy verfe, and Captivate the heart: 


S Epifile to Southerne, . 


ON HIS PASSING THROUGH OXFORD, ON HIS REw 
TURN FROM BATH, 4 





Ar length, in pity to a nation’s prayer, 
‘Thou livtt, O Naffau, providence's care? ° 
Life’s tun, which lately with a dubious ray 
Gave the latt gleams of a short gloricus day, 
Again with more than ‘noon-tide luttre burns 
the dial brightens, and the line returns, 
Some guardian power, who o'er thy fate pres 
fides, 
Whofe eye unerting Albion's welfare guides, 
Taught yonder ftreams with new felt force to flow, 
And bade th’ exalted minerals doubly glow, 
‘Thus cold and motioniefs Bethefda stood, 
‘Till heavenly influence brooded over the flood. 
So, while our.ifle with one loud pean rings, 
Equal, though filent, homage Lis brings ;~ 
Hers is the tatk of reafon, not of art, 
Wordsof the mind, and actions of the heart! 
And fure that unbought praife which learning 
brings, 
Outweighs ee vaft acclaim that deafens Kings; 
For fou's, fupremely fenfidle and great, 
See through the farce of noite, aud pomp of ftate; 
Mark when the fools huzza, or wife tejuice, 
And judge exactly between found ant voice, 
Hail, and proceed ! be arts like ours thy carey 
Nor flight thofe laurels thou wert born to Wear: 
Adorn and emulate thy glorious line, 
Take thy forefathers wor , and give them thine. 
Blett with each gift that human hearts can move, 
In tcience bleft, bat doubly blett in love, 
Power, beauty, virtue, dignity thy choice, . 
Each public tuffrage, and each private voice, 











) TO MR. POPE, 
To move the fprings of nature as we pleafe, 
‘Lo think with fpirit, but to write wi 
With living words to warm the conic! 
Or pleate the foul ‘with nicer charms of art, 
For this the Grecian foar’d in epic ites, 
And fofter Maro teit the Mantuan Plains: 
Meludious Spenter felt the jover’s fire, a 
And awful Milion {trang his heav'nly dyre, 

Tis yours, like thefe, with curious fail to trace 
‘The pow’ss of languzge, harmony, and grace, 
How nature's felf with living tuftre thines; 

How judsment threngthens, and how art refines 5 
How to grow bold with conivious fenfe 4 
Acs force a pleafure which we dare nat biame: 
Tochar. us more through neglierce than pains,” 
And give ev’n lie and action to the Arains : 
305 
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33e HE WORKS OF HARTE:. 


Led by fome law, whofe pow'rful impulfe guides 
Fach happy ftroke, and in the foul prefides : 
Some fairer image of perfection, giv'n 
Tint mankind, itfelf deriv’d from heav’a. 

O. cver worthy, ever crown’d with praile ; 
Bleft im thy life, and blett in all thy lays! 
Add cha, the fifters ev'ry thonght refine : 
Or ev'n thy life be faultiefs as thy line 
Yet envy fill with fiercer rage purfacs, 
Obfcuves the virtue, and defames the mufe.- 
A foul like thine, in pains, in grief refien'd, 














- Views with vain feorn the malice of mankind : 


Not critics, but their planets prove unjuft: 
And are they blam’d who fin becaufe they muft? 

Yet fure not fo mutt all perufe thy Jays; 
¥ cannot rival—and yct dare to praife. . 
A thoufand charnis at once my thoughts engage, 
Sappho’s foft fwectnefs, Pindar’s warmer rage, 
Stathus’ free vigour, Virgil's Rudious care, 

And Homer's force, and Ovid’s cafier air. 

So feems fonie picture, where cxact defien, 
And curious pains, and ftrength and fweetuels join : 
Where the free thonght its pleafing grace bettows, 
And each warm ftroke with living colour glows: 
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} Soft-without weaknefs, without labour fais 
| Wrought up at once with happinefs >“ care 
How bleit the nan that from the/ orld removed 
‘To joys that Mordaunt, or his Poy’: approves; 
Whote tafte exact cach author can explore, 
And live the prefent and paft ages o'er : 
Who free from pride, from penitence, or ftrife, 
Move calm!y forward to the verge of life: 
Such be my days, and fuch my fortunes be, 
‘To live by reafon, and to write by thee ! 
Nor deem this verfe; though humble; thy dif- 
grace; 
All are not burn the glory of their race? 
Yet ali are born t’ adore the great man’s name; 
And trace his footfteps in the paths to fame. 
‘Phe mufe who now this early homage pays, 
Firft learn’d from thee to animate her lays: 
A mufe as yet unhonour'd, but unftain'd, 
Who prais'd no vices, no preferment gain’d : 
Unbiafs’d or to cenfure or commend, 
Who knows no envy, and who grieves no friend 
Perhaps too fond to make thofe virtues known, 
And ix her fame immortal on thy own. 
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THE SIXTH THEBAID OF STATIUS. 


TRANSATED INTO ENGLISH. 


WITH NOTES, 





Curritur ad voce: 
Thebaidos, ketam fe 





jucundam, et carmen amice, 
t cum Statius urbem, 


Promifitque diem; tanta dulcedine captos 


. Afficit ile animos——— 


JUV. SAT, VIt6 


eee 


THE ARCUMEET TO THE WHOLE THEBAID. . 


Mprpes the fon of Laius, king of Thebes; was, 


govern year by year interchangeably. 


all imagi 





and to depofe Etheoctes, 


poem, 


But this agreement was ill obler 
date of government was expired, refufed to refign it to Polynices; who, 
King of Argos, to implore aififtance avainft his brother. 
nable tendernefs, and gave him in marriage to his fair daughter 
appointed. He then, with the aflittance of his allies, undertakes to fett 


in his infancy, expofed to wild beafls upon the'moune! 
twins; but, by fome miraculous prefervation, he efcaped this 


flew his own father, as they contended for thi way. 
whom he knew not to be his mother, and had by her two fons, 
their father had put out his eyes, and banished himéelf from 


danger, and, afterwards, by miftake,, 
He then married Jocaita, Queen of ‘hebes, 

» Etheocles and Polynices; who, alter 
hebes, agreed between themfelves te 
Etheocles, when his 
in his rage, Hed to Adraflus,’ ' 
Adraftus received the young prince with 
Deipyle, as the oracles had 
le Polynices on the throne, 








Upon this, ‘Thebes is befieged, and, after feveral encounters, the differ~ 
ence is at laft decided by the duel and death of the two brothers. 


‘This is the main action of the 


Betides this, by way of an under ation, the poet has interwoven another diftin® flory: The goddefs 


Venus is refolved to revenge herfelt upon the L 
She firft difgufts the men with their wives, 
tion of murdering their hufbands. 
fipyle, who faved her father ‘Phoas, 


Some ti 
to avoid the fury of the wonien, fled to the fea- 
fented by them to King Lycurgus, who made her narfe to hissfon Archemorys. 
this prince lay direétly in the way from Argos to Thebes. As Adraftus and his 


-emnians, becaufe they negle@gd all facrifices to her. 
and then, in return, ipirits up the women inte a refolu 
This horrible defign was executed by each of them, except Hyp- 

me afterward this alfo was difcovered. 
fhore, where the was taken by the pirates, and pré- 


Hypfipyle, 


‘The dominions of 
Allies were murch« 


ing thither, ‘the troops were ready to perth for want of water, ‘They chanced in a ieod to meet 


t 
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Hyplipyle, who, pitying their misfortunes, lays down in hafte her young child, and fhows them a 


“yring that could never be drained. 
me ee own adventure: 
ferpeut. “Ser confufion and fears are det 
Grecians.ku ‘the derpent; and, in honour 
is thy fubject of this prefent hook. 
tnt of all, it bezins with an hiforical 





anguish of Adratus, 
adapted to nature, 
with the whole ftory in feulpture. 


She receives the thanks of Adraitus; and having, 
S, returns back, and finds the young infant Archemorus jaft killed by 4 
cribed im at excelient fpeech upon that occafion, 
of the dad prince, 


account of the Nemexan games, then follows 
a mere particular defcription uf hewing the. forefts, 
the lamentations ot Eurydice, 

A mouunient is ereded to the 
After this fucceed the 


at his requeit, 


The 
perform ail the ritcs of burial; which 


the funeral, with 
and offering their hair to the decealed, The 
and the fileuce of Hypfipyle, are extremely well 
memory of Archenorus, which is ornamented, 
funeral games; the charioterace, the foot- 


race, the dicus, the fight wich the cailus, the wreftling, and thooting with arrows; which laft 


ends with a prodigy, 
except Adraitus, 











Soon mournful fame through ev'ry town pro- 
‘The rites of fepultare, and Grecian games: tclaims 
What mighty chiefs thould glory give or gain, 
Prepar'd to combat on the lifted plain, 5 
hele honours firft the great Alcides paid 
‘Vo pleafe old Pelops' venerable thade. 
What time near Pita he inhum’d the dead, 
And bound with olive wreaths his dafty head. 
"Thefe, with uwew hopes, glad Phocis next beliow’d, 
When Python funk Tensoth her bowyer god. 10 
‘Thele fill religion to Palainon pays, : 
(Religion blinded with a length of days) 
When hanging o'er the deep it enguifh raves 
lis * royal mother to the founding waves ; 
O’er either Ifthmug floats the mingled moan, 
And diftaut Thebe anfwers groan for groan. 
‘The pious games begin, with loud alarms, 
Here the young warriors firt prelude in arms : 
Each blooming youth Aonia fends to fame, - 
Ad each dear objuct to the ‘Vyrian dame ; 
Who once imbru’d in blood, fhali heap around 
High hills of fain, and deluge all the ground, 
_ The youthful (silors thus with easly care 
“Their arms experience, and for fea prepare: 
Ou fome finvoth lake their lighter oars effay, 
And earn the dangers of the war'ry way; 
Hut once grown bold, they launch before the wind 
© Bayer and fwift, nor turn’ their cyes behind. 
Aurora now, fair daugater of the day, 
Warni'd the clear orient with a bluihi ng ray; 30 
Swift from mapkind the pow'r of flumbers flew 5 
And the pale moon her glimiu’rings beams with 
Per the long woods the mattin divges ron, (drew, 
And dhricks of forrow wake the rifing fun. ~ 
Th’ ustappy father, father now no inoré, 
His boforn beat, his aged hairs he tore: 
Befide him lay cach ornament of fate, 
‘To make him wretched, as they made him great. 
With more than female gricf the mother cries, 
And wringing both her hands, obtefts the fkies ; 
Bending the weeps upon th’ extended lain, 4¥ 
Bathes ev'ry wound, returns, and weeps again, 
But when the kings in fad and folemn woe, 
Enter'd the dome, majeftically fow : 
{As if jut then the trembling babe was found; 
And Iife’s laft blood. came iffuing through the 
wound) 


20, 











Lencotboe, 





’ 
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Breaft took from breaft the melancholy ftrain, 
And paufing nature wept, and fob’d again: 
Contus'd each Grecian hangs his guilty head, 
sind weeps a flood of tears to wail the dead, 50 

Meanwhiie Adraftus bears the friendly part, 
And with kind words confoles the father’s heart. 
He marks th’ eternal orders of the fky, - 
And proves that man was born to grieve and die 5 
Now tells him heav'n will future ¢ ildren fend 
‘To heir his kingdom, and his years defend. 

fn vain the charmer pleads, unboupded flow 
‘The parent's tears, in violence of wée. 

He hears no more than ftorms that thuad'ring’ 

rife, : 
Regard the failors vows, or Piercing cries, | 60 
«kad the wild horror. of their ftony cyes. 

Apart, a crowd of friends the bier bettrow: 
With cyprefs boughs; then place the flraw below? 
‘he fecond rank with fhort-liv’d flow’rs they 

fread, i 
Which foon muft fade, and wither like the dead. 
Arabian odours from the third diffufe 
A grateful {moke, and weep in fragrant dews, 
Above from heaps of gold bright colours ftream, 
And deeper purple fhoots a funguine gleam, 

Inwover on the pall, young Linus lay 
In lonely woods, to mangling dogs a prey. 
Heart-wounded at the fight, in anguifh ftands _ 

Eurydice, and fpreads her trembling hands; 
‘Then turns her eyes, half dying with a groan, 
For kindred amiferies fo like her own. 

Arms, {ceptres, jewels, on the dead. they throw, 
And lacrifice all grandeur to their woe. 

As ifthe hero, deck’d with warlike {poil, 

Was born in triumph to the fun’ral pile. 

Yet as due rites with kind affection paid, 

Can add fome honours to the infant fhade Fy 
Hence rofe magnificence, and folemn tears, : 
With prefents fuited to maturer years, 

Long time with early hopes Lycurgus fed ~ 
A breed of courfers facred to the dead. 

A glitt’ting helm was fafely plac'd apart, 
And purple trappingsof Sidonian art: « 
And confecrated fpears (a deadly fore), 
Radiant and keen, as yet unftain’d with gore, 
"Phe pious mother thus, deceiv'd too late, 1 
Like her fond fpoufe, referv'd a crown of flate, 
And royal robes, o’erwrought with rifing flow're; 
‘The filent growth of folitary hours, a 
3G iij 





7a 







8a 


foreboding that nunc of the confederate prices fhoulé return from the wat) 
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The anil the reft at once, the furious fire 

Deoms in «fraction 10 the greedy fire, 

embled by the feex’s commands, 

« the pire, crowd thick the Grecian bands, 

From Nemes thefe, and ‘fempe’s lofty crowa, 

‘Tumble'whole heaps of crathing forefts down: 

"heir airy brows ked hills difplay, 100 
Ardcarth once more beholds the faze of day. 
Deep groan the groves: On rufsling pinicns rife 
Birds wfier birds; the angry falvaye | 
Sacred through tinic, from age to age it ood, 

A wide-fpread, gloomy, venerable wood . 
Older than man, and ev'ry fylvan maid, 
Who haunts te prot, or fkitus along the glade. 
Stretch'd o’cr the ground the tow’ring oaks were 
feen, 
The foodiul beech, and cyprefs ever green: 
‘The nuptial elm, and mountain-holm entire, 
‘The pitchy tree that feeds the fun’ ral fire : 
‘The refin foft, and folitary yew, 
Forever dropping with unwholefome dew 3 
‘The poplar trembling o'er the filver flood, 
‘Che warrior a(h that, recks in boftile blood, 
‘Th’ advent'rous fir that fails the vaft profound, 
And pine, frefh bleeding from th’ odorous wound— 
All at onc time the nudding foretts bend, 
And witha crafh together: all defcend. 
Loud as when biutt'rirg Boreas iffues forth, 
‘Po bring the fweepituy Whirlwind from the north: 
Sudden and fyift as kindling flames arite, Y21 
Float o'er thé ficlds, and Iluze unto the fies, 
‘The finking grove retounds with trequent groans, 
Sylvanus flarts, and hoary Pales moans, 
Trembling and flow'the guardian nymphs retire, 
Or clafpthe tree, and perith in the fire. 
So when fome chief (the city ftorm’d) commands 
Revenge and plunder to his furious bands: 
B’er yet he fpeaks the domes in ruin lay ; 
They ftrike, they level, feize, and bear away. 130 
Sacred to heav’n and hell, the mourners rear 
‘Two mally altars, pointing in the air, 
"rhe pious rites begin, in mournful ftrains 
‘The mufic of the Phrygian fife complains ; 
Whote pow’rful founds th’ unwilling ghoits ohey, 
<And pale, and fhiv'ring, mount the realms of 
day. 
Firft Pelops tought thefe melancholy ftrains, 
‘When Niobe’s fond offspring preft the plains: 
Six blooming youths, and fix fair vi fell, 
Sent by fierce Cynthia to the fhades of hell. 
Incest and oil upon the pile they throw, 
And miplty monarchs mighty gifts beflaw. 
Ligh rais’d in air the mournfal bier is borne, 
Deetted chiels Lycurgus’ train adorn; 
‘Che femiale fex around the mother crowd, 
And wecp, and fob, and vent the'r griefs aloud : 
Behind Hypfipyle’s fofe forrows flow *- si 
Silent, and fai, in eloquence of woe. 
Fach heaving befem draws a deeper fgh, 
And the big paflion burtts from ev'ry eye. 
“Thus while the cryflal tears unbounded ran, 
Ts piercing fhrieks Eurydice hej 

“Ab! dearett child! annd thete mourzful dames 
Licver thought to give thee te the io 
Mow could I dream of forraws aad of decth, 
Jn the fir moments of thy infants breath ? 
Bow copld £ dread thes b! 
Or deci that ‘bhcbes faovid ever sre 
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THE WORKS OF HARTE. 


What fudden vengeance wing’d with wrath dy 
vine : 
Parfues me ftill, and curfes all my ling? -~ 6 
Yet Cadmus’ fons in ezfeand plenty Vie, ° 
left with cach joy th’ indulging pr‘v'rs can give ; 
No mourning dames in fable weed appear, 
To bathe the laft cold athes with: tear. - | 

Wretch that FE was, too fondly to believe 

A faithleis dave, a wand’ring fagitive ! 

Pious fhe told the melancholy tale 

With fair invention, pow’rful to prevail; 

Is this that guardian of the Lemunian ftate, 

Who fnatch’d her father from the jaws of fate? 1 jo 

Ab no! herfelf the bloody furies join'd, 

And vow’d like thofe, deftruction to mankind! 

Is this her care ; to leave in woods alone 

Her prince, nay more, an infant not her own? 
Suppofe through pity or negleét the ftray’d, , 
(While my dear child lay trembling in the rade) 
Unknowing of the monflers wild and vaft, 

Who haunt the gieomy groves, or dreary wafte 5 
Fach murm’ring fount that quivers to the kreeze, 
Fach dying gaie that pants upon the trees, 180, 
Sudden by turns diftrast an infant's ears, 

And death attends th’ imaginary fears, 

Hail chou dear infant! wretched, early.ghoft, 
Murder'd by her who ought to love thee mott. 
Whofe hands fuftuin'd thee, and whofe mvufic 

charm’d, f 
Whofe'eyc o’erfuw thee, and whofe bofom warm’d x 
Who dry’d thy checks with ftreams of chryftal 

drown'd, 3" {found 
And taught thy voice to frame the fault’ring, 
Ungrateful wretch; may grief thy years confume, 
And pains eternal bend thee to the tomb! ga 
‘Tear her, ye warriors, tear her from my eyes, 
Deaf to her vows, her penitence, or cries: 
Deep in her bofom drive th’ avenging dart, 
To drink the blood that feeds her faithlefs heart 
In the fame moment I'l relign my breath, 
Satiate with fury, and contcnt in death! 

She fpake, and Rarting faw the Lemnian mai¢ 
As in the filence of her foul fhe pray’d: : 
Sudden her rage rekindles at the view, 

And trickling down her cheeks defcends the dropa 
of dew. 20Q 
Bear, oh ye chiefs, this female curfe away, , 
Who adds a horror to the fun’ral day, 
Who with a fmile profancs the matros’s moan, 
And triumphs in misfortunes not her owa. : 
She faid, end finking drew a fainter figh,  [eyej 
Rage ftopp'd her voice, and grief oerwheln’d her 
‘thence flowly moving through the crowd thé 
By filent fleps, in fullca difcontent. [ent 

So whea the holy prieft with curious eyes," 
Deoms ¢ fair heiter to the facrifice, 20 
Or the gaunt lion bears her through the wood, 
As down her fide diftils the life-warm blood: 
The mother-heaft dejected, and alone 
Pours to the winds her lamentable moan, 

With mournful leoks fhe paces from the plain, 
And often goes, and often turns again. o. 

‘The father now unbares his rew'send head; 

His Silver locks he featters o’er the dead: 

Then with a figh, the venerable man 

‘Thus to the parcat of the gods beg: 
iehty wifdem can di 
Curd is the man vs ho foudly will bel 
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‘“hefe facred hairs, long from the razor free, 

* re, a pious gift relerv'd for thee: 

Wha + -Qpheltes’ youthful cheeks refign 
‘Pheir ténde. town, an off’ring at thy fhrine. 

In vain———th. ‘fullen prici refus’d my pray’r, 
And {eatt’ring vinds difper?t it all in air. 
“Sar them my Lagers, tear them from my head, 
"The Saft fad office tothe worthy dead ! 230 

Meanwhile the kindling brand awakes the fire, 

Th’ unwilling parents filently retire : 

High-lifted fhields, that intercept the light 

In one dark circle, hide the mournful fight. 

‘The flying em’ralds crackle in the b 
y rubics ftream with fanguine r: 

In fhining rills the trembling filver flows, 

And clearer gold with flaming luftre glows. 

In balmy clouds Arabia’s odours rife, 

‘Vo waft their grateful fragrance to the tkies. 240 

Rich urns of milk, tott’ring, their Rreams 

Mingling with blood, and ting'd with fable wine. 

Sev'n mournful cohorts (as their chieftains lead) 
With arms reverft pace flowly round the dead ; 
Now moving to the left, enclofe the pyre, 

And {catter heaps of duft to fink the fire ; 
‘Thrice join their fpears, thrice clahh their found- 
: ing thields 5 [the fields, 
Four times the females fhriek, and clamour fills 
» _Remott from thefe, another fire they feed 
With firftling victims of the woolly brecd, 
Intent.in thought the pious avgur ftands, 
Anproves the rites, infpires the fainting bands: 
Calmly diffembling in his anxious ind 
aech fad prefage of miferies behind. 

Returning from the right with loud alarms, 
Again the warriors beat theit clate’ring arms ; 
Shields, Incas helms, the finking flames o’er- 

Spread, 
A friend's laft pledges to the warlike dead. 
Full on the winds the fwelling mulic floats, 
And Nemezx’s fhades poar back the length'ning 
: notes, 260 
,_ 80 when the trumpeter with lab’ring breath 
Shakes the wide fields, and founds the charge of 
The blood fermenting feels a gentle heat, {death: 
Quick roll the eyes, and fafl the pulfes beat : 
, Ber yet their rage the martial god controuls, 
Ner {wells their nerves, nor rufhes on their fouls. 

Now careful night in fober weeds array'd, 
O’er the clear fkies extends her duiky fhade. 
They bend the copious goblet o'er the pyre, 269 
And quench with wine-the yct rem 

Nine tines his courfe bright Lucifer had roll’d, 
And ev’ning Vefper deck’d his rays with gold: 
Now o'er the urn the facred earth they fpread, 
Ard raife a monument to grace the de 
Here in fe the Lemnian virgin ftands, 

Who points the grateful fpring: to Grecia’s bands: 

‘There young Opheltes breathes his dying moan, 

And fecms to fhiver, and turn pale in fone; 

In. waving fpircs the ferpent floats along, 

And rolls his eyes in death, and darts his forky 
tongue. 280 

By this, the pleas'd fpedtators in a row, 
Throng the green circus, aud enjey the fhow. 
Det p in the bofom of a vale it ood, 

Sacred to fports, and overhung with wood : 
A darker grceneits prafly furface crowns, + 
And imoothly (wims the car along the downs. 
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| And itrion 


839 

Long e’er the dawn of morn the mingling throng 

Spreads o'er the plain, and man bears man 
along: 

(Not half fuch numbers crowd the facred fpace, 

Where yearly honours dead Palasmon ‘grace ;) 

















Conf ght ! the fair, the gay, th: 5 29 
Ani boafifal youth, and ing age. 
Twice fifty ftccrs along the plains they drew, , 





As many mother-cow's of fable hee; 
As many heifers raife their youthful horns, 

Whofe front as yet, no blaze of white adorns. 

High o’er the people, wro th Si 

Shine the fair glories of the! 

Each {peaking figure feems to touch the 
iit 1 





















And lie and motio 
Here tab'ring Hercules with 
‘The roaring lion to his manly b 
Infpie’d with art th’ hiftoric 
And cv'n in feuipture Jive, and meet the eyes. 
Here rev'’rend :nachus extends his fide 

O’er the green margin of his filver tide : 
“Fransform'd, behind him fearfal Ip ftvod, 
And cropt the grafs befides her tather’s flood 5 
She mixes v the herd her mew i 
And often turas, and watches A 
Her, from the Pharian coaft in 
Transferr’d immert f 


























And caftern Magi pay their early vows. 

Here Tantalus amid the pow’rs divine 

Lifts the deep goblet crown'd with {perkling wine: 

Nor ftands (as poets fing) in ftreams below, 

Still curit with life, yet fated AIM to woe, 

"Vhe wretch for ever pines, the flreams for ever 
flow. ° 

‘There Pelops lathes on with loofen'd reins 
Neptune's fleet courfers o'er the fmoking plains: 
Behind his rival o'er the rapid ftecd 328 
Hangs i nt—and drives with cqual fpecd, 
Acry htfnl pofture ftands. 
‘here brave Choraxbus lifts his bleeding hands. 
Here am’rous Jove defcending as of old, : 
Impregnates Danae with a fhow'r of gold. 

Her bluthes Amymone ftrives to hide, 

Comprett by Neptunc in the filver tide. 

Alcmena there young Hercules admires, 

As her head blazes with three lambent fires. 330 

Here Belus’ fons at Hymen’s altars Nand, 

And join with heurts averfe the friendly hand ; 

A faithlefs finile of ill-diffembled grace 

Scem’d moft to flatter in 
As the calm villain with feve: 
A&s in his mind the murders of the night. 

Now ev'ry bofon beats with hoprs, or fear, 
‘The clamowss thicken, and the crowd draws near, 
Infpire the mufe, to fing each hero's deeds, 339 
© pow’r of verfe! and same, and gen'rous fteeds. 

Lefore, afar, Ation beats the plain; 

Loofe to the breeze high danc’d his floating mane: 
Immortal flecd! whom firlt th’ earth-fhaker's 



































hand 
‘Tam’d to the lath, and drove along the ftrand: 
Though refllefs ax the es rol BS 








Mix’d with 


tempeits, and the wings of wind. 3sq 
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To glory next great Hercules he drew, 
O'er hills, and vales, and craggy rocks he few: 
‘Then to Adratus’ government was giv'n 
‘Th’ immortal courfer, and the gift of heav’n. 
"Phe royal hand by due de: wd, 
And length of years his ttubvorn fpirit tam’d: 
Him now with many a with and many a pray’r, 
Adraftus lends to Palynices’ cares : 
Shows him to urge his fiery foul along 359 
With tim’rous hand, and gentienefs of tongue : 
‘The reins to guide, the circling lath to wield, 
And drive victorions o'er the dufty field. | 

So fad Apollo with a boding figh 
‘Told his fond child the danyers of the tky: 
Careful the parent, fuch advice to give! [lieve! 
Could fate he chang’d, or headftrong youth be= 

‘Tl Gbalian pric moves fecond o’er the plain, 
Who boats his courfers of immortal ftrain: 
Sprung from fair Cylarus in days of yore; 
(The guilty produd of a ftoll’n amour) 370 

When Caftor griev'd in bitternefs of toul, 

Where feas fearce flow beneath the Scythian pole. 
White were the iteeds that drew him o’er the 








field, 
White was his helm, his ribhands, and his fhield. 

Next, hold Admetus whirling from above 
‘The founding fcourge, his female courfers drove : 
Nor ftrokes, nor blindithment their rage cou- 

trouls, 
‘They bound and {well with more than female fouls, 
Sprung from the,cloud-born Centaurs, fuch their 
force, 
Their Infiful heat, and fury in the courfe. 

‘Then fair [ypfipile’s bold offspring came, 
‘Two lovely twins, alike intent on fanie, 
‘Their feeds, their chariots, and their arms the 

faine, - : 
(This Thoas call'd, the name his gtandfire bores 
And Euneos that, to fail from thore to fhore, 
Fach with'd the glorious vidtory his own, 
Af not——his brother to be bleft alone. 

‘Lat Chromis and Hippodamus fucceed, 

Each checks the reins, and cach infpires his teed: 
Alike with martial eminence they fhone, 390 
Gnomaus’ this, and that Alcides’ fon ; 

One drove the courfers.e’rft at Pifa bred, 

And one the favage fteeds of, Diomed. 

Whence firk they flare, a iteny fragment flands, 
Of old, a limit to contiguous lands. vee 
An aged oak of leaves and branches bare, 

Prefents a goal to guide the circling car. 
‘Their diftance fuch, as the wing’d atrow flies 
Thric. froma the bow fent hiffing through the fkies, 

Meany hile, tugh-throv'd amid th’ nian guire 
Divine Apollo ftrikes the filver lyre; ” 

He fung the wars on Phlegra’s fatal plain, 

“And Vython o’er Caftalia’s fountain dlain, 

"He fung what order rules the world on high, 
‘Who bids the thunder roar, and lightning Ay : 
‘Who féeds the liars, or gave the winds to blow: 
What fprings eternal fwell the feas below; 

Who fpread the clouds, who rolls the lamp of 
Vight 
O'er heav'n’s blue arch, or wrapsthe world in night. 

Here ceas'd th’ harmonious cod, his tyre he laid 
With decent care beneath a laureat fhade; 4x 
‘Then in rich robes his beauteous limbs he dreft z 
A Starry zone hung blazing o'er his breaft, 
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, 
Sudden a fhout confus’dly ftrikes his cars—a— - - 
He bends his awful eyes, the crowd appears. 

Each chief he kuows, ard honours eag) tt 
The * prictt, and } ruler of ‘Theffalig’ nowt. 

What pow’r (he cries) has fir’d wi’ chirft of fame 
Thefe two adorers of Apollo’s nan e? 
Equally dear and good, alike rencwm’d | 
¥or piety, alike with favours crown'd. 420 
When once a fwain the lowing herds I drove, = 
(Such was the doom of fate, and wrath of Jove) 
Still did Admetus’ pious altars blaze, 

and every temple rung ‘vith hymng of praife; 
While at my Shrine Ataphiaraas ftands, 

And lifts his eyes, and fpreads his toembling hands; 
O deureft, beit of men; alas no more. 
Black {ate impends, and all thy joys are o'er. 
Soon muft the Theban earth in funder rend 

Her opeuing jaws, and thou to hell defcend! 430 
Admetus’ life to diftant times fhall laft; 

And ev'ry year add ylories to the paft : 
Unknowing of repentance, cares, and ftrife, 
‘Vhefe hands fhalj guide him to the verge of life. 
Each bird of omen told the fatal day—-. 

He faid, and weeping turn’d his eyes away: 
‘Chea fudden from Olympus’ siry height, 

‘To Nemew’s shade precipitates his fight 5 

Swift as a fudden flath of lightning flics, 
Bending he fhoots adown the thining fkies: 470 
Ev’n while on earth the god purfues his way, 
Behind, aloft the ftreains of glury play, 

Dance on the winds, oy in'a bigze decay, 

Now in his helm impartial Prothous throws 
The flying lots, and as the lots difpofe, 
Around him rang’d in beauteous order came 
Tach ardent youth, a candidate for farne. 
Here wild mittruft, aud jealoufies appexr, 
And pale furprife, arid felf-fufpecting fear . 
Reftlefs impatience, cold in every part, 
Anda fad dread that feems to fink the heart. 
‘There fhouts of triumph rend the vaultéd fky, 
And fame and conquclt brighten ev'ry eye. 

“ ‘Lh’ impatient courfers pant in ev'ry vein, 

«« And pawning feem to beat the diflant plain: 

‘The burning foam defeends, the bridles ring,” 

And from the barrier-bounds in thought they 
{pring ; 

“ ‘The vales, the floods appear already croft, 

« And exe they ftart, a thouland fteps are loft.” 

T’ exalt their pride, a crowd of fervants deck 460 

Their curling mahes, and ftroke the shining neck. 

Inflant (the fignal given), the rival throng 
Starts fudden with a bound—and shoots along. 
Swift as a velfel o’er the waters fies, 

Swift as an arrow hiffes through the fkies: 

Swift as a fame devours the crackling wood, | 

Swift as the headlong torrents of a flood. 

- Now in one cloud they vanifh from the eye, 

Nor fee, nor know their rivals as they Ay : 

‘They turn the goal» again with rapid pace 470 

The wheels ro{l round, and blot their former 
traces so, . 

Now on their knees they fteer a bending courfe, 

Now hang impatient o'er the flying horie. 

From groaning earth the mingling clamours rife, 

Confufion fills their ears, and darknefs blinds their ” 
eyes. eee : 
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* Amphiataus, and + Adnetus, ” 


THE SIXTH THEBAID OF STATIUS. ar 


nfiin€ with prefcience, or o’erawed by fear, | Hippodamus furvey’d the fraud from far: 
<4. Nn feels an unknown charioteer Fullin its courfe he met the driving car, 540 
Pom ‘ax she reins; to fudden thought reftor'd, | Loud clath'd che wheels; Hippodamus withdrew, 
He dregds tr. > fury of his abfent lord: ‘Yo tnrn the chariot ardent Chrom’s flew = 
Pnrag’d now .~us at random, and difdains 480 | Inftant before, in angry fight oppos'd, 
‘To beara ftran, sr: wonder fills the plains. Chief ftrove with chief, to chariot chariot clos’d. 
‘Ml think the fle2d too cager for the prize; In vain th’ impatient courfers urge along, 
The fteed breathes vengeance, from the driver Lock’'d in th’ embrace indiffolubly trong, 

flies, - : So when the fummer winds in filence fleep, 

And fecks his mafter round with withful eyes. Anil drowfy Neptune flills the watery deep : 

‘The next, though mighty far the next, fucceeds | O’er the clear verdant wave extended lies 
























Amphiaraus with his fnow-white ftecds: Th’ anmoving veffel, till the gales arife. “559 
Cloie by his fide Admetus whirls along, Again the Warriors {trive, the fields refound, 
Eaneos and ‘Thoas join the ying throng : Hippodanms, ali fedden with a bound 


Next Chromis and Hippodamu au y 

Who wage a dreadiul cuflict in the rear: 490 

SKill’d of thenifelves, ini vuiti they urge the chalé, 

(Their Needs too heavy for fo fwift a race) 

Hippodamus flew firft, and full bebind 

Inpatient Chromis blows the fultry wind. 
Admetus now direéts the fide-long horfe 

To turn the goal, and intercept the courfe; 

His equal art the pric of Phoebus tries, 

“The goal he brufhes, as his chariot flics 3 

» While mad Arion wanders o'er the plain, 499 
Nor otinds the race, nor hears the curbing rein, 

. Unable to concroul, the trembli i 
Sits fudly filent, and indulges g 
Vlcas'd with his liberty, the fea-born horfe 
Springs with a bound, and thunders o’er the 

sourfe;: + 
Loud fhonts the multitude ; in wild debate ' 


Shock’d-—from his chariot tumbled totheground. 
Vhe ‘Thracian courfers (but their chief withftood 
Spring to devour his limbs, and drink his blood ; 
Inftant the gen’rous vietdt turn’d away, 4 
And gain’d more glory though he loft the day. 
Meanwhile the ou, who gilds th’ ethereal {pace * 
Défeends, himfelfa partner of the race: 
(Juit where the fteeds their ftretching thade extend, 
And the long labours of the circus end) . 56x 
A Gorgon’s head aloft in air he hore, : 
Horrid with faakes, and ftain’d with human gore: 
One ghaftly look were able to difmay 
‘The fteeds of Mars, or thofe that lead the day: 
Ev’n hell’s grim guardian might farceafe to rear 
And furies fear, unknown te fear before. 
Sudden Arion ey'd the fight from far, 
And loudly fnorting ftopp’d the driving car: 
Cold darts of ice fhot trilling through his blood, 
His fearful fleth all trembled as he Hood: 57 
Abruptly thock’d, and mindlefs of the rein, 
‘She Aonian hero tumbled to the plain ; 
sAgain recover'd, flecter than the wind 
Arion flies, and leaves his chief behing. 
Befide the proftrate chief, the rival throng 
Obliquely bending, fwiftly rufh’d along. 
Slow trom the duit he rofe, and fadly went 
‘Through the long crowd in fullen difcontent. - 
O happy hour! had fate but deign‘'d to clofe 38a 
hy eyys in death; the period of our woes! 
‘Thee Thebes thould honour, and her tyrant thed 
Some tears in public to bewail the dead. 
Lariffa’s groves thould fall, to raife thy pyre: 
And Nemez’s woods augment the funeral fire. 
All Greece a nobler monument fhould raife 
‘Than this, now faced to Opheltes’ praife. , 
Furious the prophet drove with rapid pace, 
Sure of the prize, yet fecond in the race: 
Before, afar the fea-born courfer drew. 59° 
His empty chariot rattling as he flew. i 
Yet dill the prophet thunders o’er the plain, 
Eager of praife, amaz’d, enrag’d,——in vain; 
The pow’r of wifdom more than mortal ftrong, 
Swells ev'ry nerve to lath the fteeds along: 
Inflin@ with rage divinc his fteeds renew 
‘The rapid labour bath’d in ttreams of dey, « 
‘The glowing axle kindles as they fly, 
And drifts of rifing duft involve the fky. 
Farth opening feems to groan, (a fatal fign!) 600 
Stil they rath on, advancing ina line: 
Now with redoubled fwiftne(s Cycnus flies, t 


















OF fears and terrors Polynices fate, 

Flings up the reins, and waits th’ event of fate. 
So {pent with toils, and gafping after breath, 

Pants the pale failor in the arms of death; 

An fad defpair gives ev'ry labour o'er, 510 

And marks the ikies and faithlefs winds no more. 
Now horfe with horfe, to chariot chariot clos’, 

Wheels clafh’d with wheels, and chief to chief 

oppos'd. 

War, war it feem'd ! and death ten thoufand ways 

So dreadful is the facred luft of prait 

Hach chief by turns his panting courfers fires, 

With praifi: now pleafes, now with rage inspires 

By fair addrefs Admetus foothes along 

“iris the fwitt, and Pholde the ftrong. 

“Amphiaraus haftens with a blow 5207 

¥ierce Afchetos to ruth before the foe, 

And Cyenus whiter than the new-fall'n fnow. J 

With vows and pray’rs-Hippodamus excites 

Slow-moving Calydon, renown'd in tights: 

Strimon encourag’d by bold Chromis flies, 

and fwitt Aichion ftarts at Euneos’ ¢ 

‘And fair Podarce fleck’d with purple tains, 

By ‘Thoas fummon’d, beats the founding plains. 

In filence Polyniees drives alone, 

Sighs to himfelf, and trembles to he known. 53° 
‘Three times the fmoking car with rapid pace 
Hud turn'd the goal, the fourth concludes the 

race. 
Faft and more fait the panting courfers blow, 
And ftreams of fweat from ev'ry member flow. 
Now fortune firft the crown of conqueft 
brings, 
(Sufpending in mid air her trembling wings) 
‘mack to hurl Admetus to the plain, 
Revengeful Thoas gives up all the rein; 























But partial Neptune the whole palm denies: 
Arion won the race, the prophet bore the prize. 

A mafly bowl (the pledge defign’d to grace 
‘The gen’rous chief victorious in the race) 


842 


‘Two youths prefent him: antique was the mold, 
Bioving with gems. and rough with rifing gold: 
In this, Alcides each revolving night 

‘Was wont to dvown the Jabours of the fight: 610 
Grav’d on the fides was fecn the dreadful fray. 
When bratal Centaurs fnatch'd the bride away. 
Wich living terrors flare the chiefs around, 

‘Thefe aim the dart, and thofe receive the wound: 
Each in ditorted poftures heaves for breath, 

And feems to threaten in the pangs of death. 

A coftly veflure was referv’d to grace 
Admetus, next in merit as in place; 

Embcoider’d figures o’er the texture thine, 

And Tyvian purple heightens the defign. 620 
Her. pale and trembling with the wintery air, 
“Leander ftands, an image of defpair, 

Now bending from the beach, he fecms to glide 
With cyes up-lifted thronzh the rolling tide ; 
Aloft, alone the melancholy dame 

Fyes the rough waters, and extends the flame. 
Half-weeping Polyniccs takes his prize, 

A beantcous bandmaid with celefial eyes. 

Auguft rewards are deftin’d next to grace . 
The {pritely youth contending in the race. 

A biamelefs {port! and facred fure the praife 
, Fo grace a fettival in peaceful days: 
Nor yet unnfeful in th’ embatel’d plain 

When deuth is certain, and refiftance vain. 

Firft checrful Idas in the lifts appears, 

INas, a lovely boy in blooming years 

(idas who late his honour’d temples bound 

Wish palms that flourifh’d on th’ Olympian 

ground) 

Loud fhuuts each chief that from high Elis leads 
His native train, and Pifa’s watcry meads: 640 
‘Then Phedimus prociaim’d in {ithmian games, 
And Alcon firft of Sieyonian names; 5 
Nest aged Dymus rofe, whofe youthful fpeed 
Surpafs’d the Gviftnets of the flying itced: 

And laft in infamous diforder came 

A clam’rous multitude unknown to fame. 

But ev’ry voice cheers Ata’ania’s fon, . 

And ev'ry cye devours him cre they run. 

Lives there a warrior in the world of fame, 

Who never heard of Atalanta’s name? 650 
Like Cynthia’s felf fie feonv'd, a fylvan grace: 
Matchlefs alike in beauty or the race. 

“The mother’s glories all their thoughts employ, 
And raife expedtince from the lovely boy. 

He too in Speed ourftrips the wings of wind, 

As through the lavins he drives the panting hind: 
@r when he catehes fudden with a bound 

‘The flying jav'lin ere it touch the ground. 

The medeft youth unbipds with decent care 
His deniafk velture » the air: 
"vhen by degrees unveils to public view 
His fhowy linnhs like marble Vd with blue. 

Lis rofy cheeks that glow’ mth before, 
His tresfes wav'd in ringlets pl 
‘A thowfand charms appear ! in ft 
The crowd devours him, 
Confcious he ftands, his 
Ard bhith 
Pieceent corfufion | 

thes his fhining 
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Fning down, 
with a frown: 
toil 669 


as 6f oils 


“Scarce half fo fwiftly o’er the Nemean p! 
Juft now, the courier pour'd with loos'ned reins. 


Sent with full force, aleng the circus flew. ' 


That le 
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And one clear blue o’erfpreads th’ ethereal plai; 


‘The glittcring tars with living fplendoers g}/”. 
And dance, and tremble on the feas 
High o’er them ali exalted Hefper 7 


r 
Iefall a fun, and gilds the diftant pies 
The uext in beauty, as in Spec: sppears 


Fair Idas ia the ftrength of youth.ul years: 
A party-colour’d down but jaft began 
To thade hi 





chin the promife ¢f a man. 
‘A figna! founds. ‘The ready racers ftart 


Double their fpeed, and fammon all their art. 
Low at cach flep their ftraining knees they bend 
"Then fpringing with a beund, again afcend, 
Swifter than thought ; nor feem to ren, but fly, 
Stretch on the winds, half-vanith’d from the 


eye. 


Now fide by fide, or breaft to breaft they clofe, 


While ¢; 





alike by turns outitrips his foes. 
ains 
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Each like an arrow from the Parthian yew j 


So when a tim’rous herd of lift’ning deer 


The roaring lion hears, or fecms to hear: 


(Wha: time the lordly favage haunts the w ood 


And longs to bathe his thirfty jaws in bloody + 


tofe ard more clofe they join, a trembling train, 
And wildly Qare, and fcour along the plain. 700 

Yet furious still, Parthenopeus flics 5 
Him ttep by ftep impatient Idas plies, 

And pants with vei ce in his eyes 5 
Now hanging o'er, his hov’ring fhadc is feen, 
hens (Hil, and floats along the green: - 
now, by unperceiv’d degrees 
neck he blows the fultry breeze. 
aged Dymus pait 
Along ue cirens, Alcon came the faft. 

As the fair offspring of the fylvan grace 
With maichlefs fwiftnefs fpeeds along the race: 
His gold:n treftes wav'd in curls, behind 
Flow loofely down, and dance upon the wind: 
(‘Thefe from a child with pious hopes he bore 
Sacred to her who treads the * Delian shore ; 
What time from Thebe’s diftant pin he came 
Renown'd for conquefts of immortal fame + 
Too fondly pious! ina Theban urn Py 
Soon muft thou fleep, ah, never torctarn!) 720 
Thefe vengeful Idas faw with ardent eye: 

Refolv’d by force or fracd t’obrain the prize 5 

Sudden he flretch’d his impicus arm, and drew 

Supine on earth the firipling, as he flew: 

‘Lhen farting reach’d the goal, and claim’d the 
prize. 

Arms! arms! aloud th’ Arcadian nation cries: 

Vengeance at once they vow, or elfe prepare 

‘To leave the circus and renounce the war. 

ultuous murmurs echo through the crowd, 

FE the fraud, and thcfe deteft aloud. 730 
Slow-rifing-from the plainsthe youth appears, + 
His eyeshalf angry, and half drown’d with tears, 
He binds his head, the tears in filence low : 

A mpurnful image, beautifal in woe! 
Now teats his boiom, frantic with d. 
And rends the ringlets of his geld 

‘A bufy murmur deafens ev'ry ear, 

Nor yet the crowd the seyal judgment hear, 
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a4 Jatt Adraftus rofe with awful zrace, 
Av’ thus befpuke the rivals in the race. 740 
Ce. —y'rous youths! once more your-for- 
tenes .*y, 
in fep’rate pati.s cach ftarting from the eye. 
So fpake the i ing, and fudden from the view, 
Urtep'rute pachs he ready racers flew. 
But firit th’ Arcadian youth with lifted eyes 
“‘Hhns fent his foul in whitpers to the fkics. 

u of the filver how, and wood-land glades ; 
The heaven’s fair light, and emprefs of the fhades: 
Sacred to thee uloue, with decent care 
1 nurs'd thet curls of long-delcending hair ; 750 
‘At thy defirest fell, yee bear my prayr! 

If e’er my mother pleas'd thee in the chafe, 
Ife’er J pleas'd thee-——-banith my dilgrace 5 
Nor fe omens prophefy my fall 

they muft) bescath the ‘heban wall! 
ay’d the Jouth, ‘The goddefs heard his 






















s withdrew ; 

a the dufl beneath him us he flew. 
outing, he reach’d the goal, with tranfport fir’d 
Seon fought Aciraitus, and his right requir’d, 
-Panting and pele he fciz'd the paim. At hand 
“i'n clete the game the ready prizes ftand, 

‘Dh’ Arcadian youch a brafs-hoof’d courfer 

rain'd 

MA buclder fraudful Idas next obtain’d, 
But Lycian quivers for the reft remain’d, 
| Adraflus next demands what chiefs prepare 
‘To whirl the mafly dilcus through the air. 

A herald bending with the burthen, threw 
‘Lh’ enormous circle down in public view. 
Starts every Grecian fpcechlets with farprife ; 
Much wondering at the weight and thapelefs fize. 
‘irft two Achaians round the labour caine 

‘With ardunt Phicgyas, candidates for fame; 

An Arcarmanian uext accepts the toil, 

And three brave chieftains from Ephyre’s foil, 
With numbers more——bat eager of renown, 
Sudden I lippemedon flings thundering down 

A. difle of double weight ; amaz'd they ftand, 
‘The vaft orb rings, and flakes the trembling land, 
Warriors he cries) iar fighting ficlds renown'd, 
“Whole arms mutt flrike ‘Thebe’s bulwarks to the 

ground: 

‘On tahks like thefe your mighty prowefs tryj—e— 
Boaftful he fpuke, and whirl'd it up the thy. 
1 h chiet the 4 
{cious of th’ event mes retires, 
Vilean Vhlegyas only keeps the 
‘With great Meneftcus, yetuntaught to yield: + 
Brave warriors each, too noble to difgrace 
By one mean aét the glories of their race. 
‘The reft inglorious leave tae lifted ground, 
And trembie to furvey th’ enormous round, 

Firit Phlepyas rofe the mighty toil to try: 
Dumb was each voice. : 
He rolls the quoit in duit w: 
And poiits oft, and mark 
*n from a child, . 
His mazy flream throug! 
Not enly when with ni 
At facred yames to plex 
“Yhus with fuil force the 
Far o'er the ftresm, half 
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At fir& he marks the fkies and ditant plain, 
‘Then fammons all his itrength from every vein. 
Couch’d on his knees the pond’rous orb he fwung 
High o'er his head, along the air it fung. 

Now wafting by degrecs, with holiow found 

Fell heavily, and funk beneath the ground. 

Fond of his art and ftrength in days of yore, 

Well pleas’d he itands, and waits th’ event once 
more : . - Epraife, 
Lond fhout the Grecks, and dwell on Phicgyas* 
Hippomedon with fcorn the chief furveys. 31% 
Some nobler arm the pord’rous orb muit throw 
With care, dirc@ly in a line below. 
But fortune foon his mighty hopes withftood, 
Fortune itil envious to the brave or good! 
-slas, can man confront the pow’rs on high? 
While diftant fields are msafur'd in his eye, 
Jaf when his arm he ftretch’d at full extent: 
Couch’d on one knee, his fide obliquely bent. 820 
Struck by fome force unfeen, th’ enormous round 
Dropt from his hand, and idly prints the ground. ° 
Much griev’d the pitying hoft, yet griev'd not ails 
Some inty fmil’d to fee the difcus full. 

Next, fage Meneithcus ftands prepar’d to fling 
The diflz, and rolls it in the dufty ring: 2 
Intent of mind he marks its airy way, 

And wnuch implores the progeny of May, 

We ’d it lew half o'er the cirque ; at laf 
Heavy it fell. An arrow mark'd the cat. 839 
Slow rofe Hippomedon, and e’er he rofe 
Much weigh'd the fate and fortune of his foes, 
He pois'd and rear’d the mighty orb en high ; 
Sweng round his arm, and whirl'd it through the 
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Forth-ipringing with the caft. Aloft it fung 

Far o’er the mark where er’ft Meneithcus flung : 

And o’erthofe hills with prafly verdure crown a, 

Whofe airy fammits fhade the cirens round——- 

There funk, and finking fhook the trembling 
ground. 

So Polyphemus more than mortal ftreng, + 
Hurl'd a huge rock to crush th? U1; Mean throng: 
Blind as he was, the vengeful weight he threw, 
‘Lhe veffel trembled and the waters few. 

Seon good Adrattus rifes, to repay 
With fumptuous gifts the labours of the fray. 
Safe for Hippomedon apart was roll’d 
A tyger’s fin, the paws o'erwrought with gold 
His Gnoflian bows arts Meneftheus took ; 
Then thas to Phiegyas with a meurnful look 
He faid: This fword, unhappy chief, receive ; 
(A boon fo jut Hippomedon might give:) 5x 
This {word which once immortal honours gain'd, 
Which fav'd Pelafgus, and his pow’r maintain’d. 

A warlike toil Adraftus next demands, : 











Iniron gloves to heath their hardy hands: 
Firft Czpanens prepar’d for combat ftands ; 
A mighty giant, large, and tow’ring 
Dreasfulin ight, and hideous to th: ey 
Avound his wrifts the hard bull-hides he binds, 
And vaunts his ftrength, and deals bis blows in’ 
winds: 860. 
Stand forth forte chief, he cries (if fuch there be, 
Wha dares enpofe an cnemy like me! 
Yet might foare Theben fink bereath my blow; 
Glerious and fweet is vengeance on a foe. 
So fpake the chief. Halt-trembling with amaze 
‘ cfs horror all the circle a: zee 
a . 
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At laf Alcidimas, with gen‘rous ire 

Spruig forth, unatk’d. “I'he Doric bands admire. 
Alli but hisJriends. ‘They knew the daily care 
Which Pollux us’d, to train him to the war. 870 
(Fle taught him firft to bind the gauntlets round 
His nervous wriils, and aim the cralhing wound ; 
Oppos'd in fight, he heav’d him high, or preft 
‘The youth loud panting on his naked breait.) 

Him Capancus urvey’d with fcornful eyes, 
Tnfults his years, and'claims a nobler prize. 
Provok’d, he turns to fight. Each warrior ftands 
At full extent, and lifts bis iron hands. 

Well temper'd caigues their hardy brows furround, 
‘To break at Jeait the fury of the wound. 880 
‘This tow'rd like ‘Tytius on the Stygian fhore, 
‘When the fierce vultures ceafe to drink his gore: 
$o high in air his fpreading thoulders rife, 

So well his mutcles, and fo tame bis eyes; 

‘That at his fide in blooming youth appears, 

‘Yet promis'd wonders from maturer years; - 
‘The favours of the crowd alike fuceced 

On cither fide: none wish’d the chiefs to blecd. 

Low'ring at firft they met, uor filence broke, 

Fach lifts his arm, and only aims the ftroke. 890 
. Some moments thus they gaz’d in wild durprife, 
A hafty fury {parkled in their eyes 5 
. Now confcious fear fucceeds. ‘The chiefs effay 
‘Their arms, and flowly firit provoke the tray. 

“Lhis on nice art and diffidence relics, 

‘That on mere courage, and ftupendous fize ; 

Void of all fear, and without conduct brave, 

He wattes that ftrength himfeli has pow’r to 
fave: 

Still blindly drives where fury leads the way, 

And florms, and falls the victor and the prey. goo 

With ftedtaft glances this furveys his foe, 

And cither fhuns or wards th’ impending blow: 

Now lowly bends (his elbow o'er him {pread) 

‘The ftroke impetuous fings above his head. 

Now neater draws, the morc he feems to fly; 

So much his motion varies from his eye ! 

Now with full force he aims a pond’rous blow, 

And tow’ring high o’erfhades his mighty for, 

‘Thus in fome ftorm the broken billows rife | gog 

Round the vaft rock, and thunder to the fies. 

~» Once more with wary fourlleps wheeling round, 

Fallon his front he deals a mortal wound : : 

Crafhing it fall-—anfelt th i 

Spreads o'er his helmet ina cr : 

A sudden whifper murmurs round; alone 

"Fo Capancus the cause remains unknown, 

At laf he lilts his hand on high, che gore 

Forth-welling fafi, diflains his 

Grief fwells his heart, and vengeance and difdain— 

So foams the lion, monarch of the plain: 920 

And loudly roaring with indignant pride, 

Gnaws the barb’d jav'lin gviding in his fide: 

Now fprings with rage; iupine along the ground 

Pants the bold youth whofe hand -infix’d the 
wound. 

Faft'and more fatt his lifted arms he throws 
Around his head, and doubles blows on blows. 
Part wafke in air, part on the cattes fall 
With mighty force; his foureturns ‘em all. 

Stull feems tv fear him with diflemoling eyes, 

‘Yet till perfifts, and combats, whik he flies. 930 
‘Panting they reel; the youth retreats more ilow, 
‘The weary giant {carcely aims a blow, 
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They fink at once---fo failors on the main ca 
Who jong have toif'd through adverle wave’ i: 
ae eee: 
All drop their hands, ‘The figng” foutids onc 
Again they flart, and ftretch the Vring oar. 
hus rofe the chiets, with reco).ected migh 
Ratl’d Capeneus fike thander tothe fight. 
Low bends ‘Alcidimas with watchtul eyes: 
Short of his aim the giant o’erhin flies 
Up farts the youth and as he ftagger'd round 94 
Ciatp’d firm his neck. aud bow’d his to the’ground 
As tiling from th’ inglorious plain contends 
Fierce Uapaneus, a fecond blow defcends 
Full on his head: beneath the ftroke he bent = 
The youth rurn’d pale, and trembled at th’ event 
Lond thont the Greeks: the thore and foreti 
rings. 7 
Then thus in hafte exclaims the king of kings. 
(As from the ground the furious Argive role, 
and vow'd and aim'd intolerable blows) 949 
Seize him, ye chiefs, his bloody hands reltrain, 
Give all the palin, but lead him from the plain, j 
Hatte, fee, he raves! ah, tear him trom ny ¢yes, 
Hé lives, he rifes, the Laconian dies! i 
He faid. Hippomedon, and Tydeus rofe : 
Scaice both their haads reftrain his mighty blows,’ 
Then thus they {poke. ‘The prize is thine, forgives, 
"Vis double fame to bid the vanquith’d live ; 














- A friend, and our ally---he ftorms the more, 


Rejects the prize, and thus devoutly fiwore, 
By all this blood, at prefent my difgrace ; . 960 
fe hands shall crwth that more thanfemale faces 
Phefe hands fhall dath him headlong to the plain. 
To Pollux thea he weeps, but weeps in vain, 
He faid. By force they turn'd his iteps away. 
Stubborn he ftill pertitts, nor yields the day. 
Far off in fecret, the Laconian hott 
Smile at his fury, and thei hera boat. 
Meanwhile with confcidus virtue Tydens burns) 
Renown arid praife inflame his heart by turns: 
Swift in the race he ftill the yuerdon bore, 974 
Now tofs’d the difcus, now the gauntlets wore; - 
But moft for Pales’active arts renown'd, ° 
‘Ty hurt his fue tupine, along the ground 
By Hermes tutor'd, on th’ Gitolian plai 
Re made whole nations bite the duit in y: 
Full tertibie he look’d. For arms he wore 
The favage trophies of a mountain-boar, . 
Once Gsiydonia's dread ! the briftly lgde  [pride, 
Broad o'er his fhoullers hung with barb'roug 
Unbound, he flings if down, then waits his tues. 























Befides him tow’ring, huge Agylleus rote, 98% 
A monttrons giant, dreadful to mankind ; i 
Yet weak he feem'd, his limbs were losfely join 


Low Tydeus was. “What nature thete denya, 
Strong nerves, and mighty courage well Cupply’¢ 
For naturd never fiuce the world begani *” 
Lodg’d fuch a fpirit in fo fmalla man! 

Soon as their thining limbs are bath'd in oil, 





Down ruth the heroes to the wreftling toil. 


Deform’d with duft (their arms at diftance fpread 
Each on his fhoulder half reciines his head. 
Now bending ’til he almoft touch’d the plain, 
Tydeus the giant heav'd, but heav'd in vain, 
‘The mountain-cyprefs thus, that firmiy foot 
From age to age, the emprefs of the wood, 
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Ry wee rong whirlwind’s {adden bblatt declin’d, 
Bends arb ylown, and nods before the wind : 
eVhe deep roots semble till the guit blows o'er; 
+ And then the rit-s, ftately as hetore 
a. Mp vatt Agvileys carcely mov'd below, . 
Haugsimminent upon th’ Ctolian foe. ffound, 
Brea 's, thoulders, tyighs, with mighty @rokes re. 
Aud all appears an undittingnith'd wound. 
Oa tiptoe rais’g, their heads obliquely bent, 
Exch hangs on euch, ttretch’d out at full extent. 
g,, Not hattlo bloody, or with half fiuch rage, 
“Two furiow monarchs of the herd engage. 
Apart the milk-white heifer views the fight, 
And waits to crown the victor with delight. to09 
Pheir-chetts they gore, the mighty fhock refounds: 
prove fwells their hate, and heals the gaping 
wounds, 
So thaggy bears in fri embraces roll, [foul. 
And tromeach corfe fquecae forth th* unwiiling 
Thus Tydeus ftorm’d; nor heats nor toils al. 
His furious ftrength, ot mitiyate his rage, [luage 
Asyllens pants aloud, nor tearce contends; 
Black’ned with duft a itream of fweat defcends: 
‘Tydeus prefs'd on, 2nd feem'd to aim a blow 
Full at his neck: the force was meant below 
Where well-knit nerves the knees firm, ftrength 
fapply; 1020 
Short of their reach, his hands the blow deny. 
He finks; o'er him; like fome vatt mountain fell 
Agylleus, and half {queez’d his {oul to hell, 

So when th’ Ibcrian fwain.in (earch of oar 
Netvends, and views the light of heav'n no more: 
Ufome ftrong earthquake rocks the mould’ring 

: ground, 

(High o'er him lung) down ruth the tains round; 
Decp under earth his batter'’d carcale lies, 
Nor breathes its 4 to congenial ikies, 

Full of difdain Oitolian Tydeus rote 3 read 
No peace, no bounds his fierce relentinent knows : 
wit from th’ inglorious hold he {prings like wind, 
And circles round, then firmly fix'd behind. 

His hand embrac’d his fide, his knees furround 
‘The giant’s knees, and bend ‘em to the ground. 
“~*Nought boots refittance now. Agylleus makes 
One more eflay, ‘Vhat moment Tydeus takes, 
And rears hinvhigh. The mingling fiouts ariie, 
And loud applaufe runs rattling through the skies. 

So Hercules, who long had toil’d in vain, Togo 
*Meav'd huge Anthéus from the Lybian plain ; 
‘rect in air th’ expiring favage bung, — [iprung, 
Nor touch'd the kindred earth, from whence he 

Long Tydeus held him thus. At length he 

found 
‘The point of time, and harl’d him to the ground 
Side-long. Himfelf upon the giant lies, 
And gralps his neck and firmly locks his thighs, 

Prone o'er th’ inglorious duit, Agylleus quakes 

“Half-dead: his hhame alone reGitance makes: 
Then rofe at laft, and ttagy’ring through the 
Slowly he trail’d his feeble legs along. [throng 
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When Tydeus thus. (His nobler hand fattain’d 
The palm, his life the warlike gifts he gain’d:) 
What though my blood o’erfow’d yon guilty 

ground, 
When fixgly arm'd, whole numbers prefs’d me 
round ; 
(So prov’d all contracts with the Theban name, - 
‘Their honour fuchY yet T'ydeus lives the fame. 
He fpoke, and {peaking fent the prize away, 
Afide, a breaft-plate for the vanquith’d lay. 

Others in arms their manty limbs enclole; te6¢g 
To combat Epidaurian Agreus rofe: ' 
Him with the thining blade the Theban waits, 
An exile ftill by unrelenting fates. 

Then thus Adraitus. Gerrous 

very. . 
Preferve ail rage : and thirf€ for hicftile gore. 
Ye Gods! what flanzhter and what combats call; 
Then wafte your fury, Thebes demands it all! 
But you, O priace! a kinfman, and our friend ! 
Whote caufe fuch mimbers with their lives defend ¢ 
For whom, our natives, towns and countries lay, 
Unpeopled half, to other foes a prey; 107 
‘Lratt nat th’ event of fight; nor bleed, to pleale 
Th’ inhuman hopes of bale Etheocles ! 
Avert it heav’n ! the ready chiets obey'd. 
Their brave attempt a glite’ring helm repaid. 

Howe’er in fign of congueft and renown, 

He bids the wartiors Polynices crown 
With wreaths, and hail him victor-—~no portent, 
(So will'd the fitters) prophecy’d the event. 

Him too the chiefs with kind perfuafions pray 
To rife, and clole the honours of the day: To8z 
(And left one victory be loft) to throw 
The miftile tance, or bend the Lycian bow, 
Well-pleas'd Adraftus to the plain defcends 
In pomp, his fteps 2 youthful crowd attends. a 
Behind, a tquire the royal quiver bore, - 
Deep sil’d with thafts, a formidable ftore. 

"Tis plain. Shall man deny? Kach human caufe 
Proceeds unfcen from heav’n’s eternal laws. 

All fate appear’d: the chiefs perverfély blind 
Neglect the fign, nor fee th’ event behind. Toot 
We deem from chance unerring omens flow ; 
While fate draws near, and aims a furer blow, 

By this the monarch ftrain’d the Lending yew : 
Fall on its mark the feather’d weapon flew, 

Nor enter'd there. Th’ impaflive ath refounds : 
Again with double force the thaft rebounds, 

in the fame line wing'd backits airy way, 

Then prone on earth before Adraftus lay, 1099 

Each reafons, as his wayward thoughts decree ; 
‘Thee think the thaft rebounded from the wee; 
And thofe, that winds with unrefitted force 
Drove clouds on clouds, to intercept its courfe, 
Meanwhile th’ event and dreadful omen lies 
Deep wrapt in night, nor feen by human eyes. 
One chief in fafety muft retura alone, 

Through woes, and blgod, and dangers yet un« 
known, : 





youths give” 
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NOTES UPON THE SIXTH THEBAID OF STATIUS. 


Mr. Dryden, in his excellent preface to the Eneid, 
takes occafion to quarrel with Statius, and calls 
the prefent book an ill-timed and unjadicious Epi- 
fode. J wonder fo fevere a remark could pafs 
from that gentleman, who was an admirer of our 
author even to fuperftition, I own I can fcarce 
forgive myfelf, to contradict fo great a poet, 
and fo good a critic; talivm enim virorum ut ad~ 
mivatio maxima, ita cenfura diffcilis. However, 
the prefent cafe may admit of very alleviating 
circumttances It may be replied in general, that 
the defign of this book was to give a refpite to the 
main action, introducing a mournful, but pleafant 
variation from terror tu pity. It is alfo highly 
probable, that Sratius had an eye to the funeral 
obfequies of Polycure and Anchifes, mentioned in 
the third and fifth books of Virgil. We may alfo 
Took upon them as a prelude, opening the mind by 
degrees to receive the miferies and borror of afu- 
ture war, ‘This is intimated in fume meafure by 
the derivation of the word Archemorus. 

Befides the reafons above mentioned, we have 
a fine opportunity of remarking upon chief of the 
heroes who muft make a figure hereafter ; this is 
reprefented to the eye in a lively fketch that dif 
tributes to each perfon his proper lights, with 
great advantage. - 

Tt mut certainly be an infinite pleafure to 
perufe the mof ancient piece of hittory now ex- 
tant, excepting that in holy fcripture. This re- 
matk moft be underttood of the action of the 
Thebaid only, which Statius, without qieftion, 
faithfully recited from the moft authentic chro- 
nicles in hisown age. The action of the Hiad and 
Odyfley happened feveral years after. This is 
evident from Homer's own words. Agamemnon, 
in the 4th [iad, recites with great trapfport the 
expedition of ‘Tydeus: and Ulyiles mentions the 
ftory of Jocalta (or Epicaite, as he calls her) in a 
very particular manucr. It is in his defcent to 
hell, Odyifey XL 
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Dison : 

‘The antiquity of the Thebaid may be confider- 
ed alfo in another view. As the poet was oblig- 
ed to conform the manners of his heroes to the 
time of action, we in juitice ought not to be fo 
much, ihocked with thofe infults ever the dead 


— 





{ 


which run through all the battles. This foftt 
a little the barbarity of Tydeus, who expit 
gnawing the head of his enemy ; and the impié 
of Capaneus, who was thunderftruck while 
blafphemed Jupiter. Whoever reads the boi 
of Jothua and Judges will find about th: 
times the fame favage {pirit of” intolence @ 
Sierte 

Ver. 4. The Nemewan Games.| I beg to 
excufed from giving a long account of the } 
mean games. What the world cails learnij 
differs very little from pedantry; and Tam fi 
fible many an honeft man may deferve that imj 
tation when he means no manner of harm: 
much harder it is to conceal knowleige, than 
getit. The beft and moft ancievt informat 
now extant is to be collected from Pindar’s o 
in general. However, I muft jutt take notice 
funeral oration fpoken in honour of Archemord 
ds it is mentioned by Clemens Alexandrinus, | 
his Admonit. ad Gentes. 





Ver. 23. The youthful faitors thus with carly ca 
‘Their arms experience—— 


-It is worth while here to take notice of Sta 
us’s fimiles in general. ‘They are fometimes p 
per, but not often: a common fault with m 
young authors, who can reject nothing; thou 
a more judicious writer at the fares time wor 
cither fupprefs the thought, or at moft conte 
himfelf with a metaphor. Iam apt to think 
miles mutt feldom be ufed, except they cont 
to the mind fome very pleafing, or {trong pieced 
painting. For all fimiles are deferiptions: { 
pictures) whofe only beauty proceeds from ant 
cellence in the imagery. In thefe cates, painti 
mutt always be confulted. : 

Another overfight in Statius, is want of pur 
in the circumftances: but this is owing to the 
regularity of his genius, which was above infitti 
upon particulars, and gave only fome bold {trol 
of likenefs. : ! 

If a tranflator can leave out fuch fimiles ( 
other paflages) in Statius as are not proper. wil 
out violating the context: or if he can fupply a 
of their defects ina very thort compals, I thi 
he onght. Though thefe liberties are not to: 
taken with more correct writers. 


Ver. 31. Swift from mankind the pow’r of flu 
bers flew. 


This place is not tranflated exa@tly to the W 
ter, nor indeed would our language Bear it. T. 
original is extremely poetical, and correfponde 
to the belt paintings in thole times. 


——corau fagiebat fomnus inani. 


For Somnus (or fieep) was teprefented as a det 
pouring dews out of a horn, over the temples, 
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athe “og perfon. Statius alludes to this in an- 
other paifas’. upon the fame occafion. 
® 


——cornt’ perfuderat omni. 


-‘This temark I awe to Laétantius, who has given. 
“us the only tolerable comment upon Statius. Care 

has been taken to sead him entirely over, though 

to little purpofe. His notes are learned, fhort, 

and clear, but feldom poetical. Moft of them are- 
like the old Scholia upon Homer, explaining one 

word by another. He is. full of apoitrophes and 

exclamations, yet gives no reafons. Such as éx- 

guifite dium! pidum egregie! Bec. 


Ver. st, Meanwhile Adraftus bears the friendly 
part, 

And with kind words confoles, Sec. 

x 


Chaucer, who was perhaps tlie greateft poet 
among the moderns, has tranflated thele verfes al- 
moft word for word in his Koight’s Tale. I thall 
make 'this remark once for all: As nothing parti- 
cularizes the fine paffages if Homer more than 
that Virgil vouchfated to imitate them : ( fearce 
any thing can exalt the reputation of Statius high- 
, x, than the verbal imitations of our great coun- 
trymé, I prefer this to a volume of criticifms; 
no man would imitate, what he could exceed. 


Ver. 70, Inwoven on the pall, young’ Lisus lay 
Ya lonely woals--— 


Linus was the fon of Apollo, and the nymph 
Pfamathe. No picture could be introduced with 
more propricty; his death was almoft exactly the 
fame with that of Archemorus, The ftory ts re- 
lated at large by Adra(tus in the firft Lhebaid ; 
and admirably tranflated by Mr. Pope. 


How mean a fate, unhappy child ! is thine ? 

Ab! how unworthy thofe of race divine ? 

On flow’ry herbs in fome green covert laid, 
. His bed the ground, his canopy the fhade, 
He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries; 
“While the rude (wain his rural mutfic tries, 
‘To call foft flumbers ou his infant eyes. 

Yet ev’n in thofe obfcure abodes to live, 
‘Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give ! 

For on the grafly verdure as he lay, 

‘And breath'd the frethnels of the ring day, 

Devouring dogs the helplets infant tore, 

Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapt the gore. 


5 


Ver. 90. The pious mother thus, deceiv'd too late 
Like her fond spoufe— 


I fcarce ever met with a more incoherent paf. 
fage than this, in any author. The tenfe is tne, 
>and ealily apprehended by the context : the words 
are obicure to a tault, and the tranfition too fud- 
den and violent. 


Namque illi & pharetras, brevioraque tela di+ 
carat : 

Feftinus voti pater, infontefque fagittas, 

.Jam tune & notd fabulis de gente probates 

in nomen pafcebat equos, cinctulque fonantes, 

Armaque majores expectatura facertos— 

Spes avidse + qhas non in nomen credula veftes 

Urgebat Sudio? &e 
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Spes avide mutt certainly be fpoken of the mo~ 


ther, or elfe credzla has nothing to agree with. 


In thott, it muft never be defended, bit by one of 
thefe two excufes, either that Statius left his po~ 
em uniinithed, or that the verfe immediately pres 
ceding is now loft. It might mean perhaps no 
more than this, Thus tou was the unhappy mo- 
“ ther deceived! With what cure—3er." ‘This 
confideration clears the fenfe, and folves all ob 
jections at once. However 'tis a mere conjecture, 
and may be truer to the author’s reputation, than. 
his firft meaning. 

All grave readers will reje@ this as a whimfical 
young man’s notion; nor do £ lay any flrefs upon 
it, To flow I can be ferious upon occasion, E 
fhall jut refer them to Virgil's Third Georgic, 
where will be found a tranfition from hortes to 
cows, as obfcure almoft as this in Statius. 

Gronovius (without any authority) thinks we 
thould read /pes avidi, inttead of avide, ftill pre~ 
ferving the context, and referring creduia to fpes. 
{ cannot approve of this emendation for many 
reaforts; we at once lofe half the beauty. Be- 
fides, the repetition of iz nomen would be tauto- 
logy, if it did not refer to another perfun: sor 


can urgere vefles be fo properly applied to the 
father. 


Whoever reads this pofitive Dutchman's Preface 
to Ammianus Marcellinus, will never think him 


-| to be a man of fenfe or candour. 


Ver. 108. Stretch’d o’er the ground the tow’ring 
oaks were feen, &c. 3 

This defcription is inimitably beautiful, and I 
might {pend a whole page in admirations, "I'were 
eafy alfo, by drawing parallel places (a common, 
but unfair practice), to prefer Statius to all the 
ancients and moderns, Mott of the poets have 
exercifed their genius upon this occafion; par- 
ticularly Ovid in the roth book of his Metamor- 
phofis. . 








‘Non Chaonis abfuit arbos, - 

Nou nemus Heliadum, gon frondibus efculus 
altis: 

Non tiliz molles, non fagus, & innuba laarus, 

Ex coryli fragiles, & fraxinus utilis haftis, 

Enodifque abies, curvataque glandibus ilex, 

Et platanus genialis, acerque coloribus impar, 

Annicoleque'fimul falices, & aquatica lotos. 


As alfo Claudian, in the rape of Proferpina, 
Book If, Chaucer icems to have a particular cye 
to this paffage throughout ail his poems. See his 
Knight’s Tate, the Ailembly of Fowls, and Com- 
plaint of the Biack Knight. I am allo much 
pleafed to find this paffage finely imitated hy two 
other of our ancient Englith poets, I thell firft 
cite Fairfax, who underitood the harmony of 
numbers better than any perfor then living. ex- 
cept Spenier, A the world knows his excellent 
verfion (or paraphrafe rather) of Yaflo's Giernfa- 
fem tiberata. ‘The other, whom I mean, is Mr. 
Drayton, whofe Fairy-tale is a matterpiece in 
thote grotefque writings. 





Down feil the facred palms, and afhes wild. 
‘The fau ral cyprets, holly ever green, 
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pine, 

gThe marricd elm fell with his frnitful vines 
‘The thooter-yew, the broad-leav'd fycamore, 
‘The barren platanc, and the walnut found : 
The myrrh that her foul fin doth itil deplore, 
The alder, owner of all wat’rith ground, 
Sweet juniper, whofe thadow hurteth fore, 
Proud cedar; oak, the king of foretts crown'd. 

Farrrax 


‘The tufted cedar, and the branching pine... 
Under whofe covert, (thus divinely made) 
¥hebus’ green laurel flourith'd in the fade; 
Fair Venus’ myrtle, Mats his wailike fir, 
Minerva’s olive, and the weeping myrrh; | 
‘The patient palm that ftrives in (pite of hate, 
‘The poplar to Alcides coniecrate, &c. 
Drayton. 


« Tafk pardon for the tedioufnels of this note, and 
the reader in juftice ought to acknowledge I writ 
it to gratify my pleafure, rather than my vanity ; 
and furely no perfon who has the leaft tafte éan be 
difpleaied with fo much variety, L infitt only 10 
produce one deicription more out of Statius, The 
verles are extremely natural, and carry fomething 
with them as awful and venerable as the fubject. 


Sylva capax wvi, validaque incurva fenedtA, 
Pternum intents; frondis, ttat pervia nullis 
Solibus |. 0" - 
Subter opaca quies, vacunfque filentia fervat 
Horror, & exclute pallet mala lucis imago, 
Nec caret umbra Deo. 


Tuesarp IV. 


Ver, 131. Sacred to heav’n and hell the mourners 
fear 2 
Two maily altars—- 


Tt may be afked why the Grecians raifed two 
altars. Ladtantius anfwers that one only was for 
Archemorus, and the other tor the ferpent that 
killed him. : 

Tithe reader fuppofes this to be too much ho- 
nonr for the latter, it muft be remembered, that 
thofe creatures were almoit always elteemed by 
the ancients, as facred to fome deity. But Sta- 
tius mentions this in particular. See the death of 
Archemorus, in the 5th Thebaid. 





‘Nemoris facer horror Achai 
, Erigitur Serpens, 


And a little afterwards, 


~——Inachio fanctum dixére Tonanti 
Agricole —— 


So Virgil, fpeaking of the two ferpents that 
ftrangled Laocoon, Aineid the 2d. 


Their taik perform’d, the ierpents quit their 
prey, 
And to the tow’r of Pallas make their way: 
Couch’'d at her feet they lie protected there 
By her large buckles, and protended fpear. 
DRYDEN. 
By 
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The weeping fir, thick beech, and failing | Ver. 137. 


In mournful ftrains 
The mufic of the Phrygian fife com-* 





The Phrygian meafure in mufic was made1 
of, to cali the fpirits of the deceaf:d from Had 
|. Pelops was the firft perfon who i wented, and: 
it to the lyre, and from him it came to the Gre 
ans, : 2 
Lacrantre 
"Ver. 147. Behind Hypfypile’s foft forrows flow. 
Silent, and fat—— 


- Nothing can be more finely iméged than tl 
character of Hypfypile; it feems a perfect pidu 
of beauty indiitrefs, Her very filence is eloquer 
She Knows her innycence, but mutt not {peak o 
word to defend it, She moves along by herfi 
the very lait of them all, while every eye (eems: 
threaten and accufe her. And even after all th 
there is {till a dejected fweetneis, a tendernefs, 
confufion that cannot be exprefled. I know. 5 
how to make the reader any ways (enfible uf q 
owmimages, except I refer him to the character! 
Brileis in Homer’s firtt Iliad, and the picture of § 
figambis in Darius’s tent. : 
.: This pyts me in mind of fome fine ftrokes | 
Spenfer, though upon a differcnt occafion. Wh; 
I mean is the filence and confufion of Britomagt 
when the red-crofs knight difcovers her to be 
lady, atid inquires after her adventures. 


Thereat the fighing foftly, had no pow’r 

To {peak a while, ne ready anfwer make, 

But with heart-thrilling throbs, and_ bitte 

3 ftow’r, é 

As if the had a fever-fit, did quake, 

And ev'ry dainty limb with horror fhake ; 

And ever and anon the rofie red : 

Flath’d through her face, as it had been a flak. 

Of lightning, through bright heaven fulmined. 
\ Farry Queen, Lib. UL. Cant. ij 


See alfo the fame canto, ftanza the rth. 
Ver. 153. Speech of Eurydice. 


Statius has equally fhown bis condu& in thi: 
fpeech of Eurydice. She is injured, and indeec 
deferves a liberty to refent it. “She condoles, fhe 
repents, fhe heightens her misfortunes, and ther 
feems to wonder why providence fhouid infli@ 
them. This fhe aggravates by confidering the 
profperity of her neighbours, which certainly 
gives the deepeft remorfe in all affliGions. Nos 
thing can be finer than thefe two lat particulars, 
‘They arife immediately from human nature, an 
give a lively pidture of felf-refpeét, and indul- 
gence to our own frailties. What follows is more 
abrupt and violent ; fhe draws the author of her 
mifery in the moft difagreeable colours, makes 
her treacherous, negligent, and even infenfible of 
gratitude or pity. 


Ver. 185. Whofe hands fuftain’d thée, and whofe 
raufic charm’d, 


Whofe eye o’erfaw thee—~ sical 


Tam far frem being difguited with thefe little 
particularities that attend the mof ferious and 
woble paflions, Nothing has g better effect im 
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poetry or p@inting. An incident may be fmall, 
anc at the fame time not trifling. This puts me 
ju mini of +n obfervation in Longinus : it is made 
upon Sappho’s love-ode, tranflated afterwards by 
Gatullus. “ The poetels (fays he) has affembled 
“* with admira‘ule fkill all the little accidents to 

-£ that paflion, Her heart beats faft, her tongue 
“* trembles, her fight feems to fwim, and her co- 
 lour vanithes all in one moment.” 

‘This confufion fuits admirably well with the 
wandeting itrefolutions of the foul upon fuch oc- 
tafions. 

Lonernus, Chap. viii. 
Ver. 209. So when the holy priet with curious 
eyes 2 
Dooms (ome fair heifer. 


_ 1 muft not forget that, Stathid hag copied this 
fimile from Liicretius. "Tis hard to fay which is 
the more excellent. Lucretius’s lines are thefe, 
after he has defcribed the young heifer flaid in 
factifice, ; . 


At mater virideis faltus orbata peragrans, 
Omnia convifens oculis loca, fi queat ufquam 
Gonfpicere amiffum foetum, completque que- 

relis 

. Frondiferum nemus adfiftens, & ctebra revifit 
Ad flabulum, defidesio perfixa juvenci, 
Non teners falices, atque herbie rore vigented 
Fluminave ulla queunt fummis labentia ripis 
Obledtare animum, fubitamque avertere curam: 
Nec vitulorum alise fpecies per pabula-leta 
Derivare queunt alid, curave levare. ee 

tO, 1. 


Ver. 217. _ father now unbates his rev'rend 
head ; 
His filver locks he {caters o’er the dead. 


‘The practice of cutting off the hair, and ftrew- 
ving it over the deceafed, was fo common with the 
ancients, that all teftimonies are needlefs. It pre~ 
vails among the Sclavonians to this day, who (as 
Lord Butbeque obferves in his Epittles), negue mo- 
“do capilios, fed etiam fupercilia fibi (in lu&lu) 
demunt. ? 


Ver. 221, If Jowe's almighty wifdom can deceive, 
Curs'd is the man who fondly will believe ! 


This apoftrophe contains a fine pidture of hu- 
man nature in diftrefs, Heaven itfelf cannot 
efcape our cenfure: its unerring juftice is called 
into queftion, and we fancy more to be inflided 
on us than we ought to fuffer. 

Much of this kind is the fpeech of Afius in Ho- 
m™er’s 12th Iliad. Euftathius makes a very moral 
remark upon it, which I fhall tranfcribe, as I find 
it admirably tranflated to my hands. “ The fpeech 
“of Afius is very extravagant: He exclaims 
“* againft Jupiter for a breach of promife, not be- 
* caufe he had broken his word, but becaufe he 
“had not fulfilled his own vain imaginations, 
“ This conduct, though very blameable in Afius, 
“< is very natural to perfons under difappoint- 

af! ments, who are ever ready to blame heaven, 
“s 
far Enftathius, 
Vou. IX, 


and turn their misfortunes into a crime.” Thus i 
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. dEneas (whofe chief character is piety) could 
not help accufing men and gods when he- loft 
Créufa. Though in juftice to Virgil it ought to 
be oblerved, that he fortens, or rathcr diiapproves 
of the impiety at the fame time; for fo the word 
amens mutt be underftood. : 


Quem non incufavi, amens, hominumque deo- 
rumque? ‘ 


As this note is capablé of very ferious reflece 
tions, it may not perhaps be amils to look a little 
inte the holy {criptures. The impatience of Job's 
wife, a8 allo the diffidence and irrefulutions of 
David in the Ixxiii plalm, are extraordinary in- 
ftances of this fort. But Jeremiah carries it yet 
farther: He proceeds to au expoitulation with his 
Maker. “ Let me talk with thee, Q Lord, of thy 
“ judgments. Thou bait planted (the wicked) 
“yea, they have taken root: they grow, yea, 
“ they bring forth fruit. But thor, O Lord, 
“ knoweft me, thou hatt feen me, and tried my 
“ heart towards thee. I have furfaken my houle, 
“ Be.” “Chap xii. t, 2, 3, & & 

Lactantius tolves the extravagance of this fpeech 
of Lycurgus very oddly, by a reflection on his 
priefthood. His words are thefe: “ Priefts may 
“ be as angry as they will,” for fo mutt he be 
underftood according to the purport of the origi~ 
pal. T much queition whether his name fake 
would have allowed this conceffion to the clergy # 
and if the tranflator may have leave fu give his 
opinion, he thinks them to bave lefs neéd, of it, 
than any other part of the nation. 


Ver. 271. Nine times his courfe bright Lucifer 
had roll’d, : 7 
And ev’ving Vefper deck’d his rays with gold. 


This particularity is fo far from being ornas 
mental, that it preferves a valuxble piece of anti 
quity ; namely, the clofing of the tuneral games 
after nine days end: which ceremony the old 
Romans called Novemdialia. 

: Bexnarrivs. 


| Vet. 299. High o'er the people wrought with 


lively grace, 
Shine the fair glories of their ancient race. 


1 do not remember any thing more noble, or ju- 
dicious than this hiftorical picture. The defcrip» 
tion of a thield was aiready worn out: it was ina 
Poffible to add any thing of moment after Homer 
and Virgil. Nor is it introduced merely for. or- 
nament ; it contains no le(s than the ftory of their 
anceftors, magnanimum feries antigua parentun 
Its effects are vifible: to infpire them with cou® 
tage in the foneral games. Befides, it happily 
avoids mott of the obje tions that have been made 
againft the fhields of Achilles and AGneas, Ate 
fize anfwers all multiplicity of figures; and even 
every figure bears a plain reference to the fubje& 
of action. The rules of painting ate exactly pre~ 
ferved : we have not only a contrait of paflions 
in different perfons, but variety of piace in each 
diftin® compartiment. ¥ 

Itis reafonable to think our author defigned 
this as a compliment to a common ceremony them 

KB: 
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‘among the Romans, who ufed at all folemn fu- 
nerals to carry before the corpfe of the deceased 
the pictures of theirs anceitors. Thus Horace, 
Epode the 8th. . 


Funus atque imagines 
Ducunt triumphales taum. 





See alfo Cicero’s oration for Milo, and the 35th 
book of Pliny. Perhaps Statius owed the firit 
hint of his hiftorical picture to the cuftom we 
now mention, . 


Ver. 324. -——-Brave Chorzbus lifts his bleeding 
hands— 


Ladtantius gives two meanings to this hemyf- 
tics; the venerable or undaunted figure of Chore 
bus.” I have.chofen the latter, becaule it agrees 
beft with his character in the firft Thebaid, ‘Phe 
ftory is too long to be tranferibed, : 


Ver. 331. Here Belus’ fons at Hymen’s altars 
ftand. 
And join with hearts averle the friendly hand. 


The coritraé of Danaus and Egyptus is too 
well known to bé repeated. However, for the 
fake of the curious, 1 (hall nut pals by the Epiflle 
dof Hypermnettra to Linus, and fume remarkable 

aflages in Pindar’s ninth Pythian Ode. Statius 
fecms pleafed with this ftory, and Has chofen it ip 
another place to ornament the (hield of Hippo- 
wnedon, There is fomething very mafterly in the 
espredion, and the Tout-enfemble makes a fine 
-piece of night-painticg. 





——humeros, & pectora laté 
Flammeus orbis habet——vivit in auro 
Nox Danai, fortes furiarum lampade nigr4 
Quinquaginta ardent thalami, pater ipte cru- 
entis {fes. 
In foribus, laudatque nefas, atque infpicit en- 
r x Tigsar lV, 


Ver. 349. Swift flew the répid car, and left. be- 
: hind . 
The noife of tempefts, and the wings of wind. 





Thefe verfes are fomewhat too bold in the 
origitfal, 





ftupuére relicta 
Nobila, certantes Eutique Notique feqauntur. 
Whoever tranfutes Statius mutt have liberty to 
foften fome of thefe hypeibules. Yet LaCtantius 
twas of another opinion, who admires this place in 
the true tpirit of cviticifm. Divine diétum ! dedit 
@liis vidoric votum, fedademit effeum. His xe- 
mark is not worth tranflating. 


‘Ver “363. So fad Apollé with a boding figh 
Told his fond child—— 


‘We may perceive fomething very remarkable 
in this fimile, not without a fine commiferation 
for unhappy Polynices. Inftead of accufing the 
rafhne(s or folly of Phreton, all is attributed te 
fatal deftiny. As much as to fay, Polynices loft 
not the race through his own imprudence, but by 
the interpofition of a deity. 


OF HARTE | if 


Ver. 431. Admetus’ Life, @c.} This allude 
chiefly to the ftory of Alcefte, Admetus’s wife 
who was fo honourable, it feems. as to la} dowt 
her own life to atone for her hufband’s. Juvend 
makes an agreeable ule of this female gallantry. ; 





{pectant fubeuntem fata mariti 
Alceften. | . Lactantius. 15 


Euripides has written a tragedy upon this occa: 
fion, I am afraid few modern ladies would givi 
fuch an example, but indeed hufbands are muck 
altered fince the days af Admetus. I may add 
that Statius takes notice of the death of Alcette 
in his Sylva, intituled, The Tears of Etrufeus 
lib. iii, TI the rather cite this poem becanfe iy 
contains fome fine ftrokes of humanity, and fria: 
affection. Of the fame nature is his Epicedion ig, 
Patrem. I wonder thefe two admirable copies 
have never yet been tranflated. j 


Ver. 454. “ Th’ impatient .courfers pant. ig 
every vein, ! 

“ And pawing feem to beat the diftant plain: ; 

“ The vales, the floods appear already croft, 

“ And ere they ftart, a thoufand fteps are lot." 


The Latin of thefe verfes is wonderfully fine, 
as Mr. Dryden acknowledges in his preface to 
Du Frefnoy. He cites them as a true image of 
our author. 


Stare aded miferum eft, pereunt veftigia mille : 
Ante fogam, abfentemque ferit gravis ungula 
campum. 


Which would coft me, fayshe, anhour to tranf> 
late, there is fo much beauty in the original. 
Since that, Mr. Pope has imitated thefe verfes 
almoft verbatini in his Windfor-Foreft: And E 
thought fit to transfer them hither, rather than 
expofe my own weaknefs. I never was heartily 
mortified before ; I jut know how to admire him, 
and to defpife myfelf! ‘The reader may be affur- 
ed, 1 durit not prefume to do this without that 
gentleman's confent, who not only gave me leave 
to ife his tranflation, but alfo to alter any cir- 
cumftances that might not correfpond with the 
original. I remember a paper ini the GuardiaA 
that confifts chiefly of parallel defcriptions upon, 
this occafion; and thither I refer the curious. i 

Balde the Jefuit Has. fome bold ftrokes in an 
ode whofe title 1 forget, thougti it is written part- 
ly in imitation of the war-horfe in Job. Tmen= 
tion this, purely to do juftice to that poet’s me= 
mory, who, notwithftanding fome extravagancies, 
came nearer to the fpirit and abruptneis of Pin- 
dar, than any of his contemporaries. i 


. | 
Ver. 6co. Earth opening feem’d to groan (a 
fatal fign!) r ‘ 1 


Becaufe Amphiaraus was afterwards to be fwal- 


lowed under ground. Sce the latter end of the 
feventh Thebaid. u 


lum ingens haurit {pecus, et tranfire parentes 4 

Mergit equos: non arma manu, non frena rée 
mifit * 

Sicut erat, rectos defert in Tartara currus: 
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‘ Refpesitque cadens coelum, campumque coire 
w Tngemuit naa” . 
,, E take this to be one of the moit noble deferip- 
tians I ever niet with in any language. be 
‘Ter. 639. Loud thouts each chief that from high 





ot Elis leads 

His native train; &c. : o 
. Thave opened this paffage a little, but with 
due refpect to geography. See the fourth Theb. 
Refupina Bis, demifia Pila. 

Ver. 649. Lives there a warrior in: the world 

: of fame, . 

Whio never heard of Atalanta’s name ? 

The commentators are all mighty merry upon 
thee veries. It feems Statins has confounded the 
Kittory’ of Atalanta {there being two of that 
name) and takes the wife of Hippomenes for that 
of Pelops; the famous racer in days of yore. This, 
jay they, is a remarkable overfight, and very few 
of them can heartily forgive it. The matter is 
hardly worth debate: Poets were never thought 
infallible, Whoever reads the critical adifcourfe 
upon the Iliad, will find many errors even in Ho- 
mer; though not fo many as La Motte fancied. 
Ariftotle, Cicero, and Dionyfius of Halicarnaffas, 
were fellom right ta their quotations. Macrobius 
tells, that Virgil ran into many palpable mittakes, 
purely to difengage himfeif from too much exact. 
nefs, and to imitate Homer, Monf. !a Mothe le 
Vayer has written an entire treatie upon this fub- 
ject; and [ think it worth reading, merely as a 
mortification for human vanity. 

In deference to the above mentioned criticifm, 
T thought fit to leave out, vepigia cun8is indepren- 
fe procis; for there lies all the confulion, * 

Ver. 766. Foot-race.] I mutt own, I think this 
foot-race an inimitable piece of poetry. “Lhe de- 
fign itfelf is equally as juit; the circunittances 

perhaps are more beautiful than thole upon the 
| fame fubject in the Greek or Roman peet. Had 
' Statins given the prize to Idas (than which no- 
| thing was more eafy), I cannot but think the mo. 
yal would have heen highly defective. Yet En- 
ryalus in Virgil wins the rate by downright frau- 
dulence. In tlie defcriptive parts our author bor- 
rows nothing confiderable from either of the above 
cited poets. I with he had taken one circum 
Rance from Homer, which pleales me much, It 
is the paffagé where Ulyffes follows Ajax: 
tle ort 
ym vials wideor awdgos xivv duPiyvPives, 
—His foe he plies, 

And treads each footitep, e’er the duft can rife, 
Ver. 949. Thus in fome ftorm the broken bil- 

lows rile : : 

Round the vaft rock—> 

"Tis with great judgment the poet introduces 
this fimile, which admirably paints the fize and 
unmoveablene(s of Capaneus, I have endeavour. 
ed to give it this turn, adding the epithet vatt, to 
frengthen the idea, A tranflator can feldom'do 
fis author this jultice, and Eee rio reafons againit 
it, if the deviation exceeds not one word. How- 
ever; it is cranifedt the original alludes only to the 





8g 
noife and fudden overflowing of the waters. Tt is 
impoffible to give 2 more lively image of Alcida- 
mas. Statius has compriied himfelf alfo into a 
fhorter compafs than ufual, that the mind might 
not be too much fufpended in the midit of fo im- 
portant an action. Befides, there isa particular 
béauty in the verfification: it feems to ran by 
itarts, thort and violent : 


Affilit, ut preceps cumulo (alit unda, minaces 
In {copulas, et fracta redit 


Ver. 986. Lhe fight of the caefius.] T have takes 
en notice in the Foot-race, that Statius has varied 
from Virgil with admirable judgment. The fame 
may be advanced here in relpect to Homer, who, 
in his fight of the ceftus, rewards infulence and * 
pride, initead of puni(hing them. ‘There is an ex- 
act parity of character between Capaneus and 
Epéus: but not the fame fuccels, The boalter 
in this place meets with the roi manifett difada 
vantage : A great improvement of the moral. 

Upon the whole, it may be required I fhould 
attempt fomething like a comparifon between the 
defcriptions of this game in Homer, Virgil, and 
Statius. To {peak my own (entiments, I cannot. 
but prefer the latter, not only for its greater va< 
riety of incidents, but for the chara@er of attu- 
gance, which is. wrought tp to much more pers 
fedtion: it was-this they all laboured at, Capas - 
neus is fo far blinded with his own admiration; 
that he ftill fancies himfelf the conqueror, though © 
the odds appeared vifibly againft him; fo apt is 
prideto magnify. This is fuperadded to the chae 
racters in Homer and Virgil, and I think ita mo‘ 
natural improvement. 


Ver. 994. The mountain-cyprefs thus;-that firm 
ly flood 

From age to Se ae ae 
Originally, é 

Tile autem Alpini veluti tegiria cupréffiis |: 

Verticis. 

Thave read in one of our modern critics, or in 
fore book of travels, that no cypreffes grow uport _ 
the Alps. The author upon this takes occafion 
tofall foul upon an eminent Roman poet, and 
wonders at his ignorance. It is no matter where 
T met with this remark, it not being of much 
contequence: Yet 1 thought fit to leave out Ale 
pinus, and added a more indeiinite epithet. ~ 

Since my writing this note, I chanced to read 
Beraartius’s coniment upon Statius.* He is 
much chagrined at this overfight. As a fpecimen 
of his humanity atid tate for criticiim, I fhall 
tran{cribe his own words at lengh: “ attigit ut 
“ videtur Papinius hic guttam é flumine Lethess 
** Nam in Alpibus nu(qnam cupreffi: nifi forte 
“ fpeciem pro genere poluit, quod non inepte af: 
we frmare poffumus.’* : . 











Ver. 006: Not half {6 bloody, of with half fuck 
S rage. a 
Two mighty monarchs of the Herd engage: 
Statius feems to have copied this fimile front 
the combat of Hercules and Aclielous, in the 
niath book of Ovid’s Metamorphofes. 
ay 


ty 


pleafure the reader with them both, And fir 
Ovid: 
Non aliter vidi fortes concurrére tauros, 
Cum pretium pugnx, tot nitidifima faltu 
Expetitur conjux . tpectant armenta, paventq. 
Nefcia quem tanti maneat victoria regnic 


Non fic duétores gennini gregis, horrida tauti 
Belia movent: medio conjux fat candida prato 
Victorem expeCtans; rumpunt obriga furentes 
Peuras 


‘The latter, in my opinion, is far more natural 
than the former. There is a beautiful contrat, 
or: variation of nunsbers, very tender and Hows 


ing, in , 








medio conjux———-&e. 
Which is {omewhat faintly preferved in the tranfo 
Jaton, 

Spenter has a fimile tomething of this nature in 
the combat between the Red-Crofs Knight and 
Sansioy, Lib. L. Canto ii. 


Ver. 1029. Nor breath'd its fpirit to congenial 
fis. : 


Or to congenial ftars inore literally, according 
to the ph lufophy of Pythagoras, The wicked, 
fays La‘taitius, were puniihed by their flars (ad 
Apfis aftris, flellifq. are bis words) the good enjoy~ 

“ed their light to ever. Fora farther explication 
of this ancient deetrine, L reter the reader to Ser- 
vias and Regus’s notes upon the 227th tine of 
Virgil's fourth Georgic, Syderis in mumerum, &c. 
See allo Plato in Limo. 


Ver, 1640. So Hercules, ~who long had toii'd 
; in vain, © ~ 
_ Heav'd huge Antheus. .- 
Lcannct but admire this noble fimile; befides 
the parity of. circumitances, .the favage character 
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of Antheus fuits admirably well with the brata 
fury of Agylieus: nor is it 2 {mall compliment t 
little Tydeus, to compare him with Hercules fo 
ftrength. | tancy Spenier drew the ftory of Ma 
leger at large from this piture. “Iam the mori 
inclined to think fo, becauie in the combat d 
Prince Arthur and Pyrshocie§, he tranflates al 
mott literally from Statius thofe verfes that de 
feribe Agylleus after his fall; though it muit br 
owned, he has interwoven a fimile that much im 
proves them. 


Nonght booted it the paynim then to ftrive, 

But as a bittcur in an eagle’s claw, _ 

‘That may not hope by frzht to “fcapt alive, 

Still hopes for death, withadread and trembling 
awe, = 

So he now fubject to the victor’s law 

Did not once move, nor upwards catt his eye.” 


Here end the funeral games, which are put of 
(as in Virgil) by @ prodigy, forebéding that non 
of the feven captains fhould return, except Adraf 
tus: As that in Virgil foretold the burning of the 
fhips by the Trojan matrons. f 

To conclude, whofoever will read the origina 
imhpattially, will find Jtatins to be a much better 
poet than the world imagines. What the tranf 
lation is, I know not; nor can the notes be ex: 
traordinary, when no body has written any thing 
tolerable befote me. The reader may believe o 
difteheve them as he pleafes; [ deliver conjec: 
tures, not doétrines. If my prefent verfion ha: 
the fortune to pleate, I may perhaps proceed far. 
ther: if not, 1 cannot but think myfelf happy it 
aeviving, at leaft, fo fine a piece of poetry. | haw 
but jutt given the tketch of a picture, it remain 
for others to deepen the ftrokes, and finith the 
whole. Whoever can take fuch pains, will oblige 
me, as much as the world. 








: : ' DIVINE POEMS. 
DEDICATION. 


To the Reverend Mr. Hildrop, Matter of Marlborough-School (under whont I had the honour of 
teceiving my education) thele Divine Poems are humbly dedicated by his : : 


PSALM CIV, PARAPHRASED. 
AWAKE, my foul fin hallow’d raptures praife 
Th’ Ahnighty God, who in th’ empyreal height 
Majefic thines, tuo glorious to behold. 
Methinks tie broad expanficn of the tky 
Orerfprea s thy throne: in air thy chambers hang 
Eternal. and unmov'd. Clouds roli'd on clouds ~ 
‘Thy chariot form; in thand’rings wrapt and Gres 

“Thou waik'tt, incumbent on the wings of wind. 

Active ag flames, ali intelle@. Goi forms 
Angeis of effence pure, whefe tiner parts 
Zovilible, and half dffolv’d in light, 


moft obliged, tea 
* and obedient Servant, - 
W. BARTE. 
Should fleet through worlds of air. Th’ Ale 
mighty had ie. | 
Fix'd earth’s eternal bafis, and prefcrib’d | 


| Irs utmoft limits to the-raging main. 


Forth ffoma their deeps a world of watersrofe” 
And deing'd earth He fpoke, the waves ovey'd 
in peace, tubfiding to their ancieut {prings. 


| Part murmur headlong down thr mountain’s fides} 


Part through the vales inflow meaners play,  ~ 

As pleas'd, yet loath to leave the flow’ry fcene. 
Thither by inftin@ lavage beat's repair 

To flake their thirft. » Along the margin trees 

Wave in the wat’ry gleam, amid whol? boughs 



















FABLES, VISIONS, &e. .  Bsy 


Wet the'great and real difficulty till recurred: ) The heav’n-born mufe the ths of nature chofe 3 


Diffcite oft proprid ommunia dicere—— 
Wow far Ihave fucceeded in this, or any other 
particular, is more than I fhall take upon me to 
gonjecture. Nor fhall it be diffembled, but that I 
had a great intlination to give a paraphrafe (or 
metaphrafe rather) of the xxviiith chapter of 
“Deuteronomy ; which,'I believe, hath never yet 
been turned into Englifh verfe. It is doubtlefs 
one of the nobleft picces of poetry in holy ferip- 
ture; being at the fame time fublime, and yet 
plain feemingly familiar, and yet richly diverfi- 
ied. 3 

































Emblems and fables her whole mind difclofe, 
Vistorious o'er the foul with energy of profe! 

‘True poetry, like Ophir’s gold, endures 
All trials, yet its purity fecures; 

Invert, disjoint it, change its very name, 

The effince of the thoughts remains the fame. 
Something there is, which endlefs charms af 
fords; : 

And ftamps the majefty of truth on words, 

The fon of Gideon *, *midit Cherizim’s fhow, 
Unfkill’d in numbers tavght the ftream to flow, 
With confcious pride in’d the aids of art, 
‘And pour'd a full conviction on the heart: 

His cedar, fig-tree, and the brier convey 
"The highe* notions in the humbleft way +. 

In Nathan's fable ftrong and mild confpire, 
‘The fuppliant’s mecknefs and the poet’s fire + 
Till waxen’d natuce bade the ters to Bow, 

And David's mufe affum’d the voice of woe . 

‘The wife, all-knowing Saviour of mankind 
Mix’d eafe with ftrength, and truth with emblem 

join’d: 
Omnifeence, vefted with full pow’r to choofe, 
O’erlooks the ftrong, nor does the weak refute $- 
Leaves pageantry of means to fecbler man, 
And builds the nobleft, on the plaincit plan : 
Divine fimplicity the work befriends, 
And humble caufes reach fublimett ends. 

True flame of verfe, O fanctifying fire f ! 
Warm not my genius, but my heart infpire! 
On my cleans’d lips permit the coals to dwell 
Which from thy altar on Hfaiah fell € ! 

Cancel the world’s applaufe ; and give thy grace 
To me, the meaneit of the tuneful race. es 
Teach me the words of Jefus to impart 

With energy of pow’r, but free from art. 

‘Thy emanations light and heat difpenfe ; 

‘The fucklings fpeech, to children eloquence 
Like Habakkuk **, 1 copy, not indite 5 
"Lim'roas like him, I tremble whilft I write ! 
But Jeremiah with new boldnefs fung, 

When infpiration rufh’d upon his tongue t+ 
‘The pow’rs of facred pocfy were giv’n’ - 

By him, that bears the fignature of heav’n tt 






In this chapter, the change of ideas and events 
from a ftate of obedience to a ftate of difobedience, 
exhibits a power of language, imagery, and juft 
thinking, which naunin{pired writings cver have 
faid clam to wit ie or ever hail. But, wea 
Tcame to take a clofer view of the precipice and 
its dangers, ‘my heart trembled, as Job fays, and 
‘was moved out of its place; I threw down the 
pencil in defpair, and ‘eft the undertaking to fome 
abler hand; namely, fo fome future Milton, Dry- 
den, or Pope. 

Upon the whole, I may perhaps venture to per- 
fuade myfelf, that the intention of the prefent 
work is commendable, and that the work, when 

erufed, may prove ufeful (more or lefs) to my 

ellow Chriftians. ” 

- Confcious of my own inabilities, and being de- 
firous that the reader may reccive fome advantage 
by cafting his eyes over thefe pocms, I have add- 
ed, in a few notes, the moft remarkable paflages 
Thad an eye to in the holy fcriptures, and in the 
writings of the primitive fathers; they being the 
only compafs and charts which I have made ufe of 
in my navigation. ° 

A mixture of pleafing and inflrudtive poetry 
cannot fuil to engage the attention of all rational 
and ferions readers; For, as it is hurtful to drink 
wine, or water alone; and as wine mingled with 
water is pleafant, and delighteth the tafte; even 
fo {peech, finely framed, delighteth the ears of 
them that read the ftory. . 

a Maccab, ch. ult. v. ult. 





CHRIST’s PARABLE OF THE SOWER. anereet 


Whew vernal fhow’rsand funfhine had unbound 
‘The frozen bofom of the torpid ground, 
When breezes from the weftern world repair 
To wake the flaw’rs and vivify the air, 

Tl’ indwftrious peafant left his carly bed, 
And o’er the fields his feeds for harveft fpread. | 


{ will incline mine ear toa parable: 1 will open my 
dark faying upon the harp. Pfalm xlix. 4. 

All thefe things fpake Jefus unto the multitude in 
parables. Withoutt a parable fpake he not un- 
to them. Matth. xiii, 34. 5 

A wife man will keer, and increafe learning, and 
aman of onderftanding fhaii attain unto wife 
counfels: To underftand a proverb (a parable) 
and the interpretation; the words of the wife, 
and their dark fayings. Prov. i. 5. 6. 


* Fotham. 

$+ See the whole parable, Fudg: ix. 7, 21. 

$ On this occasion David compofed the 50th pfalm, 

§ Uh is the uniform doétrine of foripture, “ That 
fight foall perifo from she Suit, ‘and the flrong foall 
not firengthen bis farce, neither foal the mighty de~ 
liver bimfelf? Amos ii. 14. ; 

16. 2 Theff ii. 13. 2 Pet. i. 2s 


INTRODUCTION. 


Lone e’er th’ Afcrean * bard had learnt to fing, 
©r Homer's fingers touch’d the fpeaking fring; 
Long eer the fupplemeatal arts had found 

tr embroid’ry 3} auxiliary fouud ; 


* Hefat. 





Dew 
Ht Feri 6, Ke. B5g- 
“He Fobn vin 27. - 








3H 





+ Condemn’d in feanty penury to dwell, 


* Whilt burnitig funs their vital juice exhal’d, 


* Here daws with riotous exceffes feed, 
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‘With equal hand, and at a diftance due, The harveft overcomes the reapers’ toil: ~ 
So feeble is the hind, fo {trong the foil *. 
Man’s Saviour thus his parable exprefs’d;, 
He that hath ears to hear, may feel the Teft.” 
INTERPRETATION, : 
Tae gift of knowing js to all men giv'nf; ~ 
All know, but few perform, the will of heav'n; 
They hear the found, but mifs the fenfe convey'&, 
And lofe the fubftance, whili they view the thade, 
When fpecious doGtrines hover round a mind 
Which is not vitally with heav'n conjoin’d, 
The vifionary objeéts float and pafs . 
Tranfient as figures, gliding o’er a glafs: 
Each but a momentary vifit makes, 
And cach fupplies the place, the laft forfakes — 
Satan for ever fond to be em toy’d, 
(And chan ing minds ev’n afk to be deftroy’d t), 
Marks well th’ infirm of faith; and foon fupplies 
Phantoms of truth, and fubflattces of lies: 
Killing the dying, he a conqueft gains; 
And, from a little, fleals the poor remains. 
Reafon, man’s guardian, by negleé&, or fleep 
Lofes that caftle, he was meant to keep. 
The feeds upon a flinty farface caft, 
Denote the worldly-wife, who think in hafte: 
Who change, for changing’s fake, from right te 
wrong, 
Conftant to nothing, and in nothing long; 
To-day they hear the word of God with joy, 
‘To-morrow they the word of God deftroy 5 
Indiff’rent, to affert, or to deny: 
With zeal they flatter, and with zeal decry. 
Such is the fool of wit! who ftrives with paing 
To lofe that paradife the peafant gains———— 
Whenever adverfe fortine chokes the way, 
When danger threats, or clouds o’ercaft the day, 
This plant of cafvalty, unfix’d at root, 7 . 
Shakes with the blaft, and cafts his unripe fruit; { 
But, when the ftorms of poverty arife, 
And perfecution ev'ry virtue tries, 
Mindlefs of God, and trufting to himfelf f, 
He ftrands heay'n’s freightage on a dang’ rous fhelf.., 
Averfe to learn, and more averfe to bear, 
He finks, the abje@ victim of defpair ! 
The men of pow’r and pomp refemble feeds 
Sown on rich earth, but chok’d with thorns and 
weeds, : 
Religion ftrikes them, but they fhun the thought ; 
Behold the profit, and yet profit nought. 


(impartially to ev'ry furrow true) 

“The lite-tupporting grain he jultly threw *, 

As was the culture, fuch was the return; 

Of weeds a forett, or a grove of corn. - 

Bot, where he dealt the gift on gratcful foils, 

Harvetts of induttry o’er-paid his toils. 

“ Some feeds by chance on brafhy + grounds he 
“threw, é 

And fome the winds to flinty head-lands blew : 

Sudden they mounted, premature of birth, 

But pin'd and ficken’d, unfypply'd with carth: 








And, as the roots decay’d, the foliage fail'd. 
Some feeds he ventui’d on ungrateful lands, 
Tough churlith clays, and loofe unthrifty faydss 
‘The ftep dame foil refus'd a nurfe’s care: . 
‘The plants were fickly, juicelefs, pale, and bare, 

On trodden paths a cafua) portion fell: 


And hali-deny’d the matrix of a cell : 

‘While other feeds, lets fortunate than they, 
Slept—Mary'd and naked on the hard high-way, 
From frofts defencelefs, and to birdsa prey. 


Aud choughs, the cormorants of grain, facceed ; 
Next wily pigeons take their filent land, 
And {parrows laft, the gleaners of the lund. 
Another portion mock'd the feedfman’s toil, 
Dilpens’d. upon a fich, but weedy foil: 
Fat nnctuons juices gorg’d the rank-fed root ; 
And plethories of fap produe’d no fruit, 
Hence, here the hi leAupplying grain ‘was fpread, 
‘The rav’nous dock uprears its mifcreant head; | 
Infatiate thitles, tyrants of the plains; 
And, lurid hemlock, ting’d with pois’nous ftains. 
What thefe might fpare, th’ encroaching thorns 
* demand ; ac Aie : 
Exhan‘ certh's virtue, and perplex the land }. 
At lat, of precioys grain 4 chofen thare 
‘Was fown on predileted land with care: 
(A cultar’d fpot, accuftom'd to receive 
All previous aids that induftry can give ;) 
‘The well-tarn’d foil with auburn brightnefs fhone, 
Mellow'd with nitrousair and genial fun: 
An'harmony of mold, by nature mixt! 
Not light as air, nor asa cement fix'd: 
jut firm enough t’ embrace the thriving root, 
Yet give free expanfe to the fibrous thoot ; 
Diluting, when difturb'd by lab’ring hands, 
And telling Sweet, when fhow’rs retrcth the lands. 
Scarce could the reapers’'arms the theaves contain, 
And thé full garners fwell’d with golden grain ; 
(Unlike the havelts of degen’rate days) ~ 
One omer fown, one hundred fold repays: 








® Imbecillior colonus quive ager. COLUMELLA. 
$ To fin againf knowledge is a greater offence than 
an ignorant trefpafs, in proportion as a fault, which 
is capable of no excufe, is more beineus than a fault 
which admits of a tolerable defence.* J. Mant. Ry. 
ad Orthod. en it is a fini 
“ Ignorance will not excufe when it is a fin in 
iy ; amare Vet. 
+ $ He that is idle tempts Satan to fet him towork.” 
7 Curysost. Hom. 
Pious Feremy Taylor once faid to a lady, © Madan, 
if you do pci beasts pe toe Bi will.” 
‘The fon of Sirach gives alfe ibe following - advice: 
Sexd thy fon to labour, that be be ‘not idle; for idlo~ 
nef teacheth much evit.”. CL xxxiil. V. 27. 
I We are all careful about fmal! matters, and new : 
gligent in the greateft; of which thit is the reafon, 
we know not where true felicity it.” St. HURON. * 


Rich produ; to a bountiful excefs ; 
Nor ‘ought we miore to afk, nor more poffefs{ 

“ « Blofs God, who bath given thee the tevo dena~ 
vii, namely, the lave and the gofpeh, in recompenfe for 
thy fobreifion and labour.” Cunesosr. Hom.in Luc. 
To, i . 





«t Brafby lands, in an’ buftandry-fenfe, Sgnify lands 
Bhat aré dry, faallow, gravelly, and pebbly.” Such fort 
Of grounds the old Romans called glareas + : 

if ‘Fejuna quiders clivofi glarea ruring 

- Vina. Georg. II. 





4 Sec Hofea x. 4. and & 
to ee ee wi rk 


FABLES, VISIONS, &. 


Heav'n’s high rewards they fifcntly contemn, 
And think the prefent world fuffices them, 
Meanwhile ambition leads the fonl aftray, 
Far from its natal walk, th’ ethereal way3 
Int’reft affaffins friendthip ev'ry hour, 


‘Tguth warps to ‘cuftom, confcience bends to 
pow'r, 

-Till all the cultivating hand receives 

%q empty bloffom, and death-blafted leaves, 

Idiots in judgment; baffled o’er and o'er; 

Still the fame bait, ftill circumvented more ; 

Self-vidtims of the cunning they adore! 

Wife without wifdom, buly to no end; 

Man ftill their foe, and heav’n itfelf no friend! 
‘The chofen feed, on cultur’d ground, are they 

Who humbly tread the evangelic way. 

‘The road to heav’n is uniform and plain : 

Alt other paths are ferpentine and vain. 

‘The true difciple takes the word reveal'd, © 

Nor rufhes on the funétuary conceal’d, 

Whilft empty reas'ner’s empticft arts employ 5 

Nothing they build, and all things they deftroy! 
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The provident of heav'n unlocks his ftore, 
To clothe the naked, and to feed the poor: 


To each man gen’rous, and to each man juft, 


Conicious of a depofitary trutt. 

Patient of cenfure, yet condemning none ; 
Piacid to all, accountable to one. 

Ev'nin profperity he fears no lofs, 

Expects a change, and ftarts not at the crafe, 
Al injuries by patience he furmounts; 

All fuff 'rings God’s own med’cines he accounts $§ 
Studious of good, and penitent for ill, 

Still hort of grace, yet perfevering fill; 

As juft and true as erring nature can, 

(For imperfection fects its flamp on man.) 
Heav’n marks the faint, her manfions to adorn, 
And, having purg’d the chaff, accepts the corn, 





* The Preacher writes beautifully upon this fubjet?. 
Eeclus, ii. 
In like manner St. Chryfoflem informe us, © That, in 
proportion as: God adds te aur tribulation, be aide 


dikewife to our retribution.” . 





THE ASCETIC; oR, 


THOMAS A KEMPIS, 


A VISION. 


Ta omnibus requiem quéfivi, et nufguam inveni, nif iz angulis, et Hbellis. 


Symbol. Kempifian. 


° . At nunc, difcuffa rerum caligine, verum 
Afpicis ; illo alii rurfus jactantur in alto, 


At tua fecuros portus, blandamque quietem 
Intravit, non quaffa ratis. 


ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER. 


Art the end of the XIfth ftanza in this poem, I 
had feverat inducements for venturing to change 

. the ode into heroic meafure.’ The firtt was, that 
Ymight diverfify the doctrinal part from the de- 
{criptive. The fecond was, that our excellent 
and moft learned poet, Cowley, had given me his 
authority for making this change, in his poem de 
Plantis, But the third and truer reafon was, that 
T found it next to impracticable, to deliver fhort, 
unadorned, didactical fentences confiftently with 
the copioufnefs, irregularity, and enthufiafm pecu- 
liar to ode-writing.-.-Let the reader only make 
the experiment, and I flatter myfelf he will join 
with me in opinion.-.Nor have I deparred any 
, further than in a metaphor or two from that ori- 
| ginal fimplicity which characterizes my author, 
however difficult and felf-denying tach an under- 
taking might be in a poetical compofition. What 
gave me warning was, that Caftalio and Stanhope 
had both {poiled ‘Thomas 4 Kempis by attempting 
to adorn him with flowery lansuage, falie cle- 
gauce, and glaring imagery. And, by the’ way, 
w this canfe may be attributed the mifcarriages 
4 Many poets (otherwife confelfedly eminent) 
in their paraphrafes of the pfalms of David. the 





book of fob, &c, The grandeur of feriptural Cub- 1 


_ Strat. Syl. L. TL 


limity, or fimplicity, admits of few or no embel, 
lithments.. George Sandys, in the reign of 
Charles I feems only to have known this fecret. 


And in the morning, rifing up a great while bes 
fore day, he went and departed into a tulitary 
place, and there prayed. Marx i. 355 


Deep in a vale, where cloud-born * Rhyne 
Through meads his alpine waters roli’d, 
Where panfies mixt with daifies thine, 
And afphodels inftar’é with gold ; 
‘Two forefts, fkirting round the feet 
Of everlafting mountains, meet, 
Half-parted by an op’ning glade; 
Around. Hercynian oaks are fecn.-« 
Larches }, and fs ever-green, 
Unite their hofpitable fhade, 
Ampear!’d with dew, the rofy morn 
Stood tip-toe * cn the mountain's brow ~ 








* This river takes its rife from one of the 
bighef? ice-mountains in Switzerland. 

+ The fpecies of la-ch-tree here meant is cale 
led Semper sirens? the cther tarches are deciduis 
Soltis. 


* Tip-toe. Shakfpeare 


at 


Gleams following gleams the heav’ns adorn, 
And gild the theatre below : 

Nature from needful flumber wakes, 

And from her mifty eye-balls thakes 

"The balmy dew's of foit repofe : 

‘The pious lark with grateful lays 

Afcends the fkies, and chants the praife _ 
‘Which man to his Creator owes f. 


When lo! a venerable fire appears, 

With fprightly fuotiteps hatt’ning o'er the plain; 
His treffes bore the marks of fourfcore years, 
‘Yet free from ficknefs he, and void of pain: 

His eyes with half their youthful clearne(s fhone {. 
Still.on his checks health’s tincture gently glow’d, 
His.aged voice retain’d a manly tone, 

His peaceful blood in equal tenor flow’d ; 

At length, beneath a beechen fhade reclin'd, 

He thus pour'’d forth to Heav’n the tranfports of 
¢ his mind, 

« Come untome” (Meffiah cries.) 

“All that arg laden and opprefs'd :* 





$ % Beforc'we engage in worldly bufineft, or 
any common amufements of life, let us be care- 
ful to confecrate the firft-fruits of the day, and 
the very beginning of our boly thoughts unto the 
service of God.” ; Sz. Baste. 

$ Thomas & Kempis had no manifef infirmities 
of old age, and retained bis eye-fight perfec to the 

dof, 
All that Ihave ever been ableto learn in Ger- 
many, upon good authority. concerning him, is as 
follows: be was born at Kempis, or Kempen, a 
fmall walled town in the dutchy of Cleves, and 
diocefe of Cologn. His family-name was Hamer- 
dein, which fignifies, in the German language, a 
little hammer. We find alfo that bis parents were 
named John and Gertrude Hamerlein. He lived 
chiefly in the monajflery of Mount St. Agnes ; 
where his efisy. together with a profpe of the 
monaflery, was engraven on a plate of copper that 
ties over bis body. The faid monajtery és now 
called Bergh-Clovjter, or, as we might fay in 
Englifh, Hill Cloyjter. Many firangers in their 
Gravels vifit it. hempis was certainly one of the 
beft and greateft men fince the primitive ages. 
His Book of the Imitation of Chrift has Jeen near 
Sorty editions inthe original Latin, and above fixty 
Tranflations have been made from it into modern 
danguages. | . 

Our author died Auguft the 8th, 1471, aged 92 

APS. . 

In the engraving on copper above-mentioned, 
and lying over his grave, is reprefented a perjon 
refpecifuily prefenting to him a label, on wpich is 
written, a verfe to this effcd : 

“ OF! where ts Peace? for Thaw its paths 
aft trod. == 

Yo which Kempis returns aucther ftrip of pa- 

_ per, inferibed as follows: 
“ In poverty, retirement, and with God.” 

He was a canon regular of Auguftins, and fub- 
prior of Mount St. dgnes’ monajiery. He com- 
pofed bis treatife On the Imitation of Chrif, in the 
fxtyfirfl year of bis age, as appears froma note 
of bis owa writing in the library of kis convent. 


THE WORKS OF HARTE. 


“ Fo thee Icome” (my heart replies) 

“ Q Patron of eternal reft !” ; 

“ Who walks with me” {rejoins the voice) 
“ In pureft day-light (hail rejoice, 


~ Incapable to err, or fail.” 


With thee f walk, my gracious God; 
Long I've thy painful foottteps trod, 
Redeemer, Saviour, Friend of all * © 


Heav’n in my youth beftow’d each good 
Of choicer fort: in fertile lands 

A decent patrimony ftood, 

Sufficient for my juft demands. 

My ferm was pleafing; health refin’d 

My blood ; a deep-difcerning mind 
Crown’d all the reft; ---The fav'rite child 
Of unaffected eloquence, 

Plain nature, unfcholaflic fenfe--- 

And once.or twice the mufes fmil’d! 


Bleft with each boon that fimpler minds defire, 
Till Heav’n grows weary of their naufcous pray’rs, 
Imade the nobler option to retire $, oe 
And gave the world to worldlings and their heirs ; 
The warrior’s laurels, and the ftatefman’s fame, 
The yain man’s hopes for titles and employ, 

The pomp of tation, and the rich man’s name, 

T left for tools to feck, and knaves v enjoy }; . 

An early whifper did its truths impart, 

And all the God conceal'd irradiated my heart, 
Happy the man who turns to Heav'n, 
When on the landfcape’s verge of green 
Old-age appears, to whom "ts giv’'a 

To creep in fight, but fy, unfeen! 
Stealer of marches, fubtile foe, 

Sinon of ftratagem and woe!" - 

Thy fatal blows ah! who can ward? 
Around the lurks a motely train 

Of wants, and fears, and chronic pain, 
The hungry Croats of thy guard. 

(Thus on the flow’r-cnamel’d lawn, 
Unconfcidus of the leaft furprife, 

In thoughtlefs gambols fports the fawn, 
Whiltt veil’d in grafs the tygrefs lies, ~ 
fhe filent trait’rets crouches low, 

Her very lungs furceafe to blow ¢.2.- - 
At length the darts on hunger’s wings 
Sure ot her diftance and fuccefs, 
Where Newton could but only guefs, ~ 
She never miffes, when fhe fprings §.) 











* Imitation of Chrift, Lib. I. C. i. : 

+ “ Solitude is the beft {chool wherein to learn * 
the way to Heaven.” Sr. Jexom, 

. * Worldly honours ave a trying fnare to men . 
ofan exalted fation; of courje their chief care - 
mufi be, to put themfelves out of the reach of envy 
by bumility.”. NEpoTIAN. 

“ The pleafures of this world are only the mo- 
mentary coniforts of the miferable, and not the rea 
wards of the happy.” Sr. Aucust. 

¢ Cutera folicite jpeciofa incommoda vita 

. Permifi flultis querere, babere malis. 

. : Covzrelws de Plant. 

§. This parenthefis was inferted by way of mm 
tating the famous parenthefis in Horace’s Ode. 
which begins 

Qualem minifirum fulminis alilem, Ze. 


: THE ASCETIC: OR, THOMAS. A KEMPIS. ° 


More truly wife the man, whofe early youth * 

Is offer'd a free oif’ring to the Lord, 

A [elf-eididted votary to truth, 

Servant through choice difciple by accord! 

Heav’n always did th’ unblemith’d turtle choofe, 

Where health conjoin’d with {pirit moft abounds. 

Heav’n feeks the young, nor does the old refufe, 

~But youth acquits the debt, which age compounds! 

f-wkward in time, and four'dwith felt-di(grace, 

‘Ue {pendthrift pays his all, and takes the bank. 
rupt’s place. 


‘Thus fpoke the venerable fage, 

Who ne'er imbib’d Mreonian lore, 
Who drew no aids from Maro’s page, 
And yet to nobler flights conld foar. 
Taught by the Soliméan maid; 

With native elegance array'd 

He gave his eafy thoughts to flow ; 
The charms which anxious art deny’d 
Truth and fimplicity fupply’d, 
Melodious in religious woe. 


Poet in fentiment ! He feels 

The flame; nor feeks from verfe’s aid ! 
The veil which artful charms conceals, - 
‘To real. beauty proves a fhade. 

When nature’s out-lines dubious are, 
Verie decks them with a flight cymarr f ; 
‘True charms by art in vain are dreft. 
Not icy profe could damp his fire: 
Antenfe the flame and mounting high’r, 
Brightly victorious when opprett | 


By this time morn in all its glory thone; 
‘The fun's chatte kifs abforb’d the virgin dew: 
‘Th’ impatient peafant with'd his labour done, 
‘The cattle to th’ umbrageous ttreams withdrew : 
Beneath a cool impenetrable thade, 

uiet, he mus'd. So Jonas fafely fate 
(When the fwift gourd her palmy leaves difplay'd) 
£0 tee the tow’rs of Ninus bow to fate t. ° 
‘Th’ Afcetic then drew forth a parchment-{croll, 
And thus pour’d out to Heav’n th’ effufions of his 

foul. 


THE MEDITATION OF THOMAS A KEMPIS. 


(1.) 'T1s vanity to with for length of days; 

‘The art of living well is wife men’s praife, 

If death, not length of tite, engag’d our view, 

Life would be happier, and death happier too (a). 
Nature forefhows our death: ’tis God's decree ; 

‘The king, the infect dies: and fo muit we. 

What's natural, and common to us all, 

‘What neceffary-— none fhould evil call. 

Check thy fond love of life, and haman pride ; 

Shall man repine at death, when Chrift has dy’d? 





*« Even from the flower till the grape was 
ripe, bath my heart delighted in wifdom.” 
. Eccuus. li. 15. 
“« t A thin covering of the gaufe, or farcenet-kind. 
aa Dry. Cymon & Lphigen. 
} Jowan, iv. 6.” 5 
- (a) This and the following paffages marked 
with a note of reference are extraéted almoft ver- 
Batim from Kempis's Book of the Imitation of 
ori. Lib, IG. 16 9. See aife Lib. I, C, 19. a3. 
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(2.) He that can calmly view the mafk of death, 
Will never tremble at the face beneath : 
Probationer of Heav’n, he ftartsno more - 
To fee the laft fands ebb, than thole before*. 
(3-) in vain we argue, boaft, elude, defcant ;--« 
No map is honeft that’s afraid of want. 
No blood of confeffors that bofom warms f, 
Which ftarts at hunger, as the worft of harms. (3) 
(4.) The man with Ghriftian perfeverance fir'dt, 
Check’d but not ftopp’d ; retarded but not tix’d; 
Straiten’d by focs, yet fure of a retreat, Z 
In Heav’n’s protection retts fecurely great § = 
Hears ev'ry {harp alarm without difmay; 
Midft dangers dauntlefs, and midft terrors gay; 
Indignant of obftrudtion glows his flame, 
And, ftruggling, mounts to Heav'n, from whence. 
it came: . hak 0 
Opprefs'd it thrives; its own deftroyers tires, 
And with unceafing fortitude afpires (c). 
When man defponds (of human hope bereft, 
Patience and Chriftian heroifm are left (d). 
Let patience be thy firft and laft concern: 
The hardett tafk a Chriftian has to learn j! ! 
Life’s pendulum in th* other world fhall make 
Advances, on the fide it now goes back, 
By force, a virtue of celeftial kiad 
Was never ttorm’d ; by art ’tisundermin'd J. 
(s-) All (eek for knowledge, Knowledge is ne 
more . 
Than this; to know ourfelves, and God adore. 
Wouldit thou with profit feek, and learn with 
Unknown thyfelf, in folitude remain (e). [gain?-—= 
Virtue retires, but in retirement blooms, 
Full of good works, and dying in perfumes **, 





* “© Death, when compared to tife, feems to be, 
@ remedy, and not a punijhment.” St. Macar. 

On the fame point another primitive Chrijlian 
hath olferved, “ That the Supreme Being made 
life foort ; fince, as the trousles of it cannzt be 
removed from us, we may the foouer be removed 
from them.” St. BERNARD. 

t “ Dif thou fear poverty 2? Chrift calis the 
poor man bleffed.-Art thou afruid of tubour 2 
Pains are productive of a crown---Ast thot buna, 
gry? A true confidence in God fears no famine >. 
--for the Supreme Governor of the world be~ 
holds thy warfare ; and prepares \ for thee a crown 
of glory and everlafiing refi.”~- . 

: -. Hreron. ia Epig, 

(6) L. I. Thom. & Kempis. 

4 Perfeverance is an image of Sternity.” 

St. Bernarp. 

§ “ The greatefl fafety man can have is to fear 
nothing but God.” SENEC. 

“ Human fear depreffes, the fear of God exhila 
rates.” GassIan, 

(c) Imitat. of Chrif, L. N.C. 5. Ibid. C. 19, 
No. 1. 

(4) Ibid. C. 35. No.9. Ibid. C. 18. No. 2 

UI See alfo Criufin's Holy Court, Patt I. L. 3. 
Sect. 32. Fol. 1650. : * 

i“ True Chrifian piety was never made areal 
captive ; it may be killed, but cannot be conguer= 
ede” - Sr. Jerom. 
{e} Imitat. of Chrift, L. 1. C. 20, L.TL C. 10. 
*S “ The retired Chriftian, ia feeking after an 

- Ses ee : 
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In thy own heart the living waters rife *; 
Good coufcience is the witdom of the wife (f)! 
Man’s only conziden:e, unm xt with pride, 
3s the firm trutt (g)} chat God :s on his fide ¢! 
Like Aaros’s rod tne faithful and the juft, 
Torn itom their tree, fhall blofom in the duft. 
(“.) God, fays the clicf o: penitents {, is one 
Who gives Himfelt, his Spirit, and his Son. 
* Is hunger irkforne 2 Chou by him art fed 
“ With quail. miraculous, and heav’nly bread. 
“Ts thirtt oppretbve 2——Litt thy eyes, and fee 
* Cavradts of water f.ll trom rocks for thee, 
@ Art thou in darknels?—Uncreated light 
“-Isall thy own, and guides thy erring fight. 
“ Is nakednefs thy ict Yet ne’er repine, 
© the yveftments of eternity are thine. 
“¢ Art thou a widow ?God's thy confort true. 
“ Art tiou an orphan ?=-He's thy father too." 
(7) The men of fcience aim themfelves to 
thow fl 
And know jut what imports them not toknow (4). 
(Once having mifs'd the truth, they farther 
ftray + 
As men ride fafteft who have loft their way) ; 
Whili the poor peafam that with dailv care 
Lm» roves bis lands, and offers neav'n bis pray'r, 
‘With confcious boldnets may produce his face 
Where proud phiivfophers Mall want a place (i). 
Pilofuphy in anxious doubts expires: 
Religion trims her laiay, as life retires (2). 
True taith, like yold, into the furnace calt, 
Maintains its Rerling pureneds to the lait. 


~ a a. 


hapty Fife, aftually enjoys one; and poffeffes that 
already which he onty fancies he is purfui.g.” 
F ST. LUCHER, 
* Drink waters out of tine own cifierns. 
Prov vit, See ufo Kev. axiet. “nd he 
foowed me a pure river of water of ‘ife, clear as 
eryftal” See Joun. vii. 28. 

CP) Umivat. of jefus Chit. LLG. 5. 

Cy) Amitut. of Jelus Chri. Lin IL C. co. 

_ tt Lhe only mens of obtair ing true fecurity 

ts to commit all our interofts to God, who conflant- 
ody knows, ana is ever wii -g to beftow geod things 

on twem that «fi him as the; ought.” Casstan. 

“ Security is nowhere bu in the love and 
Sercice of God. 11 is neither in heaven, nor para- 
dife, much lefs in the prefent world. In beaven 
the angeis fell from the divine prefence: In pa- 
railife Adu loft bis’ abode of pleafure: in the 
world Judas feel from the {hoot of our Saviour.” 

St. Dernagp. 
$ St. Muguft. The ten tines marked with in- 
werted commas are a literal tranflation fi om bim. 

Wt Zt ts good to know mechs und tive well: 
Bat if we cunnot attain both, it is better to depre 
Piety than learning ; for knowledge makes ne man 
truly happy, nov doth happine)s confft in ixtel- 
tell Lacyuifitions The only varuabse thing it a 
relivious ife.” Sti. Greg. wagn. Meral. 

_ Aniag ia,“ That cnly is the beft knowledge 
wbich makes usbetter.? — * 
(A) Imitat cf Chrif. 
CO) led. + She 
‘C)lnitat. of Jefus Chrift, L. I C. 10, 








THE WORKS OF HARTE.: 


Confcience will ev'ry pious a attett *e 

A filent panegyrif, but the bei! ee : 
(8.) All chattifements for private ‘ufe as 

iwns; 

The revelations perfonal of heav’n (2) ¢2 

But man in mifery miitakes his read, 

Sighs for loit joys, and never turns t= God (m). 

Heav’n more than meets her chid with torrow 

try'd; 4 

Her dove brings olive, e’er the waves fubfide (7). 

Man gives but ouce. and grudges when we fue 5 

Heav n makes old gifts the precedents for new. 
(y-) Afflittions have their usc of ev'ry kind 5 

At ouce they humble and exalt the mind: 

Che ferment of the foul by juft degrees 

Rehnes the true clear fpirit from the lees (0). 

Boait as we will, aud argue a> we can, 

None ever knew the virtues of a man, 

Except affliction fifts the tiour from bran (p): 

Say, is it much widignivies to bear, 

When Goa for thee thy nature deign’d to wear 2 

Jf lander vilifies the good man’s name, 

lt hurts not, but prevents a future fiame. 

Lhe centure and reproaches of mankind 

Are the true Chrittian mentors of the mind, 

No other way bumiliry is gaia; 

No other way yain-glory 1s reitrain’d. 

Nor worie, nar better we, if praife or blame 

Litt or depretit he man is itil the fame (,, ). 

‘Tbe happy, if they're wife, mutt #ii things igars 

Nor veed th’ unhappy, if they’re good, detpair, 
(40.) Hard is the taik "gainft nature’s urength 

to itrive 

Perfection is the lot of none alive ; . 

Or grant frail man could tread th’ unerring road, 

How could we iuffer for the take of God (7)? 

Aftiiction’s ordeal, tharp, but brightly fines; 

Sep’rates the gold, and ev'ry vie caicines. 

Jn adverfe fortune, wher the tiorm runs high, 

Aad ficknets graves death's image on the eye, 


° As in water face anfwereth to face, fo the 
heart of man to man PRov. xxvii. ty.“ Thou 
canft avoid, fooner or later, whatever moificte 
thee, except thy uwn conjeience,” 

AUGUSTIN, in Pfalin xx. 

() Imitat. of Fefus Coript, Ls LC. 13. 

t fob axxvi. 43. “© dt is the work und prow 
vidence of God's fecret counjel, that the days of 
the ele& flcud be troubled in their pilgrimage. 
This prefent life is the way to cur eterutabcde : 
God therefore in Lit fecret wi dom «flids our 
travel with coniinual trouble, left the aeights of 
our journey right take away the defire of our 
Journey's end.” Sti. Cree Mag. 

“ No fervant of Chrift is without afiificn. If 
you expel to be free from perfecution, you have 
not yet fo much as begun to be a Gor iftian. 

& Sr. Aucust. 

(x) Imitat. poor LLG. | 

(2) Imitat. of Chrift, ibid. See aijaGen. vil. IX. 

(2) dmitat. of Chrift, L. 1. C. 13. 

(p) Hid. Lib. 1. C. 16. Lib. HL GQ, 22, Sem 
ajo Amos ix. 3. and Luke xxii. 3. a 

() Jad. LL Gg. 

tr) dbid. * 





THE ASCETIC: OR, THOMAS A KEMPIS. 


Nor wealth, norrank, nor pow’r, affuage the grief, 
Aik God ta fend thee patience or relief (4). 

The infant Mofes "fcap’d his watery grave ®. 
Heav'n halt.o’erwhelms the man it means to fave ! 
(rr) Th’ amb.tious and the covetous de fire 
More than theie worth deferves, or wants require: 

- Not merely tur the profit things may yield, 
“Raut ah, their neighbour's pittance maims their 
field: 
Thus, gain'd by force, or fraudulent defign, 
‘The grapes of Naboth yteld them bloud tor wine t 
(12.) Nothing but wuth can claim a jaiting 
date (7); : 
‘Time is trath’s (ureft judge, and judyes late: 
And, for thy guide, be he alone belicv'd, 
‘Who never can deceive, nor is decetv'd $! y 
Thas fafe through waves the (ons of Is'ret trod ; 
Their better magnet -was the lamp of God : 
And thus heav'n’s (tar, earth's humble fepherds 
led 
To their Meffial in his humbler bed, 
(t3 ) Flatery and fame at death the vain forfake, 
And other knaves and fools their honours take t. 
(14) Veaze not thy mind; nor run a reitlefs 
round f 
Tn arch of {cience better loft than found. 
Still teach thy ful a fober courfe to uy, 
And thun the track of fingularity | 
(5.) Prefumptuous Hights and {ceptical debates 
Foretel (Caffandea lik) the fall of ftates, 
So Greece and Rome (oun moulder'd to decay, 
When Epicurus fyftem gain’ the day. 
Bat thote who make protanencés ftand for wit, 
Delp'rate apply the pigeons to their feet: 
Baskrupts of fente, and impudently bad 5 
‘Their judyinent ruin'd, and ther fancy mad! 
Like Dani-t’s J] Goaz in ** th’ inivience of youth, 
Stars they dup.ace, and overturn the truth, 
(1%.) de, who adopts religions, wrung of right, 
Js not a convert, but an hypocrite: 


(5) Initat. of Chrift, Le iii. Gg. 
* Exod ii. 5. 
a» 4% dhat's evenfe to Naboth, when be faid, 


Give me thy vineyard that { nay muke it a garden 
of kerbs, reprefents in a Lively mauner the pre- 
tenccs that wearicieus anl ambitious mea ufe, 
twhen they want to mace new acquifitions. They 
Hie to their confeiences ; apting a feeming irifie, 
anl meuning to chtain jumetwing very valuable” 
fi . St Amarose. 
(t) Anitat. of Fefus Chri, LTC. 3. 
}—— Neque decipitur, neque decipit unguom. 
Mani. 
“There is no work that shows more urt and 
ind ifiry than the texture cf a fpider's web. The 
aeiveute threuds.are fo nicely difprfed, and fo cu- 
ricufly interwoven one with another, that you 
woud th.nk it produced by the labour of @ celef 
tla: be? 
and wnfuiflratia. A breath of ayind tars it to 
pieess, and carries ita vaye Pull fo are worltly 
aeytifitions nade by men in exalted Hat.cas, and 
reputed.y wife age cunning” ORIGEN. 
© Yo ax vii. 10. 18 
“* The prophet bere meant, by the Goat, the 
ding of Greece, the region of vain bbugophy. 





i yet nothing ia the event is more fragil ; 





Him, feeming what he is not, man efteems; 

God hates him, for he is not what he ieems, : 
ihe bull-ruth thus a fpectous ourfide wears, ~ 
Smooth as the thining rind the poplar b-ars: 

But ttrip the cov’ring of its polifh'a thin, 

and all is usfubutantial [ponge within. 

Waen not a whitper breathes upon the trees, 
Uninov’d it itands, but bends with every breeze, 
At bows th? ablution of a tilver flood, 

But feecis on mire, and roots itielt in mud. . 

(17.) Seit-love is toolith, criminal, and vain * 
Theretore, O man, fuch partial views reiraing 
and often take this couniel for a ruley 
To pleate one’s feif is but to pieale one faol } 

(43. Thegims we givé, we keep: The alo, 

we fave 
We lofe: Poftcifing only what we gave }. 
But if vain-glory prompts the tongue to boatt, 
In vain we ftrive to give, the giit is lott 
Wealth, unbeitow'd. 1s the ioai's alchymy some 
Mulers have wealth, bat ratte it not yomand die. ~ 

In ev'ry purfe that th’ avariciuus bears, 
There's ititl a rent, which way Satan tears {}s 
A man may mend it, at retaring lisht, 

But the arch fiend undarns the wo.k at night. 

Ufelefs, O mifer, are thy iaours found ; 

And all thy vintage leaks on thirfty ground §, 

Chinerie nontenfe ! Riches unemploy’d 

In doing go d, are riches unenjoy'd 

The flave who fets his foil on worthlefs pelf, 

Is a mere Dior tetian to himfelf , 

A wreiched martyr in a wretched caufes 

Alive, anhonour'’d; dead, without applaufe t 

Boalt not of homage to earth’s monarchs giv’n yw 

A Paula’s ** vame is better Known in heav’n. 

(1y.) Riches no more aré vurs, than are the ; 

waves s 

Of yonder Rhyne, which eur. Mount-Agnes ¢f ; 
daves. 





* He that loveth bimfelf moff, bath of alt 
men the happinc/s of finding the few rivals 
: ANN Vet, 
t " He that pleafeth bimf:If, plesfeth a fool,” 
$° The riches which too treafurefl up. are 
loft ; thofe which thou charitably befloweft, are 
truly thine.” ST. AvGusT. - 
| Hazgui i. 6. a 
————— Ibi omnis” 
Effifus labor Yire. 
** Paula was a Roman lady difcended from 
Graccbi and Sciiis. Her bufoard was of the 
| Justan race. After his deceafe sre Barve mop of 
ber puffeffions to the poor, andret-red from iume 
to « folitude ut Betbichem. That iaeomoarable 
virgin Euftochinm was her daug:ter Bt ticir 
bijtoriet are drawn at lage by St. Feron, and 
addreyed to Enfloebium. Paw.ahas wiitten fone 
excellent verfes on religthur fui jets. . 
Sxe built a temple at Enma.s in bom-ur df our 
bieFed Saviour. Her tomb :s at Betulebem. The 
, tnfeription for ber and ber daughter was written 
| by St. % 





the 


‘erome, 

Sanpy’s Trav. Fol. 13;, 139. 8s - 
++ The name of the monaftery where Kempir 

jreAded, be eee = 
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‘Th’ idipatient waters no continuance make ; 
Adopt new owners, and their old foriake. 

As thofe who call for wines, beyond their hare, 
Refund the draughts which nature cannot bear ; 
(Whilft bile and gall corroding in their breaft 
Demand a paflage, and admit no reft :) 

Juft fo rapacious mifers {weil their ftore ; 
‘To di’monds di’monds add, and ore to ore; 
They gulp down wealth, and, with heart-piercing 


pain, 
And clay-cold qualms, difcharge the load again. 
Death burfts the cafket, and the farce is o’er ; 
(Curft is that wealth, which never eas'd the 
poor! [floor 
Whilt fools and {pendthrifts fweep jt from the 
The, gold-of Ophir * dazzles their weak eyes, 
Turquoifes ¢ next their weaker minds furprile, 
Rich, deeply azur'd, like Ttalian tkies, 
‘Then are the fiery rubies f to be feen, 
And ém’ralds § tin¢tur’d with the rainbow’s green: 
Tranflucent beryl jj, flame-ey’d chry(olite , 
And fardonyx ** refrefher of the fight ; 
With thefe th’ empurpled amethift combines tt, 
‘And opaz tf, vein’d with riv’lets, mildly thines. 
All firit turns into riot, then to care :—— 
‘Whirl’d down th’ impetuous torrent, call’d an heir. 
(x9.)Religion’s harbour, like th’ Etrurian bay §§, 
Secure from ftorms is land-lock’d ev'ry way. 
Safe, ’midit-the wreck of worlds, the veifel rides, 
Nor minds the abient rage of winds and tides + 
Whilft from his prow the pilot, looking down, 
Surveys at once God’s image and his own ||; 
Heav'n’s favour fmoothes th’ expanfe, and calm- 
nefs flecps 
On the clear mirror of the filent deeps (z). 
{20.) No man at once two Edens can enjoy JJ]: 
Nor earth and heav’n the felf-fame mind employ. 





_ * Gold of Ophir, See 1 Kings ix. 28: 1 Chron. 
xxix. 4. 2 Crom. viii. 18. Pfalmxlv.9. Iaiah 
Tm 

+ Turquoyfes. “The. true oriental turquoife 
comes out of the old rock in the mountains of Pi- 
riflua, about eighty miles from the town of Mof- 
sheda.” : 

_ Hist. or Gus. Avotpa. Vol. IL. p. 342. 

} Rubies. “ Nawarites, more ruddy than ru- 
Bies.” Lam. ive qe 

§ Emeralds. “ A rainbow is fight like an 
emerald.” Rev. iv. 3. 

|| Bexy Dan. x. 6, Rev. xxi. 20. 

 Chryfolite. Ezux. xxviii. 

*“* Sardonyx. REV. xxi. 20. 

tt Amethif. Exod. xxviii. 19. Ibid. xxxix. 12. 

tt Eek. xxviii. 13. and Rev. xxi. 20. 

4) The port of Leriche, in Tufeany. 

Yi Ove way to know God is perfefly to know 
one’s felf. Huco de anima. 

Why doff thou wonder, O man, at the height 
of the flars, or depth of the fea? Examine ra- 
ther thine own foul, and wender there. 








» Isrpor. 
(2) Imitat. of Chrift, L. TL C. 13. 
UT te is not only difficult, but impoffible to 

. enjoy beaven here and hereafter ; or, tn other 

words, to live tn pleafure and diffipation, and 
at the fame time attain feivitaal kuppind. No 


* 
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‘Two diffrent ways th’ unfocial objets draw ¢ * 
Fleth ftrives with fpirit, nature combats law: * ! 
Reafon and revelation live at ftrife, 
Though meant for mutual aid, like man. ane 
wife (w). 
Religion and the tworld can nefer agree: 
One eye is factific’d, that one may fee. 
Canals, for pleafure made, with pleafure ftray ; 
But drain at length the middle ftream away. 
(21.) Life's joys and pomp at diftance fhoulc 
appear, f 
Poffeffion brings the vulgar ddwbing near. 
Who can rejoice to tread a devious road, 
Led by falfe views, and ferpentine from God (x) 
Would’ft thou be vitally with Chritt conjoin’d? 


‘| Copy his deeds, and imitate his mind (y). 


No man can worldly happinefs enfure js, 
Heav’n’s confolation all men-may procure (x). 
(22.) When paffions reign with arbitrary tway;! 
Refiftance, not compliance, wins the day (a). 
Here av'rice, there ambitious fchemes prevail; 
Who can quench flames when double winds affail? 
Boaft as we will, our Chriftianglories lie 
In humble fuffring, not proud apathy (4). 
Submiffion an eternal crown procures; er 
Heav’n’s hero conquers moft, who mof endures.—~" 
Like the four cherubs in Ezekiel’s dream *, 
(What time the prophet flept by Chebar’s ftream) 
‘The Chriftian, mov'd by energy divine, 
Walks forward ftill,inone unvarying line$: —* 
Nor wealth, nor pow’r, attract his wand’ring fights 
He fwerves not to the left hand, nor the right. 
Humbly he eats, and finds the proffer’d {croll 1 
Sweet to the tatte, infpiring to the foul $. 
So when Saul's weary’d fon his fatting broke 
With honey dropping from Philiftian oak, 
Returning ftrength and fprightlinefs arife, 
Glow on his cheeks, and {parkle in his eyes $. 
When fortune {miles within doors and without, 
Man’s heart, well-pleas'd, may think itfelf devout 4 
But, when ill days, and nights of pain, fucceed, 
Let him bear well, and he’s devout indeed (c)< 
(23-) Thofe who revenge a deed that injures 
them, 
Copy the very fin, which they condemn jl. ‘ 
Impioufly wand’ring from the Chriftian road, 
They {natch God’s own prerogative from God ! 


man hath paffed from one paradife to another: 
No man hath been the mirror of felicity in both 
worlds, nor foone with equal giory in earth and 
in heaven. Hirrox. 

(w) Initat. of Chrift, LT. G. 24. 

(2) Ibid. LTC. at. 

Gy) Ibid. ea 

(2) Wid. 

(a) J6id. LC. 6. 

(0) Téid. LE C. 3 

* See Exch. ic 

t+ Exek.i. 12. 

§ 4 Sam, xiv. 29. - 3 

(ce) Amitat. of Chri, L. TH. C. 3. : 

} Zo return one injury for another is to re= 
venge like man: Whereas to revenge like God is 
to love our enemies. It is @ great happinefs' 
not to be able to. hurt ones neighbour, nor to 
have the powsr and parts to da mifchief. The 


4. Tbid. iii. 1, 2, 35° 


THE ASCETIC: OR, THOMAS A KEMPIS. 


Michael in bitternels of Strife confign’d 

‘The final verdict to th’ unerring mind *.—— »- 

From turbulence of anger witely keep ; 

The hind who foweth winds, thall whirlwinds 
reap t. 

24.) The wortting, temper of himfelf, purfues 

Idols of his own making ; idiot’s views ; , 
Unhappy wretch! ~wrapt up in thin difeuife ! 

Po that is not impious, is uawite !} 

See, how he broods from night to morning's dawn, 

On eggs of balilitks, and fcorpion-fpawn f+ 

And, afterall the care he can impart, 

Ilts fofter’d mifcreants fting him to the heart ; 

Swift through each vein the myflic poifons roll, 

Fatal alike to body and to foul §! 

(a5.) Perfect would be our nature and our joy 
Tfman could ev'ry year one vice deftroy (dd) f. 
Withdraw thee from the fins that mof affail, 
And labour where thy virtues leaft prevail (e). 

(26.) Falfe joys elate, and griets as faile con- 
‘The htele pifinire with an human foul: [tcoul 


Oh, were he like th’ unreas’ning ant, who ftrives- 


For folid good, and but by inftinet lives. 

(27.) To wail and not amend a life mifpent 
Means to confets, but means not to repent: 
‘Kongue-penitents, like him who too much owes, 
Kun more in debt, and live but to impofe. 

(28.) Deem not th’ unhappy, vicious; nor de- 

vote... 
To farcafm and contempt the thread-bare coat. 
Oft have we feen rich fields of genuine corn 
Edg’a round with brambles, and begirt with thorn. 
‘The pow'rs of Zeuxis’ pencil arc the fame, 
Enclos'd in gilded, or in fable frame. 
(29.) The diavn that tmoothes the great man’s 
anxious bed, 
‘Was gather'd from a quiet poor man’s thed : 
Content and peace are found in mean eftate, 
And Jscob’s dreams on Jacob’s pillow waite 
* So Fekoa’s twain, by no vain glories Ied, 2 
* Nurtur'd his herds with leaves, and humbly fed **, 
(30.) Good turns of friends we’ fcribble on the 
But injuries engrav’d on marble ftand tt [fand, 
‘fiigenuity of (what we call) men of the world, 
confifts in knowing bow to injure others, and 
| revenge ourfelves when injured. Whereas, on 
the contrary, not to return evil for evit is the 
true honour and vital principle of the Bofpel. 
Leon. 
* Yude 9. Zech. iii. 2 : 
t Hejea vii. Hind is the bead fervant in 


bufbandry matters. Chaucer, Dryden, and in the | 


weft of England at prefent. 
$ Tfaiab ix. 4. 
§ AMatth. x. 28. " 
(4) Initat, of Chrift, L.1.C.xi. LOL C. xsiii. 
gl fafa of anuting fill, going backward, or 
deviating, always add, always proceed: Not to 
advance, in fome fenfe is to retire. It is better to 
creep in the right way, than fly in the wrong 
/ way. St. Aucust. in Serm. 
(2) Imitat. of Chrift, L. 1. C. xxv. 
AY Man. ** Amos vii. 14. 
tp Kemprfii dium commune. Beneficia pul 
‘wert; fi quid mali patimur, marmeri infculpi- 
as. i 






















| that God can beftew, 
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(31-) With pray’rs thy ev'ning clofe, thy morn 
begin; ‘ ‘ a 
But heav’n’s true Sabbath is to reé from fin. 
(32.}An hermit once cry’d out im private pray’r, 
“ Oh, if I knew that I thould perfevere 1” 
An angel’s voice reply’d, in placid. tone, ~~” 
“ What would’tt thou do, if the great truth were 
known? 
* Do now *, what thow intendeft then to do; 
“ And everlatting fafety thali enfue.” ( f) 
To choofe, implies.delay; whilit t'me devours 
The fickly blofiums of preceding honrs, ” 
Repentence, well petform’d, confirars the more 3: 
As bones, well fet, grow (tronger than before. 
(33.) When heav’r excites thee to a better way, 
Catch the foft fammons, and the call obey, . 
‘Thus Mary left her folitude and tears, ! 
When Martha whifper'd, Lo thy Chrit appears (zg)? - 
(34-) The virtues of the world, which moft men 





move, . 
Are lay’ts from pride, or graftings on felf-tove fs: 
Whatever for itfelf is not efteenr'd, - 


Proves a fale choice, and is not as it feem'd t. 
(35.) The trad to heav'n is intricate and fteep; 

Narrow to tread, and difficult to keep: 

On either hand tharp precipices lie,- 

And our fteps faulter with the fwerving eye 5 

‘That patlage clear’d, a level road remains, : 

Through quiet valleys and refrefhing plains (). 
(36.) Mott would buy heav’n without a price’. 

or lofs; - 

They like the paradife, but fhun the crofs (@. 

Many participate of Chrift’s repatt; 

Few choofe his abftinence, or learn to fait (2)- 

Few relith Chriftianity ; and moft {coat f= 

(in private “with their Lord would leave ‘their’ 

Thoufands may counterfeit th apparent part ; 

And thoufands may be Gergefenes at heart }- 





* AChriftian bath no to-morrow ; that is te 
Say, a Chriftian foould put off no duty till tow 


morrow. Terrvin 
Cf) Umitat. of Chriff, L.1. C. 25. ; 
., (8) Imitat. of Chrif, TL. C. 28. See Yobw: 


Hi, 28, 

+ There isa fort of feeming good, which, fg 
a rational mind loves, it Sirnoth 3 inafinuch as 
it is an obje@ bencath the confideration of fuch 
@ mind. St: August. de Per. Reiig. 

Woatever is not loved on account of its own 
tatrinfic worth, t not properly loved y 

IneM int Sotitog. LT. Co 12. 

t In this life there ii no virtue but in loving 
that which is truly amiable. To choofe this, is 
prudence ; to be averted from it by no terrifying 
circunptnces, is fortitude. To be influenced by 
no fort of temptation, is temperance ; and to he 
affees by.no ambitious views, is conficer ing 
the thing with impartial juflice as we cugni to 
do. ‘ loam, de Ver, Felicitat. L. We 

(4) Imitat. of Cori, L. II. €. 11. N°. te 

(i) Zoid. . 

(2) Lia. 

§ Matth. vill. 34. fl Ibid. : 

Lt is conimon for man to aft every blefing 
but he rarely defires to 
Avusust. iz JYalm lxxvie 





boffefs God himfelf. 


~ B64 
Allin Chrift’skingdom would the thrones partake; 
Few have the faith to fuffer for his fake. (2) 





(©) Initat. of Chri, LAL. G. a. Nt. 
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His tafteful bread by many mouths is fought ; 
Few choofe to drink hit paffion’s bitter draught. (a 


(m) Ibid. See ayfaG. 13. 





CONTENTMENT, INDUSTRY, AND ACQUIESCENSE’ 
UNDER THE DIVINE WILL: 


AN ODE: i 
Written in the Alpine parts of Carniola, 1749: 


,'The wildernefs and folitaty place fhall be glad 
for them (the children of the Lord): and the 
adefert fhall rejoice and bloffom like the rofe. 
It thall bloffom abundantly, and rejoice even 
with joy and finging: The glory of Lebanon 
fhall be given unto it, the excellenty of Carmel 
and Siaron: They fhall fee the glory of the 
Lord, and the exceliency of our God. 

ISAIAH XXXv, Xy 4. 


‘Why dwells my unoffended eye 
Ov yon bank defart’s tracklels wafte g 
Alldreary earth, or cheerlefs thy, 

Lik: ocean wild, and bleak, and vait ? 
Where Lyfidor’s enamour'd reed 

Ne'zr sauynt che plains Eudofia’s praife : 
‘There herds were rarely known to feed, 
Or birds to fing. or flocks to graze. 

Yet does my oul complacence find ; 
All, all from thee, 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Corrector of the mind *! 


‘The bigh arch’d church is loft in fky, 
‘The bale } with thorns and bry’rs is bound 
‘The yawning fragments nod from high, 
Mith ctoie encircling ivy crown'd : 

» Heart-thrilling echo multiplies 
‘Voice after voice, creation new ! 
Beafts, birds ob(cene, unite their cries: 
Gravis ope, and fpedtres frees the view, 
Yet nought difnrays; and thence we find 
Tis all frour thee, 
Supremely gracious Deity, 
Compofer of the mind; 


Earth’s womb, halfdead to Ceres? Skill, z 
Can fcarce the cake of off ring give ; 

Five acres? corncan hardly fill 

‘The peafant’s wain, and bid him live, 

The ftarving beidame gleans in vain, 

In vain the hungry chough facceedss 

They carfe the unprofific plain, 

The feurf-grown mofs, and tawdry weeds 
Yee itil fufficiency we find 

All, all from thee, : 
Supremely gravious Deity, 
Corrector of the mind ! 


* To be fatisfied is the bigheR pitch of art 
man can arrive to. St. GREGOR. Hom. 


- $ Bafe for bafis. See Zesbar.tou 





1 


seal 
December's Boreas iffues forth, 

In fullen gloom and horror dreft,; 

Charg'd with the nitre $f the north, 
Abhorr’d by man, by bird, and beaf. 

Ali nature’s lovely tint embrown’d 

Sickens beneath the putrid blaft : 
Dettruction withers up the ground, 

Like parchment into embers caft *, 

Yet health, and ftrength, and cafe we find? 
All, all from thee, 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Compofer of the mind! > 


Tremble, and yonder Alp behold f, 
Where half dead nature ga(ps below, 
Victim of everlafting cold, 7 
Entomb’d alive in endlefs fnows 

‘The northern fide is horror ail; 
Againft the fouthern Phoebus plays; 
In vain th’ innoxious glimm’rings Tall, 
The froft outlives, out-fbines the TaySe 
Yet confolation ftill I find ; 

And all from thee, 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Corrector of the mind! 


Blefs me! how doubly tharp it blows, 
From Zemblan and Tartarian coafts! 
In failen filence fail the fnows, 

‘The only luftre nature boafts; - 
The nitrous pow’r with tenfold force 
Half petrifies earth’s barren womb, 
High arch’d caicades fufpend their foree, 
Men freede alive, and inthe tomb. 
Y¥et warmth and happinefs we find ; 
All, all from thee, 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Gompofer of the mind! 





* ———— inamabile frigus Adurit; Vike 
Much to the fume purpofe is a pafjage in the Ses 
of Sirach :——~" It devoureth the mountain, ant 
burneth tre wilderne/t, and confumeth the graf, 
with fre. Chap xlili. rg: are 
+ A glaceiere, or ice-mountain, 
Cunfia gelu, canague eternum grandine teGa, 
Atgue evi glaciem cobibent: riget ardua monti 
FE tbenii facies, furgentique obvia Phebe 
Duratas nefcit flamumis mollire pruinas. 4 
ea % res Sit, Irate 
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Then, in exchange. a month or more He *, who had rul'd the world, exchang’d 
‘The fun with fierce folfticial gleams His fceptre for the peafant’s fpade, Laan 
Datting o'er vales his raging pow’r, Poftponing (as through groves he rang’d) 
ike ray-colléfting mirrors, beame. te Court fplendour to the rural thade. * 

Torrents and cataradts are dry, Child of his hand, th’ engrafted thorn 

aMen feck the {canty fhades in vain: More than the victor laurel pleas'd : 
The folar dafts like lightning fy, = =, + Heart’s eafe +, and meadow {weet }, adorn 
‘Franfpierce the fkull, and fcorch thé brain. The brow, from civic garlands eas’d. 
Yet fill no reftiels heats we find ; “| Fortune, however poor, was kind.—— 

Sant sll from thee, : Ail, all from thee; = 
Supremely gracious Deity, be aot + | Supremely gracious Deity, eae 
Corrector of the tind ! : : * | Correstor of the mind | F 
For nature rarely form’da fil - + ~ ‘f Thus Charles, with juftice ftyl'd the great § 
Where diligence fubfiftence wants: For valour, piety, and laws; 
Exert but care, nor (pare the toil, F i Refign'd two empires to retreat, sa 
And all beyond, th’ Almighty grants, And from a throne to thades withdraws 5 


Each earth at length to culture yields, 
Each earth its own manure * contains: 
Thus the Corycian nurit his fields +, 
Heav'n gave th’ incteafe, and he the paids. 
Th’ indaftrious peace and plenty find; 
All due to thee, oe 
Supremely gracious Deity, . 
Compofer of the mind ! 


In vain (to footh 2 monarch's pride) 

His yoke the willing Perfian bore: 

Tr vain the Saracen comply'd, 

And fierce Northumbrians ftain’d with gore. 
One Gallic farm his cares eonlin’d ; 

And all from thee,. ear 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Compofer of the mind! 


Obfervant of th” almigisty will, we 

| Prefcient in faith, and pleas'd with toil, 
Abram Chaldea left, to till 

The mofs-grown. Haran’s flinty foil ls 

Hydras of thorns abforb’d his gain, 

‘The commonwealth of weeds rebell’d, 

But labour tam’d th’ ungrateful plain, 

And famino was by art repell’d ; 

Patience made churlith nature kind, 

All, all from thee, 

} Supremely. gracious Deity, 

Corrector of the mind! ©. 


Formidine nulla; 


per 
Scipio fought virtue in his prime, -, 
And, having early gain’d the prizé, 
Stole from th’ ungrateful world in time, 
Gontented to be low and wife | 

He ferv'd the ftate with zeal and force, 
And then with dignity retir’d ; 
Difmounting from th’ untuly horfe, 

To rule himfelf, as fenfe requir'd. 
Without a figh, he pow’r refign’d.—-" 
All, all from thte, 

Supremely gracious Deity, 

Corrector of the mind! 


When Dioclefian fought repote, 











Cloy’d and fatigu’d with nanfeous pow'r, Quippe in corde Deus——— , 
He left his empire to-his foes, ‘ , Stat. Theb. IV. v. 489. 
For fools ( admire, and rogues devour : oe = 


© Dioclefian. a a ” 

t Heart’s-eafe, viola tricolor: catfed ao by 
our old poets, love.and. idienefs ; Panfy (from 
| the French penfee, or the Italian penfieri:) Taree 
Saces under a hood, Herb Trinity, Look up and kifs 
me; Kifs me at the gate, Gc. * 

¢ Spirzea, named alfo in ancient Engli poetry, 
F Mead fucet, Queen of the mat, Were 

cs Pg 

§ Charlemagne. eh ee ome ne 

| Gen. xii. 31. Newem, ix, 7 Jupitay. 7, 
Acts vij. ImEhe ft = 


, Rich in his poverty, he bought 
Retirement’s innocence and health, 

+ With his own hands the monarch wrought, 
And chang’d a throne for Ceres’ wealth. 
Toil footh’d his cares, his blood retin’¢d——— 
And.all from thee, - * 
Supremely gracious Deity, 

Compofer of the mind ! 
°* Du Hamel; Elem. @ Agricult. Pattullo ; 
Meliorat. des Terres. : 

t Ving. Georg. WV. 124, te. 
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THE VISION OF DEATH. 


Imperfecta tibi elapfa eft, ingrataque vite: 
Et nec opinanti Mors ad caput adititit, ante 


Quam fatur, ac plenus poffis difcedere rerum. 


Mille modis lete miferos Mors una fatigat. 


Lucrer. 


Star. Theb. IX. v. 280 


= 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


As this poem is an imperfe& attempt to imitate 
Dryden’s manner, 1 have of courfe admitted more 
triplets and Alexandrine verfes than I might o- 
therwife have dune, Upon the whole, many good 
judges have thought (and fuch was the private 
opinion of my much honoured friend Elijah Fen~ 
ton in particular) that Dryden has too many Alex- 
andrines and triplets, and Pope too few. The 
one by aiming at variety (for his ear was excel- 
Tent) was betrayed into a carelefs diffufion ; and 


the other, by affecting an over fcrapulous rega> 
larity, fell into fanenefs and reftraint. * 

We {peak this with all due deference to the two, 
capital poets of the laft and prefent century ; and’ 
fay of them, as the fucceflor of Virgil faid of Am- 
phiaraus and Admetus: 1 


AMBO BONI, CHARIQUE AMBO.——— 
: Theb. vis 


—_—_—_— eee 


INTRODUCTION. 


Dayven, forgive the mufe that apes thy voice, 
Weak to perform, but fortunate in choice. 
‘Who but thyfelf the mind. and ear can pleafe 
With ftrength and foftnefs, energy and eafe 
Varions of numbers, néw id ev'ry ftrain, 
. Diffus'd, yet terfe, poetical, though plains 
Diverfify’d *midft unifon of chime; . 
Freer than gir, yet manacled with rhytme? 
Thou mak'ft each quarry which thou feek’ft thy 
prize, . 
‘The reigning eagle of Parnaffian fkies 5 
Now foaring "midi the tracts of light and air, 
‘And now the monarch of the woods and lait Fa 
‘Ywo Kingdoms thy united realm compofe, 
“Phe land of poetry, and land of profe. 
ach orphan-mufe thy. abfeace inly mourns; 
Makes thort excurfions, and as quick returns: 
No more they triumph in their fancy’d bays, 
But, crown’d with woodbine dedicate their lays. 


Thy thoughts and mufic change with ev'ry lines 


No famenefs of 4 prattling ftream is thine, 
Which with one unifon of murmur flows ; 

_Opiate of inattention and repote ! 

(So Horon-leeches, when their patient lies 
Jn fev'rith reftleffnels, with unclos'd eyes, 

Apply with gentle ftrokes their Ofer rod, 

And tap by tap invite the fleepy god }.) 


* Layer, laim and lay, the furface of arable or 
grofs-lands. Chaucer, Folkingham, 1610; Dry- 
den. Loire «b> fignifies the place where beafs 

freep in the fields, and where they leave the mark 
ef their bodies on young corn, grafi, Gee ~ 

+ Voyages du Baron La Hontan ‘ 


No—'tis thy pow'r (thiné only), théagh ia, 
rhyme, 
To vary ev'ry paute, and ev'ry chime; 
Infinite deTcant *! fweetly wild and true, * 
Still (hifting, ftill improving, and ftill new !——" 
in queft ¢f claffic-plants, and where they grow, 
We trace thee, like a lev’ret in the fnow. 
Of all the pow’rs the human mind can boaft, 
The pow’rs of poetry are lateft loft : 
The falling of thy treffes at threefcore, : 
Gave room to make thy laurels fhow the moref. 
This prince of poets, who before us went, 
Had a vait income, and profufely {pent : 
Some have his lands, but none his treafur’d ftore, 
Lands unmanur'd by us, and mortgag’d o’er and 
over! 
“ About his wreaths the vulgat mules ftrive, 
« And witha touch their wither'd bays revive} !" 
They kifs his tomb, and are enthufiafts made; 
So Stativs flept, infpir'd by Virgil’s thade §. 
To Spenfer much, to Milton much is due; 
But in great Dryden we preferve the two: 





* Milton. 

+ The verfes of Robert Waring (a friend of 
Dr. Donne's) on a poet in the beginning of the 
laft century, may be applied to Dryden: 

“ Younger with years, with fludies frefber 

_ grown, + [Blown 

© Sill in the bud, flill blooming, yet full« 

} Dryden's prologue to Troilus anil Creffidas 

———~— tenues ignavo pollice chardas 
Pulfo, Maroneique fedens in margine templi_ , 
Sumo animum, et magni tumulis accanto mat 

Siffre. Syuv. Lid. IV. 


-THE VISION OF DEATH. 


What mufe but his can mature’s beauties hit, 
Or catch that airy fugitive cail’d wit? 
From limbs of this great Hercules are fram’d- : 
Whele groups of pigmies, who are verie-men 
a nam'd: 
Each has a little foul he calls his own, 
“And each enunciates with a human tone: 
Alike in Mape; unlike in ftrength and fize; 
‘One lives for ages, one juft breathes and dies, 
hou, too great to rival or to praile ; 
* Forgive, lamented, thade, thele duteous lays, 
Lee had thy fire,.and Congreve had thy wit; . 
And copyitts here and there, fome likenefs hit ; 
But none poffefs'd thy graces and thy eafe; 
Tn thee alone ’twas natural-to pleafe! | >. . 
More ftill I think, and more I with to fay ; 
But bus’nefs calls the mufe another way. 
Iw thofe fair vales by nature form’d to pleafe, 
Where Guadalquiver ferpentines with eafe, 
(The richett tra@ the Andalufians know, 
Fertile in herbage, grateful to the plough), 
Avlovely villa ftoud (fuppofe it. mine), 
Rich,without coft, and without labour fine; 
Indulgent nature all her beauties brought, 
And art withdrew, unafk’d for, and unfought.” 
For. lo, th’ Iherians by tradition found se 
That the whole diftrict once was claffic ground ; 
’ Here Columella firit improv’d the plains, , ' 
And fhow’d Alcrean arts to fimple fwains: : 
Tapght by the Georgic mufe the lyre he ftrung, 
And fung what dying Virgil left unfung *. , 
“Fatigu’d with courts, and votary to truth, 
Hither I fled, philofopher, and youth: 
And, leaving Olivarez to fuftain £ 
‘Th’ encumbering falces of ambitious Spain, 
(As once rath Phaeton ulurp’d a day, 
Mifled the feafons, and miftook his way), 
I chofe to wander in the filent wood, 
Or breathe my afpirations to the flood, - 
Studying the humble fcience to be good. 
From the brute bea(ts humanity 1 learn'd, 
And in the panfy’s life God’s providence difcern’d. 
*Twas now the joyous feafon of the year: 
‘The fun had reach'd the Twins in bright career; 
Nature, awaken’d from fix month’s repofe, 
Sprung from her verdant couch pand active rofe 
Like health refreth'd with wine; the {mil’d, 
array’d S (glade, 
‘With all the charms of fan-fhine, ftream, and 
New dreft, and blooming asa bridal maid. 
Yet all thefe charms could never full to reft 
A peevith irkfomenefs which teaz'd my breait 5 
The vernal torrent, murm’ring from afar, 
Whilper'd no peace to calm this nervous wat; . 
And Philomel, the fyren of the plain, 
Sung foporific unifons in vain, 
I fought my bed, in hopes relief to firid ; 
But reftlefluefs was miftrefs of my mind. 
My wayward limbs were turn’d, and tura'd ia vain, 
Yet free from grief was I, and void of pain. 
In me, as yet, ambition had no part; 
Pride had not four’d, nor wealth debas'd my heart. 


« 








* 





—— Et que” 
Virgilius nobis poft fe memoranda religuit. 
vs 7 Cotum. de Hortis, L. X. 
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I knew nor public cares, nor private ftrife ; 
And love, the blefling, or the curfe of life, ~ 
Had only hover'd round me like adream, 
Play’d on the farface, not difturb'd the ftream. 

Yet ftill I felt, what young men olten feel ; 
(Impoffible to tell, or to conceal), . 

When nothing makes them fick but too much ~ 
wealth, ‘ 

Or wild o’erboiling of ungovern'd health; + 

Whofe-grievance is fatiety of eafe, 

Freedom their pain, and plenty their difeafe. . 

By night, by day, from pole to pole they run; 

Or from the fetting feck the rifing fun: 

No poor deferting foldier makes tuch hatte, , 

No doves purfu’d by falcons fly fo fat ; 

And when Automedon at length attains 

The place he fought for with {uch coft and pains, 

Swift to embrace, and eager to purfue, 

He finds he has no earthly thing to do ; 

Then yawns for fleep, the opium of the mind, 

The lat dull refuge indolence can find *. 

Moft men, like David, wayward in extremes, ~ 
Languifh for Ramah’s cifterns, and her ftreams + 
The bev'rage fought for comes ; capricious, they 
Lothe their own choice, and with the boon away +. 

Such was my fate. “ O gentle Sleep,” Tcry'd, |” 
“ Why is thy gift to me alone deny'd? : 

“ Mildeft of beings, friend to ev'ry clime, 

“ Where lies my error, what has been my crime? 

 Beatts, birds, and cattle feel thy balmy rod ; 

“The drowfy mountains wave, and feem to nod: 

“ The torrents ceafe to chide, the feas to roar, 

“ And the huflh’d waves recline upon the fhore.** 

Perhaps the wretch, whofe God is wealth aud 
care, ». : 

Rejects thé precious object of my pray'r: 

Th* ambitious ftatefman ftrives nut to partake. 

Thy bieffings, but defires to dream awake = 

“* The lover rudely thrufts thee from his arats, 

“ And like Ixion clafps imagin’d charms. 

“ Thence come td me.—Let others alk for more 3 

“ Lafk the Mightef influence of thy pow’r: 

“ Swiftet in flight of all terteftrial things, ° 

“ Qh only touch my eyelids with thy wings $!" 











© Currit agens mannes ad villam hic precipi- 
tanter, a , - 

Auusilium tedlis quafi ferte ardéentibus infians. 

Ofcitat extempld tetigit cum liming villa, 

Aut abit in fomnum gravis, dtque oblivia guarit. - 

Lucrer. L. HHL. v. 1076. 

f See Sandys's Trav. p. 137, and 1 Chron. xiv 
17, Sc. 

} All the verfes in this paragraph marked with 
inverted commas are imitated from 2 famous paf- 
Sage in Stitius, never yet tranflated into cur 
fanguage. The original perbaps ts as fine a morfet 
of poetry as antiguity can buaft of. 

Crimine quo merui juvenis placitiffime divum, 

Quove errore mifer, donis ut folus exerem’ =~ 

Somne tuis? Tacet omne pecys, volucrefgue, 

feregque ; 

Et fimubint peffos curvata cacumina foros. ° 

Nee trucibiis fuvtis idem fonus. Oceidit horror 

quoris, et terris maria acclinata quidfeunts 

At nune heus aliquis longa fub notte puella * 

Brachia nexa tenens, uitro te Somue repeilit, 

31 weds, 
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So fpoke I reftlefs 5 and, then Springing light] 
From ty tir’d bed, walk'd forth in mere defpite. 
What impulfe mov'd my fteps I dare not fay; 
Perhaps fome guardian angel mark’ the way. 
By this time Phofpher had his lamp withdrawn, 
And rifing Phoebus glow’d on ev'ry lawn. 
‘The air was gentle (for the month was May), ° + 
And ev'ry {cene look’d innocent and gay. 
In pious matins birds with birds confpire, 
Some lead the notes, and fome affitt the choir. 
"Lhe goat-herd, gravely pacing with his flocks, 
Leads them to heaths and bri’rs, and craggs and 
rocks. 
‘Th’ impatient mower with an afpect blythe 
Surveys the fainfoin-fields *, and whets his fcythe. 
Ynoita, Sanchia, Beatrix, prepare 
To turn th’ AV/alfa-fwarths $ with anxious care, 
(No more for Moorifh Catabands they call, 
"Theis caftanets hang idle on the wall:) 
Alfalfa, whofe luxuriant berbag? feeds , 
‘The lab’ring ox, mild fheep, and fiery fteeds 
Which ev'ry fummer, év’ry thirtieth morn, 
Js fix times reproduc’d, and fix times fhorn. | 
‘The Cembran pine-trees t form en awful thade, 
And their rich balm perfumes the neighb"ing 
: glade; . he 
CWhilit humbler olives, intermix’d betwecn, 
:Had chang’d their fruit to filamoite from greens) 
The Punic granate § op’d its rofe-like flow’ts ; 
Phe orange breath’d its aromatic pow'rs. 
Wand'ting ftill on, at length my eyes furveyd 
A painted feat, bencath a lirch-tree’s fade. 
‘I fate, and try'd to dofe, but lumber fled; 
J then effay’d a book, and thus I read || 3 
watt Suppole, O.mans great nature’s vaice fhould 
. cal . 
To thee, or me, or any of us all; 
What doft thou, mean, ‘ungrateful wretch! thou 
- vain, 
‘Thou mortal thing, thus idly to complain ? 
“Jf all the bounteous bleffings 1 could give: 
"Lhou'hadtt enjoy’d; if thou hadft known to 
live, . [lieve ;) 
(And pleafure not leak’d through thee like a 


te 


Inde veni. Nec te totas infundere penuas 
Luminiius compelto mets (hoe turba precatur 
Latior) ; extreno me tange cacumine virge 
Sufficit ; aut leviter fufpenfo pup lite tranfi. 
Sytv. L. V. 

* Lhe beft fpecies of this grafs, hitherto known, 
isin Andalufia. 

} Alfalia (from the old Arabian word alfalfa- 
fat) Lucerue-graft. At prefent the Spaniards 
call it alfo Ervaye. 

$ Afort of ever-green laryx: Pinus Cembras 
This beautiful tree grows wild on the Spanifh 
Appenines, and is raifed Ly culture in Tefs moun- 
taious places. Wiat name the natives give it 
Lave forgotten ; but the French in the Briangois 
‘call it meleze; and the Italians in the bijhoprick 
of Trente, in Fiume, We. give it the name of 

- cirmoli, zot lariché. 

§ The Pamepranate. 

f} The Spanifh author introdyces the following 
prffages from Lucretius ~ 





THE WORKS OF HARTE 


Why dof thou not give thanks gs at; pleriteais 
featt, [thy ret # 
Cramm'd to the throat with life, and rife and take. 
But, if my bleffings thou haft thrown away, : 
If indigefted joys pals'd through and would no€ 
ftay, s : 
Why doft thou wifht for more to fquhnder fill? 
If life be grown a load, a real ill 
‘And I would all thy cares and labours end, 
Lay down thy burthen, fool ! and know thy, 
To pleafe thee, I have empty‘d ali my fore, 
T can invent and can fupply io more = 
Bat fun the round again; the roand ¥ ran be- 
fore. : 
Suppofe thou ait not broken yet with years, 
Yet ftill the felf-fame fcehe of things appears, . 
And wonld be ever, couldt thou ever live ; 
For life is ttifl but life, there's nothing new to gives 
What can we plead againft fo juft a bill > 
We ftand conviéted, arid ont caule goes ills 
But if a wretch, 4 man opprtefs’d by fate, 
Should beg of nature to prolong his date, 
She fpeaks alond to him, with more difdain $ 
Be ftill, thou martyr-fool, thou covetous of pain. 
But if an old decrepid fot lament 5 moa 
What, thou ! the cries, who haft outliv’d content ? 
Doft thou complain, who haft enjoy’d my ftore ?—: 
But this is ftill th’ effet of wifhing more? 
Unfatisfy’a with all that natare brings, 
Loathing the prefent, liking abfent things. 
From hence it comes, thy vain defires at rife 
Within themfelves, have tantaliz’d thy life; 
And ghaftly death appear'd before thy fight 
E'er thou hatt gorg’d thy foul and fenies with 
delight. : 
Now feave thofe joy, unfuiting to thy age, 
To a freth comer, and refign the ftage. [thy head, 
“ Meantime, when thoughts of death difturb: 
Confider, Ancus, reat and good, is dead : 
Aucus, thy better far, was born fo die; |. 
And thou, dott thou bewail mortality #2” . 
Charm’d with thefe lines of reafon and good 
fenfe, : 
(No matter who the author was, nor whence), 
I ftopp’d, and into contemplation fell ; 
Amaz’d an impious wit should think fo welt; 
Who often (to his own and reader's cott) 
‘To fhow the atheift, half the poet loft. 
(Knowing too much, makes many a muft unfit 5 
*Tis not the bloom, but plethory of wit.—) 
At length a drowfinefs arrefted thought, 
And fleep (as is her cuftem) came unfought. 
Now liften to the purport of my tale. 
Methought 1 wander’d ina fairy vale: 
Replete with people of each fex and age; 
Good, bad, great, fmall, the fuolifh, and the 
« fage: 
Whilft on the ground promifcuoufly were laid 
Stars, mitres, rags, the fceptre, and the fpade. 
At length a haughty dame approach’d my views) 
Whom by no fingie attribute I knews 
For all that painters feign, and bards-devize, 
Is mere meck-imag’ry, and artful lyes. 
Boldly the look’d, like one of high degrees ~ 


Yet never feem’d to caft a glance on me3 





* Lueret. L. W. tranflated by Dryden 


ae THE VISION OF DEATH. ~ é 


At which I faly joy’ds for truth to fay, 

T felt an unknown awe, and fome Jifmay. 

She pafs'd me; her fide-face was fmooth and fairs 
(Mach as fine women, turn’d of forty, are) : 
When, turning fhort, and unperceiv'd by me,” 


She gratp'd my throat, and {poke with ftern au-' 
tl 


rity: : 
« Him whom I feek, art thou! Thy race is run: 
« My journcy’s ended, and thy bufinefe done. 
tecrender up to me thy captive-breath, 
*« My “‘pow’r is mature’s. pow’r, my name is 
i Death!" : 

Have you e’er feen th’ affrighted peafant grafp 
(Searching for flow’rs or fmnits) th envenonr'dalp? 
Or have you ever felt th’ impetuous fhock, 
When the fwift veffel fplits upon a rock? 

Or mark’d a face with hotror overfpread, 

‘When the third apoplex invades the head? 

‘Then form fome image of my ghaftly fright; 

Fear Hop vd my voice, and terrer dimn’d my 
fight: ¥ 

My heart flew From its place * in confternation, 

And nature felt a short annihilation: eyes 

‘Then—with a plunge=I fobb’d ;—and with faint 

Look'd upwards, to the ruler of the fkies t. 

At length—recov’ring—in a broken tone—» 
Princefs—1 cry’d,—Thy pris’ner is undone—- 
Defpair and mifery fuccecd to fear:——~ —* 
Oh had I known thy pretence was {q near! 

Abrupt th’ inexorable pow’r reply'd, —_[fide:) 
(Then turn’d her face, and tho. the hideous 
Fool! ‘tis too late to with, too late 'to pray? 
Thou hadit the means, but not the will to pay; 
Each day of human life is warning-day. 

‘The prefent point of time is al] thou haft, ‘ 
‘The Ranare foubtful, and the former pat! 
Yet, as I read contrition in thy eyes, 
And thy breaft heaves with terror and furprige, 
(1, who as yet was never known to fhow ee 
¥alfe pity to premeditated woe) 
‘Will gracioufly explain great nature’s laws, 
And hear thy fophifms an fo plain a caufe.-- 
‘There is a reafon, (which to time I leave) 
Why I give thee alone this fhort reprieve f, 
Banith thy fears, urge all thy wit can find, 
* Suppofe me what Iam, fuppofe thyfelf mankind! 
she fpoke, and led me by a private way, 
Where a fimall winding path half-printed lay :, 
‘Shen turning fhort, an avenue we "fpy’d, 
Long, fmoothty pav’d, magnificently wide, 
Dark cypreffes the fkirting fides adorn’d, 
‘And gloomy yew-trees, which for ever mourn'd : 
‘Whilft, on the margin of the beaten road, 
Its pallid bloom gck-felling henbane show’d 
Next emblematic rofemary appear’d, 
And lurid hemlock its ftain’d ftalks uprear’d, + 
{God's fignature to man in evi} hour !—) 
Nor were the night-fhades wanting, nor the 
pow'r 
Of thorn'd Stramonium, nor the fickly flow’r 





t From Statins, 
Stabat anbela metu, folum natura tonantem 





Yo" Refpiciens Achil. 1 ver, 487. 
¥ The reafon is, that what bere happens is a vifon, 
ond net a reality. 
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Of cloying mandrakes; the dectitful root 
‘Of the monk’s fraudful cow] *, and Plinian fruitt. 
Hypericon was $ there, the god of war, 
Pierc’d through with wounds, and feam’d with 
many a fear: é 
Add pale nymphea § with her clay-cold breath; - 
And poppies which fuborn the fleep of death. 
‘his avenue (myfterjous to relate} ‘ 
Surpriz’d me ‘much, and warn’d me of my fate. _ 
Tts Teogeh at firft approach enormous feem’d; 
Full half a thoufand fiadia | as | deem’d: 
But then the road was fmooth and fair to fee: 
(With fuch infenfible declivity) 
‘That what men thought a tedious courfe to run, 
Was finith’d oft the hour it firit begun. 
Sudden, arriving at a palace-gate, 
] faw a fpectre in the porval wait: 
An ill-fhap’d monfter, hideous to he feen; 
She feem’d, methought, the mother of the queen §. 
Opening their valycs, {eli-mov'd on cither 
fide, “sy 
‘The adamantine doors expanded wide: 
When death commands they clofe, when death 
commands divide. . 
‘Then quick we enter'd a magnific hall, 
Where groups of trophics over-fpread the wall. 
In fable ferawls 1 Nero’s name perus’d, 
And Herod’s, with a fanguine ftain fuffus’d 5 
While Numa’s name adorn’d a radiant place, 
And that of Titus deck’d a milk-white fpace. 
Now, ava the Pow’r of Death, furvey me 
well: : 
Thy fhame, remorfe, and difappointment tell; 
Why doft thou: tremble Ail, and whence thy 
dread 


Why fhake thy lips, and why thy colour fled? 
Speak, vaffal, recognize thy fov’reign queen: 
Hi 


hou fe’er feen me? Know’'ft thou not me, 
fonga 








feen? 
« Liege-miftrefs, whom the greateft kings adore, 

1 own my homage, and confefs thy pow'r. 

Alone, that fov’reignty on earth is thine, 

Which juitly proves its claim to right divine: 

‘Thine is the old hereditary fway, 

Which mortals ought, and mortals muft obey. 

But, emprefs, thou haft not the form I deem’d: ° 

Velafquez } painted liés, and Camoens | dream’d: 

I thought to meet, (as late as heav’n might grant!) 

A ikeleton, ferocious, tall, and gaunt; 





* Napellus; “monKs-bood, friar’s-cowl ; the moft, 

dangerous fort of aconites 
Amomum Plinii, * : 

$ St. Fobn's Wort, See Gondibert, L. I. Canto 6. 
This plant is called by us the berb of war, nob merely 
becaufe its juice is of a bloody colour, but becaufe it is one 
of the principal vulnerary Berbs ufed in making the fa= 
mous arqucbuface water—And again, as its leaves are 
full of little punftures aid botes, it is named by Latin 
writers Porofa, end Perfoliata: the French call it 
Mille Pertuis, end tbe Italians Perfarata. Behe, 

§ Water-lily. 

tt About threefcore and ten miles : emblematical of the 
Pjulmiff's duration of buaan life. 

§ Sin. : 

4 Two Spaniards, the one a famous painter, anak 
the other a celebrated poct. z 
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‘Whofe loofe teeth in their naked fockets fhook, 

And grinn’d terrific, a Sardonian look *.. . -. 

Ithoght, befides, thy right-hand aim’d a dart, 

Refiftlels, to tranfpierce the human heart, = 

And that thy likenefs of a head-fuftain’d 

‘A regal crown+: but all was falfe, or feign’d: 
« 1 fec thee now, delufive as thou art, 

Without one fymbol to alarm the heart:, 

Not ev'n upon thy flowing veft is fhown 

An emblematic. dart, or farcal-banes A 

Trather fee it, glorious to behold, 

With subies edg’d, and purfled o’er with gold: 

Gay annual flow'rs adorn each vacant {pace,. -. 

‘Of fhort-tiv’d beauty, and uncertain grace 

Artificer of fraud and deep difguife ! 2 

Prompt to perform, ingenious to furprize: 

In ev'ry light (as far as man can fee . 

By thy confent j fupreme hypocrify ! 

Punifh thy hopelefs captive if-he lies ——— 

Tattead ofa fealp’d fell and empty eyes, 

Bones without tleth,: and (as we al] fuppofe) 

Vacuity of lips, and cheeks, and nofe, , : 

(So dextrous is thy forcery. and care!) 

J fee a woman tolerably fair. : 
“ Juftead of fable robes and mournful geer, i 


Cameleon-like, a thoufand yarbs you wear, 
Nor bear the black and folemn thrice a years 
Dreft in gay robes, whofe dhifting colours fhow ; 
"Lhe varying glories of the fhow'ry how, * 
Glowing with waves of gold ;’ fea-tindtur’d green, 
Rich azure, and the bloomy gridcline f. 

“« ‘Thus in appearances you cheat us all, 
Pian our digraces, agd contrive our fall; 
omething you fhow, that ev'ry fool may hit, 
Wich mirth you treat, and bait that mirth: with 


wits we > . a 

Falfe hopes, thé loves and graces of your train, 
(Fimps to the great, th’ ambitious, and the vain,) 
Summon your guefts, and in attendance wait; - 
While you, like caftern quecns, conceal’d in flate, 
O’erlook the whole :, th’ audacious jeft refine, _; 
Smile.on the feaft §, and {parkle in the wine. 
Arachne thus in ambufh’d covert lies; 
Wits, atheifts, jobbers, ftatefmen, are the flies. 
Doom’d to be loft, they dream of no deceit, 
‘And, fond of ruin, overlook the cheat; 
Pride ftands for joy, and riches for delight -— 
“Weak men love weaknefs, in their own-defpite 5 
And, finding in thcir,native funds no eafe, 
‘Affume the garb of fools, and hope to plealem 
Wretches, when fick of life, for ratfbane call: 
*'Twere worth our while to give them foolbane alls 
Since by degrees each mifconceiving elf... ;, :z. 
is ruin’d,. nét by nature, but himielf.. , 

* According to the ancients the herba fardoa, er 
apium rifus, (by fume fuppofed te be, the water crow= 
) Brought on, afice being caten, fuch borrid convul- 
Jans, that the party died grinning, through the extren 
anily of agony. : . sf, ip he 

+ Milton's Paradife Loft, L. Il. v. 672. 

$ Dryden's Flower and’ Leaf. Bright crimfon 





and pure white, fececlly mixed in waves and melting, 


ene into the uther, make the volqur which pur ancient 
“poets callied grideline,” 
". & In foeculis mors atra fe 


, Adaumeret populos- 








Stat. Theb. Ly IV. v. 5276 
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% Too late I fee thy fraudful face entire: 
One half halfmimics health; halfmeans defire; 
And, though true youth and nature have no part, 
Yet paint enlivens it, and wiles, and art ; ee 
Colours laid on with a true harlot-grace; 
‘They only thow themfelves, and hide the face. 
The,other half is hideous to behold; —- * 
Ugly as grandame-apes, and full 2s old. 
There time has fpent the fury of his courfe. - 
And plough’d and harrow’d with repeated“orce: 
Onc blinking cye with {calding rheum fuffub'd,* _ 
A Jeg contracted, and an arm difus’d; x 
An half-liv’d emblem, fit for man to fee; 
An hemiplegia of deformity ! 
“ But, princefs, to thy cunning be it known,3 - 
"This emblematic fide is rarely hhown; * 
Man would ftart back if wedded to the crone. 
Side-long it is your cuftom to advance, > 
Show the fair half, and hide the foul, afkance; 
And, like a ver’ran tempter, caft aneye... : 
Of glancing blandifhment in paling by. 
« By ftealing fide-ways with a filent pace, 
Man rarely fees the moral of your face :, 
And (what’s the dang’rous frenzy of the whim) 
Concludes, you’ve no immediate call for him. 
Adjoin to this, your neeromuntic pow'r, + - 
Contracting half an age to half an hour. 
Jult fo the cyphers from the unit fled, 
When Malicorn the demon’s contraét read *. + 
The unit in the foremoit column fteod, ° 
And the two.cyphers were ob{cur’d with blood f. 
“. "Ywo other miftrefs-arts you make your own; 
‘To Circe and Urganda arts.unkcown : : 
When men look on you, and your Reps furvey, 
You feem to glide aflant another way: 
But the firft moment they withdraw their eye, . 
Swift you take wing, and like a vulture fly, 
Which fnuffs the diftant quarry in the wind, 
Andtmarks the careafe fhe is fure to find——= 
The next deception is more wondrous ftill 5» 
O grand artificer of fraud and ill. 
When the fick man up-lifts the fath t’ inhale 
Th’ enlivening breezes of the weftern gale, 
To {natch one glimpfe of eafe from flow’ry fields, 
And (fancying) tafle. the joy. which nature 
ields 5 : r . 
Far as the landfcape’s verge admits his view, 
He fees a phantom, and concludes it you. 
A gleam of courage then relieves his breaft, ./ 
Be calm my foul, he cries, and take thy reft fa 
When at that moment, dreadtul to relate, 
(For all but he that ought obferve his fate), 





© D. of Guife, a Tragedy. Dryden. 

$¢ Malicorn was an aftrolager advanced in years, 
but, being ambitious of making a great figure in this 
world, made over bis foul to Satan, apon condition that 
be enjayed earthly grandeur for 100 years mare. The 
contradt tyas written, figned and fealed in due form, 
when lo, at the expiration of one year, the evil fpirit 
entered Malicorn’s chamber, preceded by thunder and 
lightning, and demaniled bim as bis forfeit. “The aftro~ 
lager was exceedingly terrified, and, after making many 
reronfrances, infjted on fecing the original contra ; 
but the cyphers in mimber 100 were written with eva~ 
nefeent ink, akd the figure 1 only remained legible, The 
moral of this fiition is incomparable. See Act Vs Se. 54 

£ Lugs xii. 53. 


THE VISION OF DEATH. 


‘The wife, the fori, the frietid perceive thee ftand 
Behind his curtains with up-lifted hand, 

“Thee, real thee! to drive the deadly dart, 

And at one fodden ftroke tranfpierce the heart !” 

« Culprit, thou haft thy piteous flury told, 
As trite as Priam’s tale, and twice as old, 
Reply'd the Qucen: painters and bards, ’tis true, 
Have neither fung me right, nor juitly drew: 
Tam not the gaunt Spectre they devife [eyes.—- 

“Mhith, chop-fall’n mouth, and*with extinguith’d 
* Whethc> enlighten’d with a heavenly ray, 

Or whether thou haft better guefs’d than they, 
+L fay not; yet thus much I muft confefs, 

‘Thy knowledge is {uperior, or thy guefs. 

T own the feizn’d retreat, th’ oblique advance, 
‘The flight I take unfeen, th’ illufive glance, 
‘The blandithments of artificial grace, 

The found, the palfy'd limbs, and double face. 
AIUT contend for (there the queftion lies) 

Is this; let men but look through wifdom's eyes, 
And death ne'er takes them by a falfe furprife, 

“ Did not thy Maker, when he gave thee birth, 
Create thce out of perifhable earth? 

‘Where hot, and cold, the rough, and lenient fight, 
‘The hard, and foft, the heavy, and the light» 
Whilft ev'ry atom fretted to decay 

‘The heterogencous Jump of jarring clay ?——= 
‘Was not juft death entail’d on thee and all, 
(Such the decree of heav’n) in Adam's fall? 

The parent-plant receiv'd a taint at root, 

Hence the week branches, hence the fickly fryit. 

« ‘Thus with fpring’s genial balm and funfhine 
‘The annual flowret lifts its tender head, [fed 
In fummer blooming, and at winter dead ; 
‘Nay, if by chance a lafting plant be found, 
‘Whofe roots pierce deep te inhofpitable ground ; 
Whofe verdant leaves (life's common autumn paft) 
Bid fair t’ outlive the bitter wintry blatt, 

And green old age predicts a vernal fhoot = 

I Tend my hand to pluck both branch and root— 

‘Man is no more perennial than a fow’r; 

Some may live years, fome months, and fome an 
jour, . 

‘When firft thou gav'ft the promife of a man,. 

‘When th’ embryon-f{peck of entity began, 

+ ‘Was not the plaftic atom at a ftrife, 
’Twixt death ambiguous and a twilight life, 4 
Struggling wich dubious fhade and dubious light, 
Like the moon's orb; whilft nations in affright 
Hope for new day, but-fear eternal night? 

When motionlefs the half-form’d fetus lay, 
And doubrful life juft gleam’d a glimm’ring ray, 
‘When nature bade the vital tide to roll, 

I cloth’d with cruft of fleth that gem the foul ; - 
My mortal dart th’ immortal ftreain defil’d, © 
And the fire’s frailties ow'd into the child. 
‘The very milk his pious mother gave 

Turn’d poifon, and but nurs’d him for the grave *. 
Tn ev'ry atom that his frame compos'd 

Iweak-to ftrong, unfound to found oppos’d, 
Cruel, and proud of a deputed reign, * 

1 ting’d the limpid ftream with gloomy pain; 

* Confider, O man, what thou wert before thy birth, 
what thou art from thy birth to thy death, and what 
those foalt be after death. Thou waft made of an im- 

pure fubftance, and clothed and nourifoed in thy mother’s 
bleed. _ «SF Augusy. 


Ser 


Nor yet contented, in the current threw 
Difcolour’d ficknefs of each difmal hue. 


| Thus from the fource which firft life’s waters 


pave, 

Till their laft final home the occan-grave, 
Infetion blends itfelf in ev'ry wave: - 
Marafmus, atrophy, the gout, and ftone; 
Fru:ts of our parent’s folly, and our own! 

« To live in health and eafe you idly feign; 
Man’s fprightlicit days are intermitting pai 
Changing for worfe, and never warn’d by ill, 
Still the fame bait, the fame deception fill! 
Youth has new times for change, and may com~ 
Age ventures all upon a Jofing hand. {mand; 
‘The liberty you boaft of is a cheat: . *. 
Licentioufnefs lurks under the deceit. : 
Plenty of means you have and pow’r te choofe; 
Yet ftill you take the bad, the good refufe. 
The freedom of the tempefts you enjoy, 
Born to o’erturh, and br athing to deftroy. 
Thefe injure not themfelves, the reas'ning elf 
Injures alike both others and himfelf, © * 
Sour’d in his livelieft hours, infirm when ftrong, 
Unfure at fafeft, and but thort when long. 

“ Haft thou with anxious care and ftricteft 

thought : 
Made that nice eftimate of time you ought? 
‘Time, like the precious dimond, fhould be 
weigh’d: 
Caracts, not pounds, muft in the feale be laid. 
Know’ft thou the valuc of a year, a day, 
An hour, a moment, idly thrown away ? 
Then had thy life been bleffedly employ’d, 
And ali thy minutes fenfibly enjoy'd! 
What are they now, and whither are they flown? 
Th’ immortal pain fubfifts, the mortal pleafore’s 
‘one ! 

Canft thou recall them ?—Impotent and vain! 
Or have they promis’d to return again? . 
Call (if thou canft) the winged arrow back, 
Which lately cut through air its viewlefs track} 
Or bid the cataract afcend its fource, [courfes 
Which pour'd from Alpipe heights its furious 
Ah no—Time’s vanifh’d! and you only find 
‘A cold, unfatisfying {cent behind ! 

& Fpe to delays, economift of time, 
Thrice happy ‘Litus, virtuous in thy prime! 
In whom the noon-day—or the fetting fun 
Ne’er faw a work of goodnefs left undonc—- 
Old age compounds, or (more provoking yet) 
Sends a {mall gift, when heav’n expects the debt. ° 
Bring not the leavings of thy faint defires 
To Him who gives the beft, and beft requires; 
Man mocks his Maker, and derides his law: 
Satan has the full cars, and God the ftraw. 

‘€ Behold the wretch, who long has health ens 





joy'd, : 
With gold unfated, and with pow’r uncloy’d; 
Salmoneus-like, to fancy’d greatnefs rais'd, 
With flaves furrounded, and by fiatt’rers prais’d: 
Sce him againft his nature vainly ftrive, 
‘The bufieit, perteft, proudeft thing aliye! 
(As if beyond the patriarchal date ~~ 
Exceptive mercy had prolong d his fate). 
When lo, behind the variegated cloud, 
Enwrapt in mifts, nd mutiled in a fhrowd, 
The diffolution of old age comes on, 
Gouts, pallies, aShmas, ppundice, and the fomes 

s 3 1 ity 


By2. 


An hungry, mercilels, infatiate band, 
Eager as Croats for death’s laft command! 
‘Which Mill repeat their mercenary ftrain,- 
Lead us, to add the living to the flain... [well : 
“ Then mark the worldling, and explore him 
His grief, his fhame, and felf-conviion tell; 
Weak were my joys, he cries, and fhort their ftay : 
Pride mark’d the race, and folly pick'd the way. 
Can I revoke my mifdirected pow’r ? [hour ? 
"Where’s. my lott hope, and where the vanith’d 
'Curft be that greatnefs which blind fortune Jent ¢ 
Curft be that wealth which fprung not from con- 
tent! in 
Still, ftill, my confcious memory prevails; 
And underftanding paints where mem’ry fails. 
“« Allow me next with confidence to fay, 
(As fafely with the ftrieR truth I may;). 
‘Why doft thou, ideot, fenfelefsly complain, 
(Fond of more life, and covetous of pain,) 
‘That I, a tyrant, feize thee by furprize fr 
Flames, as the fpoke, thot flathing from her eyes. 
Dotard! I gave the warning ev'ry hour; 
Announc’d my prefence, and proclain’d my pow'r, 
One only bufine(s in. the world was thine, ; 
Born but to die! T’ exa@ the payment ming, 
If, atheift-like, you blame the juft decrge, _. 
Attack thy maker, but exculpate me | 
Mortality’s coeval with thy breath ; 
Life is a chain of links which lead to death. 
Sleep—wake—run-—creep-malike to: death you 
move 5 “ 
Death’s in thy meat, thy wine, thy fleep, thy love. 
Know’ft thou not me, my warnings, and alarms? 
‘Thou who fo oft haft flumber’d in myarms! |, | 
For ever feeing, canfl thou nought defery ? ! 
Dead ev'ry night, and yet untaught to die? 
“ How dar'ft thou give thy impious murmurs 


a 


. Thyfelf a breathing, {peaking monument? [vent, 


* fonvert, 
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No death is fudden to a wretch like thee, -” 
‘The emblem of his own mortality!‘ ; : 
Above, beneath, within thee, and without,, i 
All things forefhow the ftroke, and‘ clear the 
The very apopiex, thy fwiftctt foe, {doube. 
Forewarns his coming ; and approaches flow 
Sudden confufions interrupt thy brain , {pains 
Swift through thy temples fhoots the previous 
Sufpicion follows, and mifgiving*fear t 











Death always fpeaks, if man would firive toenaie 


~ “ Acquit me then of fraudulent furpriz?: 
Leaye fophittey to wits; be truly wife; 
For, as the cedar falls, it-ever-lics #! 

Start not 3¢ what we call our lateft breaths 
The morning of nran’s real life ig death te 


So fpake the pow’r, who never felt controul. 
Fear {mote my heurt, and confcience ftung my 
+ fopl; Ave, a 


Remorfe, vexation, fhame, and anger ftrivees | 
1 wak’d and (to my joy) J wak'd alive, 


Never was human tranfpert more fincere ;—= 
And the heft men may. tod inftruction here. 


MORAL. 


Wuo puts off death to the laft moments driv’n, 
Is near the grave, but very far from heav'n $e: 
He who rcpents, and gains the wifh’d reprieve, 
Was fit to die, and is more fit to live. . 
Choofe a good convoy in an hoftile courfe 5 
Right forefight never makes a danger worfe, 
* Eceues, xi, 3. . 
——— Sterites tranfmiffins anes; 
Hei evi mibi prima dies: bec. limina vite. 
Star. Sylv. L. 4. 
$ A faying of pious Feremy Tayler. 


THE COURTIER AND PRINCE; 


A FABLE, 


Put not your truft in princes, nor in the fon of 
' man, in whom there is no help. ; fo 
Psarm cxlvi. 3. 
Now behold, thou trufteft upon the faff of a 
+ bruifed reed—-on which if aman Jean, it wil! go 
through his hand and pierce it: fo is Pharaoh, 
king of Egypt, unto all that truft in him. 
. 2 Kines, xviii. a1. 
Wira diffidence, Q mufe, awake the fring; 
Proba *, herfelf a mufe, commands to fing: 


Bete A 7 Ct aang 


* A Roman young lady of quality and a Chrifian 
She afterward: merried Adelpbus, who was 

2 provenfil in the reign of Honorius and Theedofius jun. 

Sbe compofed an biter; of tbe Old and New Tefament 

Faverfe. Her of titi 1 ber bifpand is much admired. 

Beth pieces qwerg priated at Francport in t54x. 

“¢ dler name at length was Proba Valeria Falconia, 


Diveft thyfelf of thy pretended bays, (lays: 
And crown’d with fhort-liv’d flow’rs refent thy 
From female archives ftol’n, a tale difclofe, ‘ 
Verfe tortur’d into rhymes from honeft profe.  * 
Short fables may with double grace be told; 
So fimalleft glaffes fweeteft effence hold. 
Antonia fomewhere * does a tale report, 
Of no fmall ufe to tifing men at court: 
(Who feek promotion. in the worldly road, ; 
And make their titles and their wealth their god); 
Antonia! who the hermit’s flory fram’d+: : 
A tale to profe-men known }, by verfeemen 
. fam’aq. a foe eee 
© Trait fur la picté folide. 
Antoinette de Baurignon. : 
+ Epit.de Bourignos. Partie Seconde, Epit. xvii, 
¢ Dr. Patcick’s Parable of the Pilgriza, wey 
4 Parnelle’s Hermith 


Epit. xx. par Madam 
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A courtier of the Incky thriving fort, And kept herlove alive and like to Jag, 

Role like 4. meteor, and eclips'd the court; Beyond the date her Pompey was difgrac’d. 
By chance or cunning ev'ry ftorm outbraves; But nothing certain (as the wife man * found) 
Lopmot he rode, midi thoals of fools and Is to be deem’d on fublunary ground. 

7 knaves, Join’d to good fortune, "twas our courtier’s log 
‘Triomphant, like an eygre *, o’er the waves: To ferve a prince who ne'er his friends forgot: ~ 
c. afually lucky, fortunately great, * | Humane, difcreet, compafionate, and brave; 

~ "Ten times his planet overcame his fate, Not milder when he lov'd, than when forgave, 
Richés flow'd in ¢ and accidents were kind ; Gen'rous of promife, punual in the deed; 
Fealth join’d her opium to delude the mind ¢ ; Grac’d with more candor than moft monarchs 
Whiltt  ~ide was gratify’d in ev'ry view, A _milkinefs of blood his heart polled; (need. 
And pow’r had fcarce an obje¢t to purfue; With grief he puuith'd, and. with tranfpert 
Cramm’d to the throat with happinefs and eafe, blefy’d $f.” 7 
Till nature’s felf could do no more to pleafe.— As nobleft metals cre moft dudtile found, 
Vain-glorious mortal, to profufion blet! -- Great fouls with mild compailion moft abound, 
And almofl by profperity diflrett! The goldendye with foft complacence takes 
Whilft oets, the worft pandars of the age, Each {peaking lincament th’ engraver makes, 
Hymn’ his ho-virtues in each flatt’ring page; And wears a faithful image for mankind, 
‘True paralitic plants {, which only grow True to the features, truer to the mind: 
Upon their patron-trees, like miffelto : Whillt fludborn iron (like a barren foil 
So pella-mountain on the flax appears, ‘To tab'sing hinds) eludes the artift’s toil; 
And thyme, th’ epithimy §, (her haftard) rears; | To ewry ftroke unvrateful and.unjutt, 
Jut fo th’ agaric from the larix Springs, Corrodes itfelf, or hardens into raft, 
And fav’rites fatten on perspiring kings. Good-nature, in the language from above f, 
More might be faids but this we Ieuve intel, f Us enivertal chursty wind shteny 20 Bisse j , 
neat bene a ‘os ‘youd’ Jad" whous Chance had | Bahs of virtue, and the ftaff of life! 
claim’d Whilf av’rice, private cenfure, public Tage, 
As her own offspring, was Amariel nam‘d. Are th’ old man’s hobby-horfe, and crutch of age, 
At his firft horofcope the goddefs {mil’d, Party conduéts usto the meaneit ends; 
And wrapp’d in-her own mantle her own child; | Party made Herod and a Pilate friends §. 
‘Then, as a wit upon th’ occafion faid " Scorn’d be the bard, and banifh’d éy’n from, 
(Not lefsa wit, we hope, for being dead), fchools, 5 a 
“ Gave him her blefling, put him in a way, Who firit immortaliz’d man-killing fools ; 
“ Set up the farce, and ghd at her own play.” | Blockheads in council, bloody in command ; 
Fortune, the miftrefs of the young and bold, Warriors-—not of the head, but of the hand: 
Elpous'd him early, but carefs'd hint ald; ‘True brethren of the iron-pated Swede il: 
Duteous and faithful as an Indian wife, They fight like Ajax, and like Ajax read. 
Shu inade appearance to be true for life: Of all the reat and harmlefs things below, 


—_— Only aa elephant is truly fo. 
* The tenth evave, when rivers are Swollen by flonds, | (Thus writes a wit €, well-known a cent’ry paft ; 
- or agitated by florms, is called in fome Parts of England) Forgotten now ; yet ftill his fame thall lait). 
an eygre, See Daypen’s Threnod. Auguit. Kings have their follies; fatefmen have their 
t Profperous health and uninterrupted eafe are often arts; | 
the occafion of fume fatal mi Portunes. Thus along peace | Wealth fpoils the great; beauty enfnares our 
erakes men unguarded and fometines unmindful, in mat~ hearts; 
ters of wars It being obferved, that the moft fignal overs | And wits are doubly dup’d by having parts. 
throw is ufitally given us, rwben an wx ‘peéted enemy | Some have ten times the parts they ought to ufes 
furprifeth us in the deep fleep of pease und. | fecurity.”* “ A great wit’s greateft work is to refute oa 
Sr. Gregor. the Great, Never, O bards, the warning voice defpife ;— 
4 Pargftical plants, according to the language of | To add is dang’rous, to retrench is wife. 
botunifis, will not grow in the common matrix of the | Poets, inftead of faying what they could, 
earth ; but their fecds, being difperfed by winds, take root Mutt only fay the very thing they fhould, 
iu the excrementitious part: of a decayed tree, or arifeas | This mighty ETPRKA referv'd for few, 
Te iene from the exftdutions of fome tree or plant. | Virgil and Boileau, Pope and Dryden knew. 
Thus the dudder (cufeuta) formerly called pella-moun- | (Thus by the way.) Now, Mufe, refume thy 
tain, grows ufuually on flax; and therefore the Itallan courte; 
Peufant calls it podagra di linia. There is no wand’rer like the poct’s horfe : 
§ The Arabians and Italians (imitating the Greek ’ 
sword vewidupsdy) call thir adfiititions plant efitimo * Son of Siracb. J 
and epithimioy but very few of or Englifo botanifts | + « Bountifulnefsis a moft beautiful garden,ard mere 





mike mention of it. As far as I bave hitherto feen, | cifulnefe endureth for ever” Eceuus. .. 
only one of our herbalifls bas touched upon it, namely ¢ Evdoxie. Marre. ii.1g. . 
Peter Treveris, who flourifoed about the reign of Henry | § Luxe xxii. 2. ; 


PIT. He calls it epithimy, “For my own part, not | _ |] Denir-bafh, or iron-beaded: A name given by the 
“ering to invent new words in poctry, I have thought | Turks to Charles IT. of Seveden. 

Proper to retain the word which he ( Treveris ) bas ufed, | Dr. Donne’s Letters in Proft,izme, Lond. t OY, 
as eh is suell-founding and not inelegant, 4 Sir Fobn Birkenbcua's Epifite to Cartzuright, 1658. 
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Who quits the folid road, and well-beat lanes, 
(Sick of his track, and punifh’d for his pains), 
‘To mimic galloping on green-fwarth plains. 
So, in the daily work the labours at, 
‘The fwallow toils, and rifes with a gnat—— 
It shantid as through his groves our monarch 
7 ray'd, 
‘T’ enjoy the coolnefs of a fummer fhade, 
| Wrapt up in virtuous fchemes of means and ends, 
To reconcile his foes or blefs his friends, 
He fpy'da figure, which by fhape he bnew, 
Ina lone grotte half-conceal’d from view: 
Thither the prudent wanderer had retir’d, 
As modefty and well-bred fenfe requir’d: 
Studious of manners, fearful to intrude 
On precious hours of royal folitude. 
» Amaricl, cry’d the Prince, 1 know thee well, 
Invelop’d in the umbrage of a celt: 
T like thy modefty, with manners fraught ; 
But, as my fpirits afk a paufe from thought, 
‘Walk with thy mafter, und with him inhale 
The tooling frefhnets of the weiftern gale. 
Amaric}, added he, and gently fmil’d, 
This'yrove’s my kingdom, and cach tree my child: 
(Forgive the vanity, which thus compares 
‘Myfelf to ‘Cyrus, and his rural cares) *5 
‘My ready pencil fketch’d.the fir defign, 
Thefe eyes adjufted ev'ry fpace and fine ; 
Thefe hands have fixe th’ inoculated fhaots, 
‘Train’d the loofe branches, and reform’d the roots. 
Happy the monarch of the town and field, 
Where vice to laws, and weeds to culturc yield! 
My human realms a ten-fold care demand ; 
Reluctant is the ftaple + of the land: : 
Sour are the juices, churlith is the foil, 
Of rule impatiént, and averfe to to#l. 
In vain I cherifh, and in vain replace ; face. 
‘Th’ ungrateful branch flies back, and wounds my 
Courtiers are like th’ hyena, never tame 5 
No bounties fix them, and no arts reclaim : 
Frontlefs they run the niuck } through thick and 
thin; = 
_ Not poorer, if they lofe ;—-and they may win. 
Patriots of their own int’reft, right or wrong,: 
Foes to the feeble, flatt’rers to the ftrong. 
Stiff complaifance thro’ their beft homage Spreads, 
So tasteless court the fun with ’wry-n¢ck’d 
. eas. .: 
‘True asa dial, when their patrons fhine ; 
But blank, if the faid patrons pow’r refign. 
Like good Sir Martin {], when he loft his man, 
They grieve—and get another as they can. 
Yet, (though fmall real comfort is enjoy’d 
‘Where man the ruler is, and men empioy’d), 
Of all my friends and fervants, you alone 
Have pleas’d me beft, and moft reliew’d the throne. 


* Xenoruonr. Occononic. C. iv. We. 

+ Lhe flaple of the foil, in a bufbandry-ferfe, is the 
upper carth, which lies within the reach of the plough 
and influence of tbe atmofphere. 

Thus we call wool, with relation to England, a 
flaple commodity. : : 

Lf Dryden's Hind and Panther. 

§ ‘The Heliotrope, or fun-flower, called by the Tax 

Tians, orologio dei cortegiani. ° 

ll Sir’ Adartin Marr-all, in a comedy of Drydcn’s 

wutings ~ tSGe ym ee ee 
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Whatever then my bounty can provide; 
Whatever by my friendfhip be fapply’d; 
As far as faith can bind, or {peech can faype 
Afk, and I meet thy withes fait the way. 
‘The fervant bow’d, and gratitude exprefs'd 5 
Such gratitude as dwells in courtier’s brea te 
Pleas’d to the height of tranfport He retir’d; 
His fears were calm'd, and his ambition fir'd. 
Unhappy man, in both his objects wrong; 
‘The weak he trufted, and forgot the {trong 
Six years were paft, when lo, by dowdegrees,” ' 
A fever did his limbs and fpirits feize: ~~ ae 






Advancing gently, no alarm it makes, © 
(Like murd’ring indians gliding through the 
brakes :) 


But, having mark’d her fure approaches well, 

She ftorms, and nothing can her force repel. 
Inftant, a liquid fire inflames the blood, 

Whilft fpafms impede the felf-refining flood : 
Petechial {pots th’ approach of death proclaim, 
Redd’ning like comets with vindi¢tive flame ; 
Whilit wand’ring talk, and moppings wild, prev. 


fage 
Mooneftrack illufion, and conclude in rage. 
Incvitable death alarms the heart; 
Nature ftands by, and bids her aim the dart. 
The fick man, ftupify'd with fear and woe, 
Had hardly words to fpeak, or tears to flow ; 
At length in broken founds was heard to cry, 
Grant me to fee my matter, ere I die. 
The mafter came. Ah, prince, Amariel faid, 
Now keep thy promife, and extend thy did; 
Unfurl my tangled thread of human breath, 
‘And call me back one year, before my death. 
The prince (for he was wife, and good withall) 
Stood like a ftatue, mortiz’d to the wall: 
At length, recov’ring from amazement, broke 
‘An awiul filence, and thus gravely {poke : 
Amariel, fure thy pangs di urb thy brain: 
The boon you afk ts blafphemous and vain : » 
Am Ta god, to alter death’s decree? 
That’s the prerogative of heav’n, not me! 
‘Then, cried Amariel, with a hafty tone, 
Gain me a week, three days, or gain me one. 
Impoflible again! the prince reply’d 5 
Sure thy difeate to madnefs is ally’d: 
‘Aik me for riches—freely I refign > 
A third or half, and bid thee make them thine, 
‘Whate'er the worid can human greatnefs call, ° 
Pow’r, rank, grants, titles, I'll beftow then: all, 
Then die in peace, or with contentment live, 
Nor afk a gift no mortal pow’r can give. 
‘With eyes that flath'd with eagernefs and fire 
The fick man then propos'd a new defire: 
“& As deaths dread tyranny has no controul, 
« Gan you enfure the fafety of my foul ?” 
Anxious and doubtful for my future ftate, 
I read the danger, but I read too late. : 
‘The prince ftood mute ; compafiion and amaze 
‘Tore his divided heart ten thoufand ways: 
And, having rightly weigh’d the fick man’s pray’: 
“Thus he replied in forrow and defpair : 
& Salvation of the foul by grace is giy'n;—— 
© Unalienable is the grace of Heav'n. 
« [tremble at the rath requeft you make, 
«© Which is not mine to grant, or yours to take. 
Amariel then, with difappointment fpent, 
Turn'd from hie prince in niourpful difcontent, 


: THE COURTIER AND PRINCE. 


2 4a oF 
And, lifting up to heav’n his hands and eyes, 
‘Thus ina flood of tears obtefts the fkies: 
“ Wretch that I am, unworthy of my breath; 
* Deceiv’d when living, and deceiv’d in death! 
“Why did 1 wafte my ftrength, my cares, my 
** . "fame +” 
“ To ferve a mafter—mafter but in name ? 
* An ethnic idol, for delufion made; 
«Eves without fight, protection without aid? 
‘* Unabico beltow the good we want, « *” 
“ And ready, what avails us not, to grant! 
* Deceitful, impotent, unufeful pow’r ; 
Which can give di’monds, but not give an hour! 
« At Rimmon’s fhrine no longer will L bow, 
“ But thus to th’ ‘all-pow'tful King addrefs my 
7 “ vow: 
“ O thou, the only great, and good, and wife, 
Ruder of earth, and monarch of the fkics + 
* Thou whom th’ intents of virtuous actions pleafe; 
« Whofe laws are freedom, and whofe fervice 
“ eafe *: 
“ Whofe mercy waits th’ offender to the grave, 
« Willing to hear; omuipotent to fave! _ 
“ Who ne’er forgot one mieriturious deed, 
« Nor left a fervant in the hour of need. 
“ To mercy and to cquity inclin'd ; 
“ Whe mind’ft the heart and tenor of the mind f, 
“« Forgive my error, and my life reftore ; 
« Thee will | ferve alone, and thee adore! 
“ Farewell earth’s deicies and idols all ! 
Moloch and Mammon, Chion +, Dagon, Baal: 
«© Whofe Chemarims § tread their fantaftic rounds 
‘« O’er Aven’s |j plains, and dance to fyrian founds, 
+ Hence falfe Affarte 4, who the world fuborns; 
« Life's lambent meteor glift’ ring round her horns. 
‘Let Thammuz moan fis felf infli@ed pain, * 
“ And Sidon’s ftream run purple to the main. 
“ No ftar of Remphan ** fhallattradt my fight, 
# Shorn of its beams, and gleaning fickly light : 
“@ Malignant orb! which tempts bewilder’d fwains 
=*.To gulfs, to quickfands, and waile tracklefs 
“ plains! : 
“ By thee the falfe Achitophel was led; [bed. 
“And Hamaa ++ dy’d aloft, and made a cloud his 
+ “ From worldly’ hopes and falfe dependance 
“ freed, * * 
“ Tllfeck no fafety from a fplinter’d reed; 
“ Which caufes thofe to fall, who with to ftand; 
« Or, if it aids the fteps, gangrenes the hand {}. 
« How vain is all the chemic wealth of pow’r! 
“ Sought for an age, and fquander'd in an hour ; 
« Full late we learn, in ficknefs, pains, and woe, 
What in high health ‘twas poffible to know. 


® Ticero fervi fumus, ut liberi effe poffimus. 


- Cicero. 
} Bifvop Fer. Taylor. . 
gt Ghiun, probably from KT ON: Qu, if not Anubis. 
“ See alfo AMos v.26, 1 Kinos xi. 32.0 * * 
~, § For the Chemarims of Baal fee Hosea x. 5. in 
Marg. 2 KINGS. xxiii. 5. oa 
_ lt Aves. Hosea x. 8, Plains of Aven. Amos 
hg. . : 
Perbaps the fame as Aflaroth, or Venus, the 
eas Whe duis ee is 
2 ® Acts vii 
+} Esrunr vii. g. 
if Isatan xxxvi, 6. 
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Fis : 875 " 
« Two ages may have two Elithas feens 

“ Groups of Gehazis * choke the fpace between ;. 

“ Who live unthinking and obdurate die, 

“ Nor heed their own ar children’s leprofy +. 

“ Sin-born and blind! Who’ change, proteit, and 

“ fwear, ‘ \ 

“ With the fame eafe they draw the vital air. 

“ Proud of the wit, and heedlefs af the fin, - 

« They ftrip, and fell the Chriftian to the fkin f. 

* Charms irrefiftible the dupes behold 

“ In vineyards, farms, and all compelling gold. 

Others (ftill weaker) fet their truth to fule 

« For a mere found, and cut of heay’n's cntail : 

Whilft he, who never fails his imps, fupplies 

« Prompt treachery, and frefh created lies —— 

“« ‘Timc-fervers are at ev’ry man’s command 

“ For loavesand fith on Dalmanthua's ftrand §."* 
He fpoke ; And, with a flood of tears opprefs' 

Gave anguish vent, and felt a moment’s ret. 
Heav'n with compaflion heard the fick man 

rieve 5 

And Hezekiah gain’d the wih’d reprive ]}. ” 

Once more his blood with equal pulfes flow’d 

And health’s contentment on his vifuge glow'ds 

Places and honoprs he with joy refign’d ; 

( Peace-offcrings to procure a tranquil mind 4!) 

Gave all his riches to the fick and poor, 

And made one patriarch-farm his only ftore. 

To groves and Esecks our new Elijah ran, 

Far from the moniter world, and traitor man? 





“Thus he furviv'd the tempeft of the day, 


And ev’ning funfhine fhot a glorious ray. 

Difeafes, ficknets, difappointments, forrow, 

All lend us comfort, whilft they feem to borrow. 

Here I might paint him ina life retir'd, 

Ennobled by the virtues he acquir’d; 

But the true tranfports of the wife and good 

Are beft by implication underftood ; 

Except the mule with Dryden’s irength could 
OAL tee 2 

Me, humble prudence whifpers ** to give o’er. 

A fafe retreat; plann’d and perform'd with care; 

Stands for a viet'ry in poetic war. 

So when the warbling lark has mounted high 

With up-right flight, and gain’d upon the iky, 

Grown giddy, the contracts her flick’ring 
wings: 

Thrids her defcending courfe in fpiral rings, 

Leff ning her voice; but to the gtound fhe 


Refolving, on a more aufpicions day, 
Higher to mount, and chaunt a better lay f}. 





* 2 Kins v. 20. 
+ Tid. ult. 
$4 They pull of the robe with the garmeat.”” Mic. 
ii. 8. ° . 4 


§ Marx viii. 10. . e 
> || 2 Kines xx. " 
{Tranquil mind. SHAKES. : 3 
** Me, mea Calliope, cura leviore vagantem, 
Far revocat, parveque jabet decurrere gyro. 
Cotumet. de Hortis, L. 10, 
tt ofr fatifiit, ya 
Laxaturg. chelys : viris infligat, alitg. 
Tempeftiva quics ; major poft atia virtus. 
yee Syuv. L.y, 
So 1 te 


| Yicld diff’rent produce, | anda 
Italian plants, in nature's hot-l 
Bear fruits in fpring, and riot into 
ps flow’rs lefs early (and at , 
| Their pertnefs is a green-houfe the 
objeéted | Cold northern wits Pera a longer date; 
our climate, ripens late. 


Take all i io and nh ei 
Mellow’d from wild aufterity, at len; 
They tafte Tike ne@ar, and Pcie 8: its 


rritin Meats led (and. 

wa yey thofe ‘bet pect ih epi f 

tac cand peter ae : 
* a Kines ii. 


_ THE ENCHANTED REGION; OR, 2 
"PLEASURES. 


Nasi iii, 4. | All things fmile, and all annoy him ; 
ei ‘The rofe has thorns, the doves can bite 
Riot is a fatigue till night, 
Sleep an opium to deftroy him. 
Louring in the groves of death) —~ 
+ | Yew trees breathe funereal breath, 
Brambles and thorns perplex the fhade ; 
"| Bete pentyl creep Rae reft; ; 
in guady 

: [ac eer Sn 


ree ious fod wets 
in grafs its er hhields 5 
at her harlotry of ae ees 


i the loves, at en he leaves us! : Carotvest ero — 
Ts rie: Batya over Circe’s ies; 4 Aad lecinass 
: Gandy b bella-donna i] owing, 
Apt oredr of life? Look back wether tome ‘ing, 
alt fee the frailty of thy » the folly of sit dens 
fe cae afi inc! 


ef gt * Jt is remarkable that birds adorned with vic 
iano Yr = as Len pibes Seal — et, ae 


reel: th us, and yet 

zt eee ener ee 
Sie enjoy it falli 

~ St. Gnzcox. Hom. 





THE ENCHANTED REGION. 


Lve’s apple * mafks the fruit of death; 
Sick henbane murders with her breath, 
Actea with an harlot’s bloom. 


‘One plant { alone is wraps in fhade ; 

Few eyes its privacy invades » 

Ptant of joy, of dite, avd ith | 

More than the fabled lotos fam’d, 

Which (tafted osfse) mankind reclaim’d 
From parents, country, pow’r, and wealth §. 


‘On yondeiAlp I fee it rife, 

Afpiring to congenial tkies, 

Bat cover’d half with ivy-walls;—— 
“Phere. where Eulebio |] rais'd a fhrine,’ 
Snatch’d from the gulf by pow'r divine, 
Where Reiga's tumbling torrent falls {. 


Compar’d with thee, bow dimly fhows 

Poor Andcreon’s lifelfs rofe ? i 

What is Homer's plant ** to thee? ——», 

In vain the Mantuan poet try’d 

‘To paint Amellus’ ftarry {+ ptide, 

Emblem of wit's futility !. 

Men faw, alas, and knew not thee, 

Myftic evangelic tree ! 

"Thou hadft. no charms for paynim-eyes } 

‘all, guided by the lanip oF heav’n, 

To chafte Urania pow’r was giv'a 

‘Vo fee, t’ admire, and moralize. 
ll-beauteous flow’r, whole ceritre glows 
ith fluds of gold; thence ftreaming flows 








* Amomum Plinii. 

A&as ; Herb Chriflopber. 

The paffion flower. 

§ See Homer's Odyfey L. ik. 94. te. 

] The Baran de Buttoni. 

| This alludes to a well-known fatt in the dutchy of 
Carniola, where the profent ode-was written, f 
»» About the year 1675, a nobleman wai riding at night 
Spon a road which gues near the edge of the precipice here 
mentioned, Miflabing bis way (aid that for a for fleps 
only) bis borfe flopped fort, and refufed to go on; upon 
which the rider, who, in ail probability was heated with 
Liquor (o:berwife be ought la bave haown the faccipice 
Better, it being not far from bis own cafile}, lef? both bis 
temper and prudence, and {purred the borfe\ with great 
angen; upon which the poor heaft took a defperate leap, 
intending, at was imagined, to have reached another angle 
Of the precipice on the fame fide which the road lay. The 
Borfe fell directly into the torrent, two or three hundred 
feet beneath, and was burried awvay with fuch rapidity 
tat the body rvas never found. Tie nobleman was dif- 
covered next day in an opening of the rock, about balf- 
away down, where a fora bufbes grew 3 and as the faddle 
xvas found not far from him, it was fuppofed that the 
borfe, by the vivlence of the offart be made, burft the 
faddlesgirths. ‘The vider lived many years after this 
‘suonderful gfeape, and, out of gratitude to God, eretIed a 
seautiful chaple on the edge of the precipice, dedicated 
Vif Lmifiche not) to St. Anthony of Padua. 

L made a drawing of the chaple, precipice, torrent, 
and nobleman’ scuple ; of which a copy was taken after» 
awards by the celebrated drafifman Vifentini, at Venice, 
1750. 

** Molly. Homer’s Opyssey, L. XI. 305. 

tt Afr Atticus, or (purple Italian) Rar-wart. ~ 

E Geoua. IV. 271. 
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Ray-like effulgence. Next is feen ; 
Arich expanfe of varying hue, 

Enfring'd with an impurpled blue, 

And freak’d with young Pomona’s green *. 


High o'er the pointal, deck’d with gold, 
(Emblem myfterious to behold), 

A radiant crofs its form expands;——= 
Its op’ning arms appear t’ embrace 

‘The whole colle@ive human race, 
Refuge of all men in all lands! 


Grant me, kind heav’n, in profp’rous hous =~ 
To pluck this confecrated flow’r, 

And wear it thankfuJ on my breafts 

Then fhall my fteps fecurely ftray, 

No pleafures hall pervert my way ¢, 

No joys feduce, no cares inoleit. 


Like ‘Fobit (when the hand, approv’d 

By heav’n, th’ obftrudting films remov’d } 
I now fee objects as I ought : 

Ambition's ** hideous; pleafure vain 
Av’rice ** is but a blockhead’s gain, 
Poffefling all, beftowing nought. 


Faffions and frauds furround us all, 
‘Their empire is reciprocal: 

Shun their blandifhments and wiles; 
Riches but ferve to fteel the heart; 
Want has its meannefs and its art; 
Health betrays, and ftrength beguiles. 


In higheft ftations fares mifguide ; 

Midft folitude they nurture pride, 
Breeding vanity in knowledge; 

A poifon in delicious meat, 

Midft wines a fraud, midft mirth a cheat, 
In courts, in cabinet, and college. 


The toilsare fixt, the fportfmen keen: - 
Abroad unfafe, betray’d within, 

Whither, O mortal! art chou flying ? 

‘Thy refolutions oft are {nares, 

‘Thy doubts, petitions, yifts, and pray’rsj———= 
Alas, there may be {nares in dying ! 





* Alluting to that particular fhecies of green called Ly 
the French pumme-verte, or apple-green. 

$ “My beart is @ vain and wandering heart, whens - 
ever it is bed by its own determinations. It is bufy to-no 
purpofe, and occupied ta no end, whenever it is nat guided 
by divine influence: It feeketh reff and findeth mane: It 
agreeth not with ilfelf: It alters refelutions, changet 
judgment, frames new thoughts, and fuppreffes old ones ¢ 
‘pulls down every thing, and rebuildeth notbing 3 in feort, 
it never continucth in the fame fate.” 

St. Berwaro. Meditar, 


 Scoft thou the luminary of the greater world in, the 
Ligheft pitch of meridian glory ; where it continucth not, 
but defends in the fame proportion as it afvended? Look 
next and confider if the light of this lower world is more 
permanent ? Continuance is the child of eternity, and nob 
of time.” Ex. Vet. Ascet. 
} Tosrt iii.t7.  * 
Be 6 All vices wax old by age: Covetoufnefs (and 
ambition) alune grow young.” ‘ 
&. Ver. Ascer. 
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Deceiving none, by none enfnar’d, 
O Paraclete *, be thou my guard, 
Patron of ev’ry jait endeavour ! 








Spirit. Joun xiv. 16—2: 
Dryden firfl introduced the word Paraclete into the 

Englifh language, in bis tranflation of the bymn Veni 

Creator Spiritus: asalfo in bis Britannia Rediviva : 


THE WORKS OF HARTE. 


* TAPAKAHTOS: The Comforter; the Fly 


The crofs of Chrift is man’s reward? : 
No heights obftruét, no depths retard; 
Chriftian joysare joys for ever! a 
« Laff folemn fabbath farw the church attend ; 
The Paracletyin ficry pomp defend. ~ 
But when bis wond’ rows oftavg roll’ d again 
* Rom. viii. 39. t 








EULOGIUS: OR, THE CHARITABLE MASON. 


AN HISTORICAL FABLE: 


Taken from the Greek of Paulus Sylingus, Lib. WM. 





Nos, vilis turba, caducis 


Defervire bonis, femperg; optare parati, 


*Spargimur in cafus. 


And 


Start. Sylve. L. 1 a 


ee : < 
God gives us what he knows our wants require, 
etter things than thofe which we defire,. ° » , 


Devo. Palam. & Arc. 


a nce 


Give mé neither poverty nor riches; feed me 
with food convenient forme: LeftI be full and 
deny thee, and fay, Who is the Lord? Or left I 
be poor and fteal, and take the name of my 
God in vain, Acur’s Prayer. . 

. Prov, xxx. 8, 9. 


INTRODUCTION. 


. ‘ 
Permit me, Stanhope *, as I form’d thy youth 
To claflic tafte and philofophic truth, 

Once more, thy kind attention to engage, . 
And, dying, leave thee comfort for old age ; 
This hif?ry may eternal truths fuggett : 
Pve feen thee Jearn'd, and would leave thee bleft! 
One grain of piety avails us more 

Than Pruffia’s laurels, or Potofi’s ftore. 

How blindly to our mifery we run; ae 
Dup’d by falfe hopes, and by our pray’rs undone ! 
‘We want, we with; we change, we change agen; 
‘Yet know not how to afk, nor what, nor when. 
Jul fo, mifled by liquor, drunkards ftray, ~ 
‘Lhey know they have a road, but mifs their way; 
Th’ exiftence of their home admits no doubt; 

‘Th uncertainty. is where to find it out +. 

Zimri afk’d wealth, and wealth o’erturn’d his 

Arts. 
Parente! for children pray, which break their hearts. 
Contractors, agio-men, for villas figh ; 

‘To-day they purchafe, and to morrow die. 











* Philip Stanbipe, Efy. late member of parliament 
for St. Germain’s in Cornwall, and at prefent envoy ex- 
traordinary to the Court of Drefden and the circle of 
Lower Saxony, Se. 
t Va tempori illi quando non Deum cognovimus t 
"  Aucuar, Sclilog. C. 31. 





Six cubic feet of earth are all their lot *; 
Mourn’d with hypocrify, with eafe forgot. - 
Their Chriftian-heirs the pagan-rites employ, 
And give the fun’ral ilicet with joy. 

Lelio + would be th’ Angelic { of a fchool; 
Kneels down a wit, and rifes up a fool. 
Weak pans affe& to hold the ftatefman’s 

Cale ¢ a 

As well the thrimp might emulate a whale. 4 
Clamb’ring, with ftars averfe, to fortune’s height’ 
Ambitious Omrirofe, and dropp’d down-right. 
His paunch too heavy, and his head too light. 
Like fall’n Salmoncus, he perceiv’d, at length, 
‘The mean hypocrify of boatted ftrength : 
To deal like Dennis his vain thunder round, 
And imitate inimitable found.. 
Both ways deceitful is the wine of pow'r, 
When new, tis heady, and, when old, ’tis fow’r. 
lanthé pray’d for beauty ; Jucklefs maid !—— 
An idiot-mind th’ angelic form betray’d. 
Nature profufely deck’d the out-fide pile, 
But ftarv’d the poor inhabitant the while. 








* © His tibi mortis erunt mete ; Domus altafub Ida 
Lyrneffi domus alta ;—Solo Laurente ferulcbrum, 
Virc. Hucid. XU. 
A fmall fpace of ground after death contains both 
rich and poor. Nature produceth us all alike, and make, 
no difinétion at death, Open thr grave, view the deak 
bodies, move the afbes, you will find no difference betaveer 
the patrician and the peafant, except thus far ; that by 
the magnificence of the tomb of the former, you may per. 
ceive be bad muth more to refign aad léfe than the latter. 
ST. AMBROSE. 


“f Late Lord BY**, — ¢ Dottor Angelicus. ij 


EULOGIDS: OR, THE CHARITABLE MASON. 


}Avenant imptor’d the mufes for 2 tongue: 
“he mufes lent him theirs. He fweetly fung; 
ind—/but for Milton *) had more fweetly 
t fwung. 
warn hence, he cry‘d, “ my merry brethren all },” 
‘ybura’s agaric ftanches wit,*apd gall. 3, 7 
Others mour Pegafus, but lofe their feat: 
snd break their necks, before they end the heat. 
ibanius try’d the ftreams of eloqueuce, 
ut plummet-deep he funk, unbuoy’d with fenfe. 
oncinas 3 ~ik'd the knack of plotting treafon 
Againft the crown and dignity of reafon |.” 
y his ownart th’ artificer was try’d, 
nd lawyers beat him om the quibbling fide, 
‘ow haften, poet, to begin thy fong: 
A tale,” fays Prior, “ ne'er fhould be too long.” 
L-judging isthe bard, who flacks his pace , 
nd feeks for flow’rs, when he fhould run the 
race; 
r, wand'ring to enchanted caftles, fleeps 
n beds of down; or Cupid’s vigils keeps; 
Thilft the main action is by pleafures croft, 
nd the firft purport of th’ adventure loft. 
reat wits may fcorn the dry poetic law ; 
or from the critic, but from nature, draw; 
ach feeming trip, and each digreffive ftart, 
ifplays their eafe the more, and deep-plann’d 


art: 
All ftudy’d blandifhments t’ allure the heart.) 
ike San'uel’s q fircam, gliding through flow’ry 


‘ plains, 
h’ effets are feen : The fource unknown remains. 
, ee 


‘ancient times, fearce talk’d of, and lefs known» 
then pious Juftin ** fill'd the eaftern throne, 
iafmall dorp tf till then for nothing fam’d, 
ind by the neighb’ring fwains Thebais nam’d, 
ulogius liv’d; an humble mafon he ; 

nothing rich, but virtuous poverty. 

m noile and riot hé devoutly kept, 
igh’d with the fick, and with the mourner wept ; 
falf his earn’d pittance to per neighbours went. 
‘hey had his alms, and he had his content, 
till from his little he could fomething {pare 
‘o feed the hungry, and to clothe the bare. 





* Milton interceded, and faved Davenant, when he was 
fate=prifoner at Cowe’s cafile in the Ile of Wight, anno 


. 650: Davenant, in return; preferved Milton at the 


defloration, 
 Alluding to a paffage in Dryden: “A mani may be 
spable, as ack Ketch's wife faid of his forvant, of a 
lain piece of work, bare banging; but, to make a mas 
fatter die Frveetly, was only belonging to ber bufband.” 
‘ ; DEDICATION to Fuvenal. 
+ From an Old Poet.  § A Spanifb Cafuipt, 
{} Logic: Sv defined by our venerable port” Francis 
Duarles, 1638. : 
Alluding to hit famors infeription + 
Qua dat aquas faxd latet bofpita nympha fub imo ; 
Sie tu, cum dederis dona, latere velis, 
pay. Santor. Poem. 
** About the year DXXV1. : : 
tt Dorp, a village, or more properly an hamlet. 
Daypen. 
Itis a German word, and adopted by our bef writert 


nthe beginning and middle of the laf century: 
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He gave, whilft aught he had, andknew no bounds; 

The poor man’s drachma ftood for rich men’s 
pounds, ‘ a 

He learnt with patienee, and with mecknefs taught 

His life was but the comment of his thought. 

Hence, ye vain-glorious Shaftcfburys, allow 

‘That men had more religion then than now, 

Whether they nearer liv’d to the bleft times 

When man’s Redeemer bled for human crimes; 

Whether the hermits of the defart fraught 

With living practice, by example taught s. 

Or whether, with tranfmiflive virtues fir’d, 

(Which Chryfoftoms ail-eloqnent infpir'd,) 

They caught the facred flame—I {pare to fay, 

Religion’s fun ftill fhot an ev’ning-ray. 

On the fouth afpeé of a loping hill, : 

Whofe tkirts meand’ring Penus washes ftill, 

Our pious lab’rer pafs’ his youthful days 

In peace and charity, in pray’r and praife, 

No theatres or oaks around him rife, [fkies's 
Whofe roots carth’s centre touch, whofe head the 
No ftately larch-tree there expands a fhiade - 
O’er half a rood * of Larifféan gladé : 

No lofty poplars catch the murm’ring breeze, 
Which loit’rig whifpers on thecloud-capp’d trees; 
Such imag’ry of greatnefs ill became 

A namelefs dwelting, and an unknown name !- 
Inftead of foreft-monarchs, and their train, 

‘The unambitious rofe bedeek’d the plain : 
Trifoliate cytifus reftrain'd its boughs - 
For humble fheep to crop, and goats to browze. 
On kkirting heights thick ftood the cluft'ring ving 
And here and there the fweet-leav’d eglantine ; 
One liliac only, with a ftatelier grace, 

Prefum’d to claim the oak’s and cedar’s place; 
And, looking round him with a monarch’s care, 
Spread his exalted boughs to wave in air. 

This {pot, for dwelling fit, Eulogius chofe, 
And in a month a decent homeeftalf rofe, 
Something, between a cottage and a cell. ——— 
Yet virtue here could fleep, and peace could dwell, 
From living: tone (but not of Parian rocks), 

He chipp’d his pavement, and he fyuar’d his blocks: 

And then, without the aid of neighbours’ art, 

Perform’d the carpenter’s and glazier’s part. 

‘The fite was neither granted him, nor giv’n; 

Twas nature’s; and the ground-rent due to 
heav’n. . 

Wife he had none: Nor had he love to fpare s 

An aged mother wanted all his care. ; 

They thank’d their Maker for a pittance fent, 

Supp’d on a turnip, flept upon content. . 

Four rooms, above, below, this manfion grac’d, 
With white-wafh deck, and river-fand o’er-caft : 
The firtt, (forgive my verfe if too diffufe,) 
Perform'd the kitchen’s and the parlour’s ufe + 
The fecond, better bolted and immur‘d, 

From wolves his out-door family fecur’d: 

(For he had twice three kids, befides their dams; 
A cow, a fpaniel, and two fav’rite lambs:) 

A third, with herbs perfum’d, and rufhes fpread, 
Held, for his mother’s ufc, a feather’d bed: 

Two mofs-matraffes in the fourth were fiown ; 
One for himfelf, for friends and pilgrims ong. 


—— 


* See the note tepage 880. 


> 
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A ground-plot fquare five hives of bees contains ; 
Emblems of induftry and virtuous gains *! 
Pilafter’s jas’mines "twixt the windows grew, 
With lavendar bencath, and fage and rue. 

Pulie of all kinds diffus’d their od’rous powers, 

‘When nature pencils butterflies ¢ on flow’rs: 

Nor were the cole-worts wanting, nor the toot 

‘Which after-ages call Hybernian fruit, 

"There, at a with, much chamomile was had; - 
‘The confcience of man’s ftomach good or bad) 

Spoon-wort ¢ wasthere, feorbutics to fupply ; 

And centaury to clear the jaundic’d eye; . 

And that §, which on the baptit's vigil fends 

‘Yo nymphs and fwains the vifion of their friends. 
Elfe phyfical and kitchen-plants alone 

His fkill acknowledge, and his culture own. *' 

Each herb he knew, that works or good or ill,” 

More deotite than Mefva ]], half as learn’d as 

. Hill; ” 

For great the man, and ufeful, without doubt, 

Who feafons pottage—or expels the gout 5° t 

Whofe fcience keeps life in, and keeps death out! 

No flefh from market-towns our peafant fought; 
He reat’d his frugal meat, but never bought : 

A kid fometimes for feftivals he flew ; : 
“Phe choicer part was his fick neighbour's due : 
‘Twa bacon-flitches made his Sunday’s cheer 5 
Some the poor had, and fome out-liv’d the. year: 
Yor roots and herbage; (rais’d at hours to fpare), 
‘With humble milk, compos’é his ufyal fare. 
(The poor man then was rich, and Jiv'd with glée; 
Each barley-head untaxt, and day-light free :) 
Allhad a part in all the reft could fpare, 
The common watér §, and the common ait **, 
Meanwhile God’s bleflings made Eulogius thrive, 
‘The happict, moft contented man alive. : 
His confcience cheer'd him with a life well-fpent, 
His prudence a fuperfluous fomething lent, | 
‘Which made the poor who took, and poor who 
gave, content, 
Alternate were his laboursand his refty 
For ever blefling, and for ever bleft. 
Such kindnefs left men nothing to require, 
Prevented withing, and out-ran defire. 
He fought, not to prolong poor lives, but fave : 
And that which others lend, he always gave. 
Us'ry, a canker in fair virtue’s rofe, 
Corrodes, and blafts the bloffom e’er it blows: 











#6 Nullar, cuss fer colum licuit, otio periit dies.” 
Pun. Lif, Natural. L. 1. 
$ All leguminous plants are, as the learned fay, papi- 
Honaceous, or bear butterfiied flowers. 
} Cochlearia, Spoon-wort is the old Englifo word 
for furvygrafi. : 
s § none of Virgil: 
6 Conon, °F quis fuit alter 
“ Deferipfit radio? We,” 
il An Arabian phyfician, well fRilled in botany, 
|“ Quid probibetis aguas? Cfus cyamunis aguarum 
aig Ovin. Met. 
#6 Et cundtis undamgue auramgue patentem.”” 
. Vinc. 2a. vii. 
Bat Quid is fill morfexplicit. Met. 1. 
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“The live-l 


to pledge; for betaketh a man's life to 
bledge man 
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$0 fierce, O lucre, and fo keen thy edge -—————= 
Thou tak’ the 


poor man’s mill-flones for a 
ledge #1 Weg Pee ‘;< : 
Eufebius, hermit of a neighb’ring cell, 


His brother Chriftian mark’d,and knew him well: 
With zeal unenvyirfg, and with tranfport fir'd,.” . 
Beheld him, prais’d him, lov’d htm, and admired. 
Convine’d, that noifelefs pier: aight dwell 

In fecular retreats, and flouri: n 
And that Heavn's king (fo greater a matter Ire) 
. Had fervantsev'rywhere, of each degp@®. . * 


Wells st 


All-gracious pow'r,”” he cries, * for forty years 
I’ve liv’d an anchorete in pray’ts and tears: 


« Yon" fpring, which bubbles from the mountain’s 


Has all the luxury of thirft fypply’d: —_[* fide, 
‘The roots of thiftles have my Pager fed, - 
Two roods f of cultur’d barley. give me bread, 
sA rock my pillow, and green mofs my bed, 
The midnight-clock attefts my fervent pray’rs, 
‘The rifing fun my: orifons declares, 
jong day my afpirations knows, 

And with the fetting fun my vefpers clofe! 
Thy truth, my hope: Thy providence my guard: 
Thy grace, my ftrength: Thy heav’n, my laft 

« reward!" om 
But, felf-devoted from the prime of youth 
To life fequefter’d, and afcetic trath, 
With fafting mortify'd, worn out with tears, 
And bent beneath the load of fev’nty years, 
Inothing from my induftry can gain if 
To cafe the poor man’swauts, or. Fok man’s pain; 
My garden takes up half my daily care, 
And my field afks the minutes I can {pare ; . 
While bieft Eulogius from his pittance gives 
‘The better half, and in true pradtice lives. 
Heav’nisbutcheaply ferv’d with wordsand fhow, 
I want that glorious vittue—To beftow ! 
True Chriftianity depends on fact: 
Religion is not theory, but a@. | 7 
Mea, feraphs, all, Eulogius’ praife proclaim, 
Who lends both fight and feet to blind and Jame 
Who foothes th’ afperity of hunger’s fighs, 
And diflipates the tear from mournful eyes; 
Pilgrims or wand’ ring angels entertains ;° 
Like pious Abraham on Mamre’s plains. 
Ew’n to brute beafts his righteous care extends 4, 
He feels their fulf’rings, aud their wants be- 
2, “ friends; . Sides ee cs 
From one finall fource fo many bounties fpring, 
We lofe the peafant, and fuppofe a king ; 
A king of heav’n’s own ftamp, not vulgar make § 
Bicfled in giving, and averfe to take! [live,, 
Not fuch my. pow’r! Half-ufelefs doom’d to 
Pray'rs and advice are all I have to give: : 
But all, whate’cr my means or ftrength deny, 
‘The virtues of Eulogius can fupply. ‘ 
Each, in the compals of his pow’r, he ferves 3 
Nor ever from his gen’rous purpofe fwerves = 
Ev’n enemies to his protection run, i 
Sure of his light, as of the rifing fun. 





© & No man take the nether or upper millefone 
if 
ed 


bt. xxiv. 6. 
Toe reeds, i. €. balf anacre. 


Campumn eS "i o 
“ Communengs priusy cou burtina folic, ec” The righteous man regardeth the tife of bit 
~ quae” | bef 4 
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EULOGIUS: OR, THE CHARITABLE MASON. 


“ What pity is it that fo great a foul, 
* An heart fo bountiful, fhould feel controul ? 
“Warm in itfelf, by icy fortune dampt, ' 

“ And in the effort of exertion crampt ; 

“ Beneficent to all men, juft, and true: 
‘- As mature bounteous, and impartial too. 
‘Thus fometimes have £ fecn an angel’s mind 
* Ina weak body wretchedly confin'd : 
“A mind, © Conftantine, which from thy throne 
Can take noshonours, and yet add her own ! 
“ Théhear me, gracious Heav’n, and grant 

“ my,pray'r 5 

«© Make yonaér man the fav'rite of thy care: - 

« Nourith the plant with thy celeftial dew, 

« Like manna let it fall, and fill be new: ; 
_ © Expand the bloffoms of his gen'rous mind, 4 
« Till the rich odour reaches half mankind, 
“ Give him Bizantium’s wealth, which ufélefs 
“ Sicilian plenty, and the Indian mines; {ihines, 
* Inftead of Peneus, let Pactolus lave 
“ His garden’s precinéts with a golden wave ; 
Then may his foul its free-born range enjoy, 
* Give deed to will, and ev'ry pow’r employ : 
“ In him the fick a fecond Luke fhall tind ; 
“ Orphans and widows, to his care contign’d, t 
« Shall bles the father, and the hwfband kind: 

“ Jult Reward of the bounty he receiv'’d 

And dying poorer than the poor reliev’d !” 

So pray” he, whilf an angel’s voice from high 

Bade him farceafe to importune the thy 

Fate ftopp'd his ears in an ill-omen'd day, 

And the winds bore the warning founds away ; 
Wild indittinction did their place fupply ; 

Half beard, half loft, th’ imperfect accents die. 
Little fore-faw he that th’ Almighty pow’r, 

Who feeds,the faithful at his chofen hour, 
Confults not tafte, but wholefomenets of food, 
Nor meuns to pleate their fente, but do them good. 
Great was the miracle,.and fitter too, 

When draughts from Cherith’s brook Elijah drew *: 
Aud wing'd purveyors his tharp hunger ted 
_ With irugal teraps of fleth, and maflin-bread . 
On quails the humble proyhet’s pride might fwell, 
Aad high fed tuy’ry prompt him co rebel. , 


#1 Kings xvii. 4. tes 

t Majlin bread, 1. e. mifcetlane, or mifcellane- 
ous bread, an ancient Englifo word, given te a 
plain fort of houfehold tread. When people ina 

. middling flution ufed-it, they generally nixed two 
gallons of cats and rye, with fix galions of wheat. 
The poorer people mixed in equal quantities wheat, 
arley, cats, rye, buck-wheat, pulfe, We. But 
Such is the luxury of the prefent age (even a- 
mongh the poor), that not only the thing, but the 
wery name is forgotten; und a preference given 
toa whiter, but more unwholejome fort of bread, 
tf alum enters into the compofition ; which, indeed, 
cannot. be concealed. ° 

One of the firjt cures of a prime-minifier (who 
ought alfo to be confidered as proveditor-general 
ofa Bygdon), is to fee the people jupplied with 
bread,and of an wholefome nuture, at as reafon- 
able price as pofible. 

Fience the great Guflavus ufed to fay, “ That 
¥ required more talents to feed a large army 
in the field, upon eafy terms, in times of war, 
Wan to condu& the Sighting parts - 

1 Nou, 1X, 
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Nor dreamt our anchorite, that, if his friend 
Should reach, O virtuous poverty! thy end, 
That confcience and religion foon might fly 
To fume forfaken clime and ditant iky. 

Ign’rant of happinefs, and blind to ruin, 

How oft are our petitions our undoing ! 

Jephtha, with greater fenie of vid'ry fir'd, 
Made a rath vow, and thought the vow infpir'd + 
In piety the firt, his daughter ran, 

To hail with duteous voice the conqu’ring man: * 
Well-meaning, but unconicious vt her doom, 

She fought a blefling, and the found a tomb *! * 
The pow’r fupreme (my author fo declares), 
Heard with concern the erring hermit’$ pray’rs = 

Heard difapproving ; but at jength inciin’d 

‘Yo give a living leffon to mankind ; 

That men thence forward fhould fubmiffive live ; 
And leave omaifcience the free pow'r to give. 
For wealth or poverty, on man beftow’d, 

Alike are bieflings tlom the hana of God! 

How often is the toul entnar’d by health? 

How ‘poor in virtue 1s the man of wealth? 

Phe hermit’s pray’r permitted, not approv’d ¢ 

Soon in an higher tphere Euiogius mov'd : 

Each fluice of affluent fortune open’d foon, 

And weulth flow’d in at morning, night, and 
noun. i 

One day, in turning fome uncultur’d ground, 
(In bepes a free-ttone quarry might be found), 
His mattuck met seliftance, aud behoid 
A catket burft, with di'mouds fill’d, and gold. 

He cramm'd his pockets with the precious itore,, 
And ev’ry night review'd it o’er and o'er; 

Till a gay conicious pride, unknown as yet, 
‘Youch'd a vain heart, and taught it to forget : 
And, what {till more his ttagy’ring virtue try'd, 
His mother, tur’refs of that virtue, dy’d. 

A neighb’ring matron, not unknown to fame 
(Hittorisns give her Veraminta’s name), 

‘Lhe parent of the needy and dittrefs'd, i 

With farge demeines and well fav’d treafure 
diet ; 

(For like th’ Egyptian prince + the boarded ftore 

‘Yo feed at periodic dearths the poor) ; 

‘This matran, whiten’d with good works and age, 

Approach'd the fabbath of her pilgrimage ; 

Her (pirit to himfelf th? Almighty drew ; 

Breath'd on th’ alembic, aud exhal’d the dew. 

in iouls prepar’d, the paflage is a breath 

From time t’ eterni y, from lifero-death f. 

But firft, to make the poor her tutute care, 

She left the good Lulogius for her heir. 

Who but Eulogius now exuits for joy? 

New thoughts, new hopes, new views his mind 
employ. 

Pride pufh'd forth buds at ev'ry branching hoot, 

And virtue frunk afmoi. beneath the root. 








“ Judges xi3N. 7 a 
t Gen xli. 45. Bee. ~ 
$ The time in which-we now léve ts borrowed 
from the fpace of our exiftence: What is paft is. 
dead and vanijiied ; what remainetbis daity made 
Left and lefe 5 inforruch that the whale time of our 
life is nothing but a paffage to death.” 
. Sr. ti de Givitat. Dei, By 
es a 
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High rais'd on fortune’s hill, new Alps he fpies, With courtly fupplenefs unfurl’d his face: 
'erfhoots the valley which beneath him hes, Or {crew'd it to the bonne mine of grimace : 
Forgets the depths between, and travels with With dignity he fneez'd, and cough'd with 
his eyes. grace. 

© tempter faw the danger ina trice, The pious mafon once, had time no more 
(For the man flidder’d upon fortune’s ice) : To mark the wants and mis’ry of the poor ! 
And, having found a corpfe half dead, half warm, Sufpicious thoughts his penfive ming employ, 
< Reviv'd it, and affom'd a courtier’s form : A fullen gratitude, and clouded jay. : 
Swift to Thebais urg’d his airy flight ; In days of poverty his heart was light : 
4 And meafurd haif the globe ia half a night, He fung his hymns at morning, nook, and night. 

With flowing manners exquifitely feign'd, Want fharpens poefy, and grief adoins Dam 
And accent foft, he foon adiniffion gain’d; ‘The {pink * chaunts fweeteft in a hedge of thorns}, 
Sutvey’d each out-worlk weil, and mark’d apart Tir'd of an houfe too iittle for his prive, . 
Each winding avenue that reach'd the heart; Tied of himfelf, and country friends befide, 
Dilplaying, like th’ illufive fiend of old, He fometimes thought to build a manfion fit 
Thrones deckt with gems, and realms of living | For ftate, and people it with men of wit; 

Bad fpirits oft intrude upon the good; [gold © Knowing (by fame) fmall poets, fmall mufici 
Adonis? grot near Chrift’s prefepio ttood 4. Small painters, and ftill fmaller politicians ; 

Th’ artificer of fraud (though here he fail'd), | Nor was the fee of ten fcore mina: wanting, 
Strait chang'd approaches, and the ear affail’d 5 To purchafe tafte in building and in planting, 
‘his only chink acceffible he finds ; A critic too he was, and rul’d the ftage ; 

For datt'ry’s oil pervades evn virtuous minds, The fathionable judgment t of his ages 
Virtue, like towns well fortify’ by art, When Crita once a panegyric thow'd, 
Has (ipite of forefight) one deficient part. He beat him with a ftaff § of his own ode. 

With lenient artifice, and fluent tongue. Ab what, he cry’d, are Pindar's flights to me? 
(For on his lips the dews of Hybla hung), I love foft home made fing-fong, duty free. 
Libanius like f, he play'd the fophitt's part, Write me the ftyle that lords and ladies {peak ¢ 
And by foft marches ftole upon the heart: Or give me pattorals on Doric Greek: 
Maintain'd that dation gave new birth to fenfe, I read not for inftruction, but for eafe ; 

Ant call'd forth manners, courage, eloquence : The opium of the pen is fure to Pleafe: [bright ; 
‘Then touch’d with {pritely dathes here and there, | Where limpid ftreams are clear, and funfhine 
(Correctly ftrong, yet feeming void of care), Where woos and Coos, and loves and doves unite 
“The mafter-topic, which may moft men move, Where fimply married epithets are feen, : 
The charms of beauty and the joys of love With gentle Hyphen keeping peace between, 
Evlogius fuulter’d at the firft alarms, : Whipt cream; unfortify’d with wine or fenfet 
And foon the *waken'd paffions buzz'd to arms; | Froth'd by the flattern mufe, indifference ; 

Nature the clam'rous bell of difcord mag, And deck’d (ag after ages more thall fee) 

And vices from dark caverns (witt up [prung. With poor hedgesflow’rs, y-clept fimplicity ! 

So, when hell's monarch did lis fammons make, | Pert, and yet dull; tawdry and mean withall; 
‘The flumb’ring deinons ftarted from the lake, Fools for the future will it nature call. 

Eulogius faw with pride, or feem'd to fee, He learnt his whims, and high flown notions 

Chiot yet in a@, but in the pow'r to be), too, 

Great merit lurking dormant in his mind: Such as fine men adopt, and fine men rue: 

He had been negligent: but nature kind : (Mere Sngularity the point in view.) 

‘Till by degrees the vain, deluded elf, . Julian with him was flatefman, bard and wit ; 
Grew out of hunjour with his former felf, Julian, who ten times miis’d, and one time hit; 
He thought his cottage mall, and built in hafte ; Who reafon’d blindly, and more blindiy writ. 

Ft had convenience, but it wanted tatte, Julian, who lov'd each fober mind to fhock ;—~— 
His mien was awkward ; graces he had ft Who laugh’d at God, and offer’d to a cock. * 
























Provincial were his notions and his tone ; He learn’d no fmall regard for Arius too: 

His manners emblems of his wn rough ftone. 
‘Then, flavith ‘copyif of his copying friend, 

He ap'd him without fkill, and without end: 

Larifla’s gutturals convuls'd his throat iH 

He fmooth’d his voice to the Bizantine note. 


And hinted what.—nor he, nor Arius knews 
But moft (as did his pregnant parts become) 
He lov'd th’ old pageantry of Pagan Rome. 
Pompous idolatry with him was fathion ; 
Nay, he once dream’d of tranfubfantiation.<= 


reverence 


- % Matth. v. 8, 

t Sce Sandys's Travels into the Holy Land, fol. 
p38. 

Prefepio is an Italian word, taken srom the 
Latin, and jignifies a ftable or manger. “It is now 
tecome a term of art, and denotes any pifure, 
drawing, or print, where Chrift is reprefented as 
born in a fable, or lying inthe manger. 

¥ A famous Greek rhetorician in the fourth 
erntury, WhYe Grations are fill extant, ~ 





" Spink, the old poetical name Sor finches of 
every fort. See Gountry Farm, by Surflet and 
Markham, folio, printed in 1616. 

t Sie Orig. * Fa. 

t Critics in the reign of Charles Ul. Neg 
themfelves judgments. Hence Dryden fays, 

‘s A brother judgment fpare, 
“ He is, like you, a very wolf, or bear.” 

§ Staff, i.e. Stanwa. See Shat{peare, Cowley, ‘ 
and Dryden's Rival Ladies, Ad L Scene % es 





EUVLOGIUS: OR, THE CHARITABLE MASON, 


Now, mule, return, and tread thy courfe again; 
Tonly tell the ftory of a fwain. 
Pirgfmus (for that name the demon bore 
Who nurs’d our (park in fathionable lore) 
Lik’d well this wayward vanity of mind, 
But thought a country ftage a niche confin’d; 
‘Too cold for kux’ry, nor to folly kind + 
Bizantium’s hog bed better ferv'd his ufe, 
The foil lefs ftupborn, and more rank the juice. 
My Lord, hf cries, (with looks and tone com- 


Whilt he ti. mifchief of his foul disclos'd), 
Forgive me, ir that title I afford 

To one, whom nature meant to be a lord; 

How ill mean neighbourhood your genius fuits? 
To live like Adam midtt an herd of brutes! 
Leave the mere country to mere country fwains, 
And dwell where life in all life’s glory reigns. 

Ax fix hours diftance from Bizantium’s walls, 

(Where Bofphorus into the Euxine falls) 

Ina gay diftria, call'd th’ Elyfian vale *, 

A furnifh’d villa ftands, propos’d for fale : 
Thither, for fummer fhade, the great refort ; 
Each nymph a goddefs, and each houfe a court: 
Be matter of the happier Lares there, 

And tafte life’s grandeur in a rural air. 

He (poke. Kulogius readily agreed, é 
And fign’d with eager joy the purchafe deed. 
Div'd in the Theban vales an home-(pun fwain, 
And rofe a tawdry fop in Afia’s plain. 

Dame nature gave him comelinefs and health, 
And fortune (tor a paflport) gave him wealth. 
‘The beaus extoll’d him, the conquets upprov’d: 
,For a rich coxcomb is by inftin@ lov’d. 

Swift Atalanta (as the ftory’s told +) ' 
Felt her feet bird-lim’d to the earth with gold 
‘The youth ¢ had wealth, with no unpleating face ; 
That, and the golden apples, won the race: 

Had he been fwifter than the {wiftett wind, 


«And a poor wit—He ftill had figh’d behind, — 


¥ 


Here Satan vanith’d ;——-He had freth com- 
: mands— 

And knew his pupil was in able hands. 

And now, the treafure found, and matron’s ftore, 
Sought other objects than the tatter’d poor; 

Part to humiliated Apicius went, 

A part to gaming confeffors was lent, 

And part, O virtuous Thais, paint thy rent. 

Poor folks have Jeifure hours to faft and pray; 
Our rich man’s bus’riefs lay another way + 

No farther intercourfe with heav’n had he, 

But left good works to men of low degrees 
Wari as himfelf pronounc’d each ragged man, 
And bade diltrefs to projper as it can: 

‘Till, grown oddurate by mere dint of time, 

He deem’d ail poormen rogues,and want a crimef. 

* Sic Orig. - 

| Ovid Met. L, x, 666, 

1 Aippomenes. 

§ Yoyo thou doat on the image of a king 
Samp? on coin, and defpijeth the image of Go 
that -wines in human nature? — St. Avaust 

JAattiur Felix addrefes bimferf very patheti 
pony to great and opulent men devoid of charity 
fad alnfgiving 

“ man,” fays ke, © afks bread of ‘Jom Bilt 
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By chance he ancient amities forgot, 

Or elfe expung’d them with one wilful blot: : 

Nor knew he God nor man, nor faith nor friends, 

But for bye purpoies and worldly ends. 

No fingle circumftance his mind difmay’d, — 

But his low extract, and once humble trades 

Thefe thoughts he {trove to bury in expence, 

Rich meats, rich wines, and vain magnificence: 

Weak as the Roman chief, who ftrove to hide 

His father’s cot (and once his father’s pride), 

By cafing a low thed of rural mold 

With marble walls, and roof adorn’d with gold *. 
Who but Eulogius now is prais’d and known, 

The very ignus fistuaes of the town? ” 

Our ready fcholar ina fingle year 

Could he, forget, fwear, flatter, and forfwear te 

Rough to the tim'rous, timid with the brave 3 

*Midft wits a witling, and with knaves a knave. 
Fame, not contented with her broad highway, 

Delights for change, through private paths toftrays. 

And, wand’ring to the hermit’s diftant cell, 

Vouch{af'd Eulogius’ hiftory to tell. : 
At night a dream confirm'd the hermit more ; 

He ftarted, fcream’d, and fweat from every pores 

He dream’d that on his throne th’ Almighty fat 

An th’ awful valley of Jehofhaphat f, 

Where, underneath a {preading cedar’s fhade, 

He “fpy’d his friend on beds of rofes laid 3 

Round him a crowd of threat’ning furies ftands, 

With inftruments of vengeance in their hands. 
The Judge Supreme ‘oon calt a ftedfaft eye, 

{Stern yet attemper’d, with benignity), 
a the rafh hermit, who with impious pray’r 

Had been the fponfor of another's care. 

“ Wretch, thou art loft in part, and in the whole t 

“ Is this the mortgage for thy brother's {oul 2" 
An apoplex of dread Eufebius thook : 

Defpairing Fades glar’d in all his look. 

Trembling he fell before th’ Almighty throne; _ 

Importunate as Abraham § t’ atone 

For others crimes: O Power Supreme faid he, 

Grant me once more, th’ ungrateful wretch to fees 

Sufpend thy doom till then: on Chriftian ground. 

No gracelefs montter, like wy friend, is found. 
He fpoke, and wak’d aghalt: He tore his hair, 

And rent his fackcloth garments in de(pair 3. 

Walk’d to Conftantinople, and inquir'd 

Of all he met; at Jength the houfe defir’d 





your horfes. champ upon bridles whofe bits are 
Silt with gold, the people die with hunger: 
whereas one of your diamonds might fave the 
tives of an hundred families.” . 

* Sic Orig. 

+ Thefe wha are accu flomed to frwear often, 
nay fometines by chance, bappen to  forfwear: as 
be'that indulges his tungue in talbir: p> 
Speaks that which he bligues for i 





Sv Carysost. 

Again, St. Ferom adds, Let iby tonzue be @ 
dranger to lying and fearing 3.0n the contrary, 
tet the love of irath be fo frongly in thee, that 

‘hou countcft whatever thou fayeft ta be feated 

‘ban cach. i 

$ Feediiterzs  L aes 

§ Gen. xviti, 23.—33. 
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By chance he found, but no admiftion gain’d; 
‘A Thracian flave the potter’s place maintain’d, 
ru foe to thread-bare fuppliaats), and with 
pride ‘ 
» His matfter’s prefence, nay, his name, deny’d. 
‘There walk'd Eufebins at the dawn of fight, 
There walk’d at ngon, and there he walk’d at 
"night. : 
In yain.—At length, by-providence’s care, 
He found the door uncios'd, nor fervants near. 
He enter’d, and through fev’ral rooms of ftate 
Paf'd gently ; in the laft Eulogius fat. 
Old man, good morrow, the gay courtier cry’d; 
Gol give you grace, my fon, the fire reply’d; 
And then, in terms as moving and as {trong, 
As clear, as ever fell from angel's tongue, 
Belodght, reprov'd, exhorted, and condemn'd :— 
Enlogiusknew him, and, though knowncontemn’d. 
‘The hermit then affum’d a bolder tone ; 
His rage was kindled, and his patience gone, 
Without refpect to titles or to pjace, 
Teall thee (adds he) mifcreant to thy face. 
My pray’rs drew duwm heav'n’s bounty on thy 
And in an evil hour my withes fped. {head, 
Ingratitude’s black curfe thy fleps attend, 
Moncer to God, and faithlefs to thy friend ! 
With all the rage of an infulted man 
The courtier call’d his faves, who twiftly ran 5 
“ Androtion, Geta, feize this aged fool, 
_™“ Sce him well feourg’d, and fend him back to 
“* fchodl, |” 
. “ Teach the Old Chronicle, in future times ” 
“ To bear'no mem’ry but-of poor rogues’ crimes.” 
‘The hermit took the chaftifement, and went: 
Back to ‘Chebais full of difcontent ; 
Saw his once-impioiis rafinets more and more, 
And, victim to convine'’d contrition, bore t 
‘With Chriftian thankfulnefs the marks, he wore. 
And thea on bended knees with tears and fighs 
He thus invok’d the Ruler of the fkies: 

“ My late requelt, All-gracious Power forgive ! 
© And-<that yon milcreant may repent, and live, 
“* Give him that poverty which fuits him beft, 

“ And leave dilgrace and grief to work the seff.”” 
"So pray'd the hermit, and with reafon pray'd.— 
Soine plants‘the funthine aik,and foe the ipede. 
at night the nare-trees tpread, but check their 
bloom é 
At morn, and lofe their verdure and perfume. 
‘The virtues of moft meh will only bluw, ; 
Like coy ‘auriculas, in Alpine {now * : 
‘Tranfplant thein to the equinodtial line, 
‘Thoir vigour fickens, ‘and their tints decline 
Heav’n to its predileed -childrea grants 
The middle {pace ’twixt opulence and wants, 
Meanwhile Eulogias, unabafh’d and gay, 
Purfwd his courtly tract without difmay : 
Remorfe was hood-wink’d, concience charm’d 
‘ away. ere eee Be SE 
Reafon the felsn of herfelf was made, : 
And nature’s fabftance hid by nature’s fhade! 
“| Our fine man, ndw ‘completed, gisickly found 








Cougenial friends in Afiatic ground. 





* This flower was firft difeovered under the 
Snow, at the foot of fame ice mountains amough the 
‘Alpes ; : 
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' For, jutt as int’reft whiflled on hi 


from the French, 
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Th’ advent’rous pilot in a fingle year + 

Learn’d his ftate cock-boat dext’roufly to fteer; 

Veriatile, and tharp-piercing like a fcrew, . 

Made good the old paflage, and ftill fore’d a new ¢ 

ind, 

He Anatolians left, or ‘hracians join’d ‘< 

Caught ev'ry breeze, and fail’d witle every tide ; 

But fill was mindful of the leeward fide + 

Still mark’d the pinnacle of fortune’s height, 

And bark’d—to be made turnipit | the itate. | - 
By other arts he learns the nack t/ve 5 

The moft obfequious parafite alive’: : 

Chamelion of the court, and country too; 

Pays Cefar's tax, but gives the mob their due : 

Ang makes it, in his confcience, the fame thing 

To crown a tribune, or bebead a king: 

All things to all men; and (himfelf to pleafe) 

Allimulates * each colour which he fees. anh 

If patriots pay him, willow-wreaths he hears, 

And coats of filamotte + complexion wears ; 

If ftate(men pay him better, a freth hue 

Brightens his garb; more brilliant as more new 3 

Court-turquoile, and indeliable of blue. : 

Thus weather-cocks by ev'ry wind are blown, 

And int’reft oils a motion, not their own. 

How frangely crowds mifplace things, and mif. 

cal 








Madnefs in one is liberty in all! 

On lefs important days, he pafs'd his time 
Tn virtuofo-thip, and crambo-rhyme + 
In gaming, jobbing, fidling, painting, drinking, 
And ev’ry art of ufing time, but thinking, 
He gives the dinners ofeach upftart man, : 
As coftly, and luxurious, as he can ; * 

Then weds an heireis of fuburbian mold, 
Ugly as apes, but well endow'd with gold; 
There fortune gave him his full dofe of ttrife. 
A colding woman, and a jealous wife ! 

T” increafe this load, fome fycophant report 
Deftroy’d his int’reft and good grace at court. 

At this one ftroke the man look’d dead in law: 

His flatt’rers fcamper, and his friends withdraw . 

Some men (as holy writ foretelleth right) : 

Have one way’s entrance, but bave Jey’n ways 
flight §; 

“T never fea the wretch,” fays one: another 
Opines in the fame || language with his byother 3 
A third, with myitic shrug and winking eye,” 
Sufpects him for a dervile anda {py. . 





* “ Protinus affimulat tetigit quofeungue co- 
ores.” * * Ovip. Met. XV. gra. 

t Fillamotte (Dryden) is that “ clouded mixa 
ture of crimfon, yellow, und umber colours, which 
are feen in the beginning of winter ona falling 
leaf.” “Filamotte, yuafi feiicille morte.” Thus 
dfabella colour denotes a certain grave colour 
worn by the Infanta Ifabella €lara, Eugenia, 
Arch-duchefs of At firia, Gc, 1623. For grideline, 
fee the Vifion of Death. 

$8 4 friend cannot be known in profperitt and 
an enemy cannot be biddenin adverfity.” 

F * ccivs.-xit 





iy Opines, i, €. given bis opinion. Mr. Pope, 


EULOGIUS: OR, THE CHARITABLE MASON. 


we 
‘ Pray, Sir, the crime ?*-.-The monarch frown'd 
. ——No more, 
The fellow’s guilty, and his bus’ne(s o’er *. 
Ani now (to thorten my difaft’rous tale) 
Storms of affronts pour'd in as thick as hail, 
Each fcheme for fafety mifchievoutly fped, 
And the drawn fword hung o'er him by a thfead. 
Child he had apne. His wife with torrow dy’d ; 
Few women cap farvive the lofs of pride. 
Meanwhile .e demon, who was abfent far, 
(Engag’d “4 lets work than civil war) : 
Perceiv'd th \pproaching wreck ; and, in a trice 
Appearing, gave both comfort and advice. 
“ Great geniules,” he cry’d, “ muit ne’er def- 
: airy 
“ The bite and brave ufurp on fortune’s care f 
‘The unexhaulted funds of naman wit 
“* Oft mifs one object, and Another hit: 
The man of courts, who trutts to one poor hole, 
Is a low foolith fool +, and has no foul: 
Difgraces my refpected patronage, {age t! 
And, gaining Heav’n, becomes the jet of th’ 
Court-loyalty is a precarious thing : [king, 
When the king's trump, time-fervers ferve the 
“« But, when he’s out of luck, they fhift their fail, 
"© And popularity’s the fav'rite gales 
Vain popularity! which fancy throuds, 
Like Juno’s thade, in party-colour'd clouds. 
Each man will go a mile to fee you crown'd 
With civic wreaths, till earth and tkies re- 
; found ; 
And each man will go two tofee you drown’d. 
, © Whoever, hopes in dang’rous times to rife, 
“ Muft learn to thoot fwift fortune as fhe flies! 
Capricious phantom ! never at a ftay ; 
it feen, and loft ; when neareft, fat away ! 
ut, to he: brief, (and mark my judgment 
well); - : : 
“ Your fortune’s totter’d, when old Joftin fell; 








Nunquam, fi quid mibi credis, 
amavi | . (ne? Quifgan 
*« Huncce hominem. Sed quo cecidit fub crimi- 

Delator? Quibys indiciis, quo tefte probavit2 ‘ 

Nul horum, Verbofa, et grandis epiftola venit 

A Capreis. Benehabetnilplus interr ogo 

JuvEN. Sat. X, 68, 
> To fuch fort of worldly connedions may be ap- 
flied the golden faying of St. Chryfofum, * meum 
ard toum are almoft incompatable words.” 
: e ORat. in PHILAGON. 
44 A foolinbis folly” 
PRov. of SoLom. xvii. 12. 

3 The fon of Sirach, in oppofition to thefe falfe 
and dangerous notions, jufily remarks: * Ob- 
Lerve the opportunity, and beware of evil? be not 
afeamed when it concerneth thy foul.” 4 

. cctus. lv. 20," 

Yaiah's advice is very noble: “ Fear not the 
reprouch of men, neither be ye afraid of their re- 
vilings; for the math foall cut them up as a gar- 

. ment, wid the worms Jfuatt cat them like woot ; 
baer facation Pal be for ever.” Ch. li. 9, 8: 
“fi, even 1, am he that comforteth you. Why 


u 
SY ildeft thou be afraid of a man that fall die, ¥ 


id forgetteft the Lord thy Maker, who firetcheth 


arth the heavens 2” Lbidy 12, 136 
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“ His fucceffor *, as you and all men know, 
Iskind, when friend; and unappeas’d, when foes 
Some fly court-vermin, wriggling in his ear, 
Has whifper'd, what predicts your ruin nears 
Then caft thy die of fortune all at once ; 

Learn to be any thing but dupe or dunce. 

“ Fortuné affifts the brave. Plunge boldly in s 
T’ attempt , and fail, is a poor fneaking fin. 
Hypatius (with pretenfions not the worft) 
Affects the throné: be thou to join the firft: 
Tis not a critne tod worldly-wile to be --——— 
“ Or (if it is) difcharge the crime on me.” 

Thus weak Eulogius, by falfe greatnefs aw'd, 
Liften'd.--unto th’ artificet of fraud £ 
‘The doctrine came not from th’ all-righteous 
When Satar'tells a lie, ’tig all his own + [throne z 

He fpoke, and vanith’d. Swift Eulogius fled, : 
And to the Emulous of empite fped. 

Hete, were it not téo long J might declare 
‘The motives and fucceffes of the war, 

The prowefs of the knights, their martial deeds, 

"Their {words, their thields, their furcoats} an 
their fteeds; - 4 

Till Belifarius ata fingle blow , 

Suppré(s'd the faction and repell'd the foe. 

By 2 quick death the traitors he retiew’d ; 

Condemn’d, if taken; famifh’d, if repriev'd, 

Now fee Eulogius (who had all betray’d 
Whate'er he knew) in loathfome dungeon laid? 
A pris’ner, firtt of war, and then of tate: 
Rebel and traitor afk a double fare ¢ 
But good Juftinian, whofe exalted mind ' 
(Io tpite of what Pirafmus urg’d, inclin’ 

To mercy, foon the forfeit-life forgave, 

And treed it from the fhackles of a luee. : 
‘Then {poke with mid, but in mejeftic ftraid,  F 
Repent, and hatte thee to Lariffa’s plain, t 
Or wander through the world, another Cain, 
Thy lands and. goods fhall be the poor man’s lot, 
Or feed the orphans, you've fo long forgot. 

Fortaken, heiplefs, recogniz’d by none, 
Profcrib’d Enlogius eft th’ unprofp’fous town : 
For juccour at a thoufand doors he knock’d; 
Each heart t¢as harden’d, and éaclf door was 

- . lock’d. , 
A pilfkim’s ftaffhe bore, of humble thorn; 
Pervious to winds his coat, and fadly turn 
Shoes he had none: a beggar gave a pair, 


“ 





|. Who. faw feet poorer than his own, aud bare.’ 


He drank the ftream, on dew-berries he fed, 
And wildings harth fupply’d the place of bread 3 
Thus homeward wrg'd his folitary way; F 
(Four years had he been abfent to a day.) 

Fame through Thebais his arrival {pread, 
Half his old friends réproach’d him, avid fialf fled z 
Of help and common countenance berett, 
No creature own’d him, but a dog he leit. 2 
Compunction touch’d his foul, and, witer made 
By bitter fulf’rings, he retum’d his trade: [pelfy 
Thank’d Hear’n for want of pow’f and want of 
‘That he had lott the world, and found himfelf 
Gonfcience’ and chatity reviv’d their part, 
And true humulity enrich’d the heart, 


_*® Fuftinian. + Jorn vill. 44 
$ Surcoat, an upper garment of defence. _ 
Drxoixy 
3K ij 
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While grace celeftial with enliv’ning ray 

Beam’d forth, to gild the ew’ning of his day. 

His neighbours mark'd the change, and each man 

_ftrove 

By ffow degrees t? applaud him, and to love, 

So Peter, when his tim'rous guilt waso’er, - 

Emerg'd, and ftood twice firmer than before *, 
Eufebius, who had long in filence moarn’d, 

Rejoic’d to hear the prodigal return’d: 

And, with the eagernets of feeble age, 

Made hatte t? exprels his joy and griefs affuage. 
‘¢ My fon," he cry’d, * once more contemplate 


v me: e 
“ Behold th’ unhappy wretch that ruin’d thee ; 
“* My ill-judg’d pray’rs (in lucklefs moments fped) 
“¢ Brought down the curfe of riches on thy head. 
“ No language can exprefs one fingle part 
* Of what T felt, and what ftill racks my heart. 
*€ Vainly E thought, that, to increafe thy ftoré, 
« Was to increafe Heay’n’s manna for the poor. 
Man’s virtue cannot go beyond itd length ; 
God’s gifts are till proportion’d to our ftrength. 
The Scripture-widow + gives her well-fav'd 
mite 
“ With affluent joy, nor fears to fuffer by’t s 
“| Whilft Dives’ heaps (the barter of his foul) 
Lie buried in fome tafe inglorious hole, 
Or on the wings of pomp and luxury fly, 
€ Accurit by Heav’n, and dead to charity {! 
“ The charitable few are chiefly they 
“ Whom fortuae places in'the middle way §; 
* See Luge xxii. 55---62. 
“ Peter food more firmly, after he bad lament: 
ed his fall, than befare he fell.” St. AMBROSE. 
¢ Luxe. xxi. a. a. Cor. viii, 12, 
.. “God is not honoured with our expending 
that money which is bedewed with the tears of 
the oppreffed.” Sr. CaRYsost. 


§ The truly charitable. man (who bappens to 
de neither rich nor poor), is well painted by any 


ancient claffic. I quote the verfes, becaufe I never 
Saw them quoted : 
en Cujus — Lfemper 
“ Now frontem vertire mina ; fed candida 
Gaudia, & in vulty curgrum ignara volup- 
tas. - 


x 


THE WORKS OF HARTE, 


“ Juit rich enough, with eeconomic care; 

“ To fave a pittance, and a pittance fpare? 

“ Jult poor enowgh to feel the poor man’s moan, 

* Or fhare thofe fufPrings which may prove their 
“ Great riches, with infinuating art, [own !—— 
“ Debafe the man, and petrify the heart. 

Let the falfe friend, like Satan, be withftood, * 
“ Who withes us more wealth---to1o more good-t 
“ To this great trial fome are eqAal found ; 

“ Moft in th’ unnavigable ftream ; \e drgwn'd* 2* 
He Spoke: and, with a flood of ea relt, 
Left his Eulogius to divine the rett./- [imil’d) 

“ Father,” he cry’d, (and with complacence 
“ Heav’n's trialshave at lengthreclaim’d its child. 
“ Omnifcience only can our wants foreknow, 
“ And all-beneficence will belt beftow. 
“ Some few God’s bounty on the poor employ + 
« There are---whom to promote, is to deftroy ! 
“ Rough, thorny, barren,-is pale virtue’s road; 
“ And poifons are true cures when giv'n by God. 
“ Spontaneous I refign, with full accord, 
“* The empty nothings wealth and pow'r afford ; 
“ My mind’s my all, by Heav‘n’s free grace re- 
ftor'd. 
“ O Pow’r Supreme! unfearchable thy views ! 
“ Omnifcient, or to give, or to refufe ! 
“ Grant me, as I begun, to end my days 
“* In acts of humble charity and praife ; 
‘¢ Tn thy own paths my journey let me runt 
“* And, as in Heay’n, on earth thy will be done!* 
Thushe maintain’d Almighty Wifdom’scaule. 
‘The fun thone forth.-The hermit pleas’d with- 
draws--- 


| And nature wore an afpect of applaufe, 





Non tibi fepofitas infelix firangulat arca 
Divitias; avidéve animum difpendia tore 
quent . 
Feenoris expofti cenfus; fed dofa fruendi 
Temperies,” Se. 
lugo, in his excellent treatife De Anima, 
makes the following remark upon greatnefs and 
ambition : ¢. 
‘* The human heart it a fmall thing, and yet 
defircth great matters. It is barely fufficient for 
@ kite’s dinner, tnd yet the whole world. fufficeth 


* 


* it not.” 


. : MACARIUS: OR, THE CONFESSOR. 


Da vocem magno, Pater, ingeniumque dolori. 


AN EPISTLE TO 
: Hort, ; 


é. CANON OF WINDSOR. 
Atx {ober poets with thy bard * agree, x 
Who ung, “ That truth was trueft poetry, a= 


Alike to me, and the deceas’d, a friend ; 
© Hort, to thefe my pious {trains attend, 





e 
& Cownny.. See bis Davidets. * 
2? 


Srat. Epicéd. Pattis. 


THE REV. DR. ROBERT | Thou knew‘ the man; and. thy good felple is 


fuch, é 
T dare not fay too Jittle, or too much. ‘ 
Under his eye the felf-fame views combin'd 
Our ftudies, and one horofcope conjoin’d. 
He shesk a th' impatient wand’rings NE our 
youth, 
And grafted on our fancy fats and truth: 
Together we amus’d our youthful prime, 
Days feem’d but hours, and time improv’d on time § 








indlefs of cates (and how they pafs'd or came), 
‘Our fports, our labours, and our reft the fame *. 

See’ft thou yon’ yews, by penfive nature madé 
For tears, and grief, and melancholy fade; 
Wide o’er the church they {pread an awful light, 
Than day more ferious, half-compos'd as night, 

(There, where the winding Kennet gently laves 
Britaunia’s Lo. ybardy + with filver waves); 
‘There fleeps Mr“arius, foe to pomp and pride; 

Who liv'd cony nted, and contented .dy’d. 

Say, tha. 

urn twice 1 ~’n ages, and be untconfum’d ? 
And not ene verfe be facred to a name 
Endear’d by virtuous deeds and filent fame? 
‘True fame demands not panegyric aid 3 
‘The fun’ral torch burns brightett in the thade ; 
Too fatt it blazes, fanu’d by public air ;—— 
‘Thus bloftoms fall, before their tree can bear., 
True fame, like porc’lain earth, fur years muft lay 
Bury’d, and mix’d with elemental clay . 

His younger days were not in trifling ipent, 
For pious Hall |] a kind infpection lent: 

He thow’d him what to feek, and what to 
fhan:——— 

Matcourt § with him the thorny journey run, . 

Companion of his ftudies; and a friend 

Sincere in youth, and ftedfatt to the end. 

Courts and the world he knew, but not admir’d ; 
He travell'd through them wifely, and retir'd : 
Giving to folitude and heav’nly care 
Thofe moments which the worldling cannot fpare, 
‘Thus, half a century, his courfe he run 
Of pray’r and praifes, daily, like the fun: 

Happy ! Who truth invariably purfues, 
And well-earn’d fame by better fame renews {: 

His books, like friends were chofen, few and 


good ; ; 

Conftantly us’d and truly underftood. 
The Sacred Scriptures were his chief delight ** ; 
Tafk of the day, and vifion of the night; 

© Thefe eight lines are imitated from a famous 
paffage in Perfius, Sat. V. too well known to be 
reprinted It begins——— 

“ Geminos horofcope” 
+ Berkfhire. 


} tts reported that the Chinefe beat and mix 
thoroughly together the compofition that makes 
porcelain, and then bury it in a deep bed of clay 
for an hundred years.” See Dr. Donne's letters. 
See alfo the difcovery of Hidden Treafure, 4to, 
London 1656, p. 89; (a very farce and curious 
work, by the famous Gabriel Plates.) 

| Mr. John Hall, mafter of Pembroke College, 
Oxford, tw 1657, end Rector of St. Aldate’s in the 
fame univerfity. Created D. D. in 1669; eled- 
Margaret Profefor in 1676; and confecrated 
Bijbop of Briflol the rath of Fune, v6g%. Ali 
which preferments he enjoyed together. 

§ Mr. Simon Harcourt, afterwards Lord Chan- 
cellor Harcourt, effercd kim a Bijboprice from 
Queen-Anne, many years after the Revolution ; 
but Ye favour was declined with Statcful ac- 
kno? ledvements. 

1, Wifi. of Sob. xiii. x. 

*® He employed ten or twelve hours a-day in 
tudy, without any interruption (but that of ca- 


We. 
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lamp where Tullia was entomb’d, | 


£3) 
Truth’s fecond fources he with care furvey'd, 
And walk’d with Hermas in the rural fhade ® 
Cyprian with awfal gravity he fought ; 

And true fintplicity Ignatius brought ; 

Lively Minucius did his hours beguile ; 
Laétantius charm’d with elegance of ftyle: 
But moftly Chryfoftom engag'd his mind : - 
Great without labour, without art tefin’d ! 
Now fee his gentle elocution flows, : 
Soft as the flakes of heav’n-de(cending fnows: 

Now fee him, like th’ impetuous torrent, roll ; 
Pure in his dition, purer in his foul : 

By few men equall'd, and furpafs'd by none; 
A Tully and Demoithenes ia one +1 

Something at cheerful intervals was due 
To Roman claffics, and Athenian too. 

Plato with raptures did his foul infpire ; 
Plotinus fann’d the Academic $ fire. 

Then came the Stagyrite ;---whole excellence 
Beams forth in clearnefs, brevity, and fenfe! 

Next, for amufement’s fake, he turn’d his eyes 
To them, whom we defpoil, and then defpife : 
Foremoft of thefe, unrivall’d Shakfpeare. 

ftands ; 
With Hooker, Raleigh, 
Sands § ;—— 
(For in thofe days “ were giants in our lands ”y 
—_—- 
Sual ficknefs), for Sifty years fuccefively. His 
Principal bufines was in “referring every diffeult 
bart of Scripture to thofe particular Pafages inthe 
Futhers, and eminent modern divines, who had 
explained them exprefsly or oceafionally. 

* Alluding to a work intituicd the Shepherd o 
Hermas. Hermas was contemporary” with fone 
of the Apofiles. 

t In order to judge a 





Chillingworth, and 


little of thefe two affere 
tions, be pleafed only to read Sr. Coryfoftom’s Hom 
mily on St. Matthew; and bis Orations to the 
People of Antioch MEPL ANAPIANTON, 

See alfo Ferrarius de Concione Veterum, and 
the Eloquence Cretienne of M. Gifbert + The lg 
of which works was a favourite book with the 
late Lord Somers, and wrought a great eifc@ on 
bis future way of thinking. 

This anecdote was imparted to me by the late 
Mr. Elijah Fenton, as matter of fue, on bis own 
knowledge. 

+ Academic ts ufed in the Horatian Senfe of the 
word: 

“ Atque inter fyluas Academi quarere verum” 

§ Edwyn Sandys, Archbifbop of York, was one 
Of the fir eminent Reformers, not only of our 
holy religion (which almoft every perfon knows), 
but of our language (which circunflance few pera 
fons are apprized of). His fermons (the time 
when be preached them being duly confidered), may 
be looked upon asa mafterpiece of eloquence and 
Sine writing. They were chiefly preached between 
the vears 1350 and 157%. 

His fon George (and here let me be underftood 
to refer chiefly to his Paraphrafe on Fob) knew 
the true harmony of the Engiife Heroie Couplet 
long before Denham and Waller took up the pens 
and preferved that harmony more uniformly. Van 
riety perhaps was wanting which Dryden af= 
terwards fupplied, but not till he came to the for~ 
3 Rity . 


= 
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Thus, like the bee, he fuck'd from ev'ry flow'r, J And Kirk's barbarians, hard as harden’é fteel,. -~ 
And hour furpats’d the predecefor-hour. Forgot their Lybia, and vouchfafd to feel. si 
Latimer’s father * was his type of yore ; When crowns were doubtful, and when nunte 
Little he had, but fomething for the poor': bers iteer’d - 
And oft on better days the board was fpread As honour prompted, or felf-int’ret veer'd ; 
‘With wholetome meat and hofpitanle bread. (Times ! when the wulett of mankind might err, 
Poor in himfelf, men poorer he reliev'd, And, lot in thadows, wrong or nght, prefer) ; ~ ‘4 
And gave the charities he had receiv'd. The tempter, in a vapour’s form > arofe, 

The midnight-lamp, in cryttal cafe enclos'd, And o’er his eyes a dubious twil-ht throws, 
Beams bright ; nor is to winds nor rains expus’d : 


To lead him, puzzling, o'er fal. & 
A watch-tow’r to the wand’rers of mankind ; 


\crous ground, 
Suborn his paffions, and his fente Sgp”und + 
Forlorn, belated, and with paffions blind +, 
Who tread the foolift round their fathers trod, 


Pomp to foretafte, and mitres preg -aCTy 5 
And, ‘midit life's errors, hit on death’s by-road ¢, 


(For mitts at once enlarge and mCatiply) : 
Our hero paus’d---and, weighing cither fide, 
*Midit racking pains § his mind was calnt 
and ev’n; 


took poverty; and confcience tor his guides 
Patience and cheerfulnefs to him were giv’n; 


For he, who thinks he fuffers for his God, 
Deferves a pardon, though he feels the rod. 
Patience ! the choiceft gift on this fide Heav'n! Yet blam'd he none: (Himfelf in honour clear)3 - 
His ftrength of parts furviv'd the fev'ntieth year, 
And then, like northern fruits, left off to bear; 


‘That were a crime had coft his virtue dear! 
‘Thus all be lov'd ; and party he had none, 

Nought’but a Vettal fire fuch heat contains ; 

Age leldom boatts fy prodigal remains j. 


Except with charity, and Heav’n alone. 
Some few beyond life's ufual date are caf: 


In his own friends fome frailties he allow’d ; 
Chefe were too fingular, and thofe too proud. 
Prime clufters of the grape 4] cit winter lag, 
‘Yo thefe a facred preterence 1s givns 


Rare spirit! In the midit of party-flame, 
Yo think well-meaning men are half the fame! 
Each thaft ispolith’d, and th? empioyer Heav’n **, 
Jeffries (if that were poffible) reitrain’d 


fometimes would to thy cottage terid 5 
An artful enemy, but feeming friend : : 
3s fury, when you mourafully compiain’d tf. * 
—_——— 


Contcious of having plann’d thy worldly fate te 
; : He could not love thee, and he durft not hate. 
ty fifth year of bis age; namely, till the time 

be publifhed Aurengzebe. 


But then feraphic Ken was all thy own; 
<And he }, who jong declin’d Ken’s vacant throne 
.™ Bifbop Hugh Latimer (whom 7 quote only by 
memory, not having the original at hand) fays, in 


Bezging with exructt zeal to be deny’d j--_ 2 
By worldlings laught at, and by fools decry’ds 
: pope Dodwell'was thine, the humble and relign’d 3° 
one of his fermons preached at St. Paul's Crefs, oa as, 
one Jear ——, © that though his Jatber Nelfon, with Curiftian elegance of mind; 
* poffeied no more than 40 acres of free land, or ‘: 
“* thereabouts, yet he bad always jomething to 
* give tothe poor, and now and then entertained 
* dis friends j.—-that he portioned out three daugh- 
“ters, at 5 a-piece, and dred up @ fon ut the 
“ university } otherwife,” adds he, © I Suould 
* nat have had the honour of appearing in this 
“ pulpit before the King’s mayefty.” 

Nore, The oriyinal edition fays 4 acres, which 
muft be an error ofthe prefs, inflead of 40 acres, 
Old Latimer lived in guoa repite about the year 
7490, inawhich year his fon Hugh was barn. 

t Palantefgue bomines bufim, ac rationis egen- 

t45;, 2° 6 
Defpettare procul. Ovin. Mer. 


Sed nil dulcius eft, bene quan munita tenere 
Edita dod ina Sapientum tem plum ferena, 
» Defpicere unde queas alivs, pufimque videre 
Errare, atque viam palantesquerere vite, 
Lucrer, L. iL. 6. 


















, 


—_—— 


upon the unfortunate people concerned in Mom 
mouth’s rebellion, the perjon here Spoken of, being 
minijter of St. Mary Mugdaten’s Church at Taune 
ton, waited on him in privute, and remonftrated 
much agaryt bis feverities. The judge liflened to 
bim calmly, and witk fome attention i Gnd, though, 
be had never feen him before, advanced him in a 
Sew months to a Prebendul Stall in the Cathedrat 
Church of Brijtol. ; 

* See Sandys's Paraphrafe on Fob, where Sam 
tan arifes in form of an exhalation. 

t bibop Ken ufed to Say, that King William 
and Queen Mary would gladly bave permitted 
the nonjuring bifbeps and clergy (who had juft 
before fignaiuced themfelves in u fleady oppofition 
to popery) to have enjoyed their Preferments till 
death, upon their purcle of honour given, that 
they would never difturb the Sovernment ; which 
Saviur would have been thankfully aceepted of, 
and complied with, by the afcrefuid bifbops, Se. s. 
but fmebody bere alluded to (at leafs as Macitz 
rius thought) traverfed their majefties gracious 
intentions, In proof of this, Biop Ken perform= 
ed the funeral fervice over Mr. Kettlewell inthe 
year 1695, and prayed for King William and 
Queen Mary, 


¥ Lx George Hooper. NB. It siuft tie 








t Wifdom of Sokmon, itz, 
§ dn the laf years of his tife Macarius was 
Sievoufly aflified with nephritic pains e* 
| ———-—" Cur vix certaverit ulla 
Aut tantum fluere, aut totidem durare per 
anna : : 





2 ‘Vins. Georg. 2. 
2 Efiras xii qa 
** Dfviab xlix. a. : 
tt Whea Judge Jeffries come to Taunton-of- 
fixer, in the year 1635, to execute bit commifion 





be remembered, that Dr. Beveridge refi 
fucceed Bifbup Ken in 169%, and then the oe 
|. Was made to R. Kider, D. De 
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4 And he *, whofe tranquil mildnefs from afar 
* Spoke him a ditant, but a brilliant ftar. 
Thefe all forfook their homes---Nor figh’d nor 
wept ;-—— 
Mamoion they freely gave, but God they kept. 
Ah, look on honours with Macarius’ eyes, 
Shares to the good, and dangers to the wile! 
In filence for himfelf, for triends in tears, 
He wander'd o'ejahe defart forty + years. 
«The cloud and py lar (or by night or day) 
eviv'd his «97, and afcertain’d the way $. 
His fandals fa “A'not ; and his robes untorn, 
Efcap’d the bramble and entangling thorn §. 
Heav'n purify'd for him th’ embitter’d well f, 
And manna from aérial regions fell [. 
‘At length, near peaceful Pifgah ** he reti 
‘And found that ret his pilgrimage requir’ 
Where, as from toils he filently withdrew, 
Half Paleftina ++ open'd on his view : 
Go, pious hermit, groves and mountains ery’d 5 
Enter, thou faithful fervant, Heav’n reply’d. 
Mild as a babe reclines himfelf to rett, 
And fmiling fleeps upon the mother’s breaft, 
‘Tranquil, and with a patriarch’s hopes, he gave 
His foul to Heav'n, his body to the grave; 
And with fuch gentlenefs refign’d his breath, 
That ’twas a fott extinction, and not death, 
Happy! who thus, by unperceiv’d decay, 
Abient themfelves from om Lite, and fteal away §§. 





* Mr. Yobn Kettlewell, Vicar of Celepill in 
Warwickpire. 
t See Exodus pafim. Pfalm xev. 10. Heb- 
ews iii, 17. ; 
$ Exod. xiii. 21, 
Deut. viii. 4. 
Waters of Marab. Exod, xv. 2 So8S> 
[ fbid, xvi. 15 and 3S 
** Deut. xxxiv, 1 
tt Puleftina is the  fovéptrire-avorid for Paleftine. 
_ Yaiah twice, xiv. 29,31. Exod. xv. 4. 
§§ Macarius (whe was born the 28th of Ofo- 
» her 1650) was dypofefed of his preferments in 
109%, and remained deprived till the time of bis 
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Accept this verfe, to make thy mem’ry live, 
Lamented fhade !---'Tis all thy fon can give. 
Better to own the debt we cannot pay, 

Than with falfe gold thy fun’ral rites defray. 
Vainly my mute is anxious to prow. 

Gifts unavailing, empty fepulture * Pa 

As vainly the expands her flutt’ring jvings 

She is no fan, nor, as the dies, the fings. 

He, that would brighten ancient diamonds, muft’ 
Clear and repolith them with diamond-dutt : 
That tafk is not for me: The Mufes-lore 

Is lott ;~--For Pope and Dryden are no more! 

O Pope ! too great to copy, or to praife ; 
(Whom envy finks not, nor encomiums raife) ; 
Forgive this grateful tribute of my lays. 

Milton alone could Eden loft regai 
And only thou portray Meffiah’s reign, 
O early loft ! with ev'ry grace adorn’d! 

By me (fo Heav’ns ordain it) always mourn’d. 
By thee the good Macarius was approv’d : 

Whom Fenton honour’d, and Philothens lov’d fe 

My firft, my lateft bread, T owe to thee: 

Thou, and thy friends, preferv'd my mofe and me. 
By proxy, from a gen’rous kindred (pread, 

‘thy Cragg’s bounty fell upon my head $: 

Thy Mordaunt’s § kindnets did my youth engage, 
And thy own Chefterfield proteéts my age. 








— 


death, which happened in February 1735 ; and 
(which is remurkable enough) the bifbops Kidders 
Hovper, and Wynne, all contrived that Macarias 
| foould receive the little profits from his prebend 
of Wells as long as he lived. A circumflance to 
their bonour as wellas bis. 

"“ Hune faltem aceumulem donis,. & fungar 

inant 
«© Munere. 

+ Philotheus, Bi i/bop Ken. 

$ The late Mrs. Nugent——and Edward E- 
liet of Port-Eliot, E/q. thc. Ve. 

§ Charles late "karl of Peterborough, General 
in Spain, te. 


Virg. 








-  BOETIUS; OR, THE UPRIGHT STATESMAN. 
F A SUPPOSED EPISTLE FROM BOETIUS TO HIS WIFE RUSTICIANA. 





-Pectore magno 


Spemque metumque domat, vitio fublimior omni ; 
Exemptus fatis ; indignantemque repellit 
Fortuvam; dubio quem non in turbine rerum 
Depréndit fuprema dies, fed abire paratum, 


Ac plenum vita. 


ARGUMENT.” 
Boerrosfsourifhed in the former part of the firth 
centy/y. He was defcended from the Manlian 
fany ‘yy and was one of the firft perfons of Rome 
ortunes and dignity. He received his edu. 





| 


| 


Start. Syiv. Lib. I. 


cation at Athens; after which he was thrice 
conful, and always renowned for his eloquence 
in the fenate. He was upon all occafions in- 
flexibly honett and ‘veraciouse 





BOETIUS: OR, THE UPRIGHT STATESMAN. 
And it came to pafs from the time that-he (Po- 


tiphar) had made him overfeer in his houfe, 
and over all that he had, that the Lord bleffed 


the Egyptian’s houfe for Jofeph’s fake; and 


the blefling of the Lord was upon all he had in 
the houfe, and in the field, 
Genesis xxxiz. 5, 


“ 1fTRopectroN. 


‘THE man, th truly read in virtue’s laws, 

Improves from enfure, and diftrufts applaufe. 

Firm in his hope, he yields not to defpair * ; 

‘The cube revers'd is {till erect and fquare F. 
Eliot $, to whom kind nature did impart 

The coolet head, and yet the warmeft hearts 

Bleft in thy nuptials, bleft in thy Tetreat, 

Privately good, and amiably great; 

Accept with candour thefe {pontaneous lays, 

And grant me pardon, for Taik not praife.aa 

In proof the Mufe true oracles recites, 

Hear what Boetius to his confort writes, 

Mark va the maa, and Heav'n thy labour 

blefs;——— 

In all be like him, but unhappinefs! 

‘Thus he afpir’d on meditation’s wings, 

And, to the beft of conforts, thus he fings: 


my Loren 


Rostretawa, loveliett of thy kind, 

Mott in my eyes, and ever in my mind; 

Bxii'd from all the Joys the world can give, 
*,And...(for my greater grief!) allow'd to live + 
“(By him §, I train’d to glory, bately left); 

Of all things, but my innocence, bereft : 

Patrician, conful, ftatefman but in name 5 

Of honour plunder'd, and profcrib’d in fame + 

(Betray’d by men my patronage had fed, 

And curs'd by lips to whieh I gave their bread) ; 
~ ‘To thee I breathe my elegies of woe; © 

For thee, and chiefly thee, my fortows flows 
b> epartner of my life, my heart's relief; 

Atike partaker of my joys or grief! 

‘5 All-bounteons God, how gracious was the care 
fo mix thy antidote with my defpair! 
Rufticiana lives to fmooth amy death, + 

And waft with fighs to Heav'n my parting breath. 
,flence hope and fortitude-infpire my breatt : 
| Be her’s the earthly part, and thine the ret : 
+Still Lam happy, human and divine ; 

‘Th’ affiftant angel the, th’ affiftance thine, 

: O wife, more gentle than the weftern breeze, 
Which (loth to part) dwells whifp’ring on the 
: ‘trees: 
iChafte as the lamb tht indulgent pattor leads 

To living ftreams through Sharon's flow'ry 
oe meads; 

28 The fortitude Of ajuft man confifis in con- 
“ temning the flatteries Of profperity, and over- 
“ coming pe fears oj poverty.” 

tz. GREGOR. Moral. L.. viii. 
8 Pmpofitis, Semperque fins? 
: Stat, Sylva, L, ii. 

edward Eliot, Efg. of Port-Elivt. . 

: The Emperor Theodorics 










89% 
Mild as the vbice of comfort to defpair; 
Fair as the fpring, and yet more true than fair # ; 
Delightful, as the all-enlivening fun ; 
Brighter than rills, that glitter as they run, 
And mark thee fpotlefs ;---air thy purity 
Denotes, thy clearnefs fire,-and earth thy con- 
ftancy-+. . if 
‘Weep not to read thefe melancholy ftrains: 
Change courts for cells, and coronets for 
chains ——_ . 
No greatnefs can be loft, where God remains! 
Say, what avails me, that I boaft the fame 
And deathlefs honours of the Manlian name ; . 
Th’ unfoil’d focceffion of renown’d defcent, 
Equal to time’s hiftorical extent $? 
One of my anceftors receiv’d his doom . 
There, where he fav'd the liberties of Rome! 
Did not another plunge into the wave 
The Gaulith champion, and his country fave 2 
Did not a third (and harder was his fate) 
Make his own child a vi@im for the ftate ? 
-And did not I my wealth and life confume, 
To blefs at once Theodoric and Rome ?--= 
But all is cancell’d and forgotten fince ; * 
Paft merits were reproachesto my prince! - 
As my own glory ferv’d to fuin mey 
Thy birth from Symmachus avails not thee: 
Thy meeknefs, prudence, beauty, innocence, 
Thy knowledge, and thy virtues, gave offence, 
When excellence is eminent, like thine, 
Our eyes are dazzled with tov bright a fhrine ; 
Death muft the medium give, that makes it 
mildly fhine. s 
‘What vifionary hope the wretch beguiles, 
Who founds his confidence on Princes {miles ? 
True to their int'reft, mindle(s of their teuft, 
Convenient is the regal term for ju(t. 
The plant, my cultivating hands had made 
A {preading tree, opprefs’d me with its thades 
Ambition pufh'd forth many a vig’rous thoot, 
And rancid jealonfy manur'd the root : 
Ingratitude a willing heart mifled, 
And fycophants the growing mifchief fed, 


—ee 


* “ Quis te felicifimum conjugis pudore nox 
“ predicavit 2” 
Purtosorure Verba ad Borttunts’ 
De Confelat. L. V1. Prof. 3. 
“ Vivit Umor ingenin modefla, pudicitie pudore 
Prarellens, et, ut omnes ejus dotes treviter ina 
eludam, Patri (Symmacho) fimilis. Vivit inn 
quam, tibique tantun, vite huins exofa, fpirie 
tum fervat. Quogue uno felicitatem minus tun 
anh vel ipfa concefferim, tui defiderio lackrymis 
ac dolore tabefcit.” . 
Ejufd Verbs. Ibid Prof. 4. Edit. 
Juntarum 1523. 


+ This paffage was written in imitation of 


Ovid's famous defeription of Galatea, Met. Le 
XIIL. and improved by an bint taken from Dre 
Donne's Poems. Page 96, tamo 
¥“ Quod fi gnid in nobititate bonum, id folum 
efe arbitror, ut impsfita nobilibus necefitudo vi- 
deatur, ne @ majorum virtute degenerent.” 
L, I Prof. @. 














_| the fa , Jae 
“mo (who, as I may venture to affure th 
was one John Smith +) firft led up 

ve | Then came the bold and felf-fufficien' 
+ | of-Du Bartas $, who broke dows all t 
ates of the true ftream of ¢ n 

“ » preferved the river 
“and full:to its banks) and like, 


So pales 


innovated phrafes and 





RELIGIOUS MELANCHOLY. - 


aever by a fall real adverb and adjective, as inly- 
ining, fadly-muting, and, to make free with my- 
felt, (though, Tonly did it by way of irony) 
amy expreflion of fimply-marry’d epithets, of 
which fort of novelties modern poetry chiefly 
gonbfts. Nor fhould fuch compound epithets be 
looked upon és the poets making ; for they awe 
their exittence'to jhe compoditor of the prefs, and 
the intervention % an hyphen. 
x Much of the fame analogy hy which Dryden 
and Pope guided themfelves in the predent caie, 
may be feen in the purer Greek and Roman lan- 
guages: but all the hyphens in the world (fup- 
ypofing hyphens had been then known), would not 
Fave truly joined together the dulce ridentem, or 
' dulce loguentem, of Horace. 

In a word, fome few precautions of the prefent 
Aind are not unneceflary : Englith poetry begins 
to grow capricious, fanta'‘tical, and affectedly luxu- 
wiant; and therefore (as Auguftus jaid of Hate- 


lus) fuflaminari paudulim debet. - 


"Shall not avery one mourn that dwelleth therein? 
i AMOS viii. 8. 

T did mourn as 2 dove; mine eyes tailed with 
Jeoking upwards. 

: Isatam xxxviii. 14. 

Fear not thou, my fervant, faith the Lord ; for [ 
am with thee. I will not make a full end of 

_ thee; but correct thee in meuture. 
cs : "Jer. xlvi. 46. 


Patws and difeafes; ftripes and Jabour too *! 

“ What more could Edom and proud Afhur do?” 

‘Scourge after fcourge, and blows fucceeding 
blows ?—= ¢ 

Lord, has thy hand no mercy, and our woes 

No intermiffion? Gracious Being, pleafe 

To calm our fears, and give the body eafe! 

‘The poor man, and the flave of ev'ry kind, 

*Midit pains and toils may gleams of comfort 
find ; . 

But who can bear the ficknefs of the mind? 

The pow’r of melancholy mounts the throne, 

And makes the realins of wifdom half her own $s 

Not David's lyre, with David's voice conjoin'd, 

Can drive th’ oppreffive phantum trom the mind $? 

No more the fun delights, nor lawns, nor trees; 

The vernal blolums, or the fummer’s breeze, 

No longer echo makes the dales rejoice 

With fpoitive founds, and pictures of a voice ff: 

* The bint of this emblem is taken from our veneram 
Be and religious poet, F, Quarles, L. U1. Embl. 4. 
Mr, Dryden ufed to fay, that Quarles exceeded him in 
the facility of rhyming. : 
sP@uarles’s book, and the emilematical prints therein 
yeriained, are chiefly taken from the Pia Delideria of 
Hugo Hermannus, The engravings were originally 
tefigned by that elebpated artift C. Van Sicbem, 

t Dan. iv. 34. $1 Sam. xvi. 23. 

“ Agresably te this is a lovely piece of imagery in the 
boly Scriptures: 

& The earth mourncth and languifeeth 4 Lebanon is 
aftamed. and bewn down ; Sharon is like a wildernefs; 
Bajban ond Carmel feaie off their fruits.” 

a 


2 Igaiau xxaiii. 9, 
Yop. xm 
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Ch’ aérial choir, which fung fo foft and clear, | 
Now grates harih mufic to the froward ear: 
The gently murm’ring rills offend from far, 
And emulate the clangour of a war: 
Books have no wit, the livelieit wits have none 3 
And hope, the lat of ev'ry friend, is gone 
Nor reft nor joy to virtue’s felf are giv’n, 
Till the diteafe is re@tly’d by heav’n. 
And yet this Iliad of inteltine woes 
(So frail is man) from feeming nothings rofe > 
A drop of acrid juice, a blatt of air, 
Th’ obitruction of a tube as fine as hair; ‘ 
Or (pai within a labyrinth of threads. 
More fubtle far than thofe tie fpider {preads * 

What fullen planet rul'd our hapleis birth, 
Averfe from joys, and enemy of mirth? _ 
Wat'ry Aréturus in a lucklels place 
South'd ¢, and portended tears to al! our race: 
With him the weeping Pleiades conjoin, 
And Mazzaroth made up the mouroful trine ¢ 
Orion added noife to dumb defpair, 
And reut with hurricanes the driving air; 
And lait Abfinthion || his dire influence thed 
Full on the heart, and fuller on the head. 7~ 
Oft have we fought (and fruitlefs oft) to gain 
A thort parenthelis "twixt pain and pain; 
But, fick’ning at the cheerfulnets of light, 
‘The foul has languith’d for th approach of nighte 
Again, immerft in hades, we feein to fay, 
O day-fpring J] ! gleam thy promife of a day §. 
On this fide death th’ unhappy fare are curit, 
Who tigh for change, and think the prefent worfts 
Who weep unpity’d, groan without relief ; 
“« There is no end nor meafure of their grief!" 
The happy have wafte twelvemonths to heitow 5 
But thote can fpare all time, who live in woe! 
Whole livelieft hours are anifery and thrall ; 
Whofe food wormwood, and whole drink is” 

gall **, . “ 

Banifh their grief, or eafe their irkfome load; 
Ephraim at length was favour’d by his God ft. 
Ah, what is man, that demiged on earth? : 
Proud of his knowledge, giorying in his birth 5 
Profane corrector of th’ Almighty laws, 
Full of th’ cftect, forgetful of the caufe ! 





~ © Tfriak lix. 5. 

f South'd, a received term in offrobey, : 

¥ Fob xxxviii. 31, 32. According to Scriptures. 
Afironemy, thefe three were ali watery figns, and em= 
Blematical of grief. The fourth conficllation, named 
Orion, threatened mankind with hurricanes and t: mpefis. 
Sandys underflood the paffage in the fare manner a: I 
do. See bis excellent paraphrae on Fob, foling page 
49, London 1637. MMicntion is again made of the 
Seven Stars (Pleiades), and of Orion, Amos Vv. 8— 
and Fob ix. 9. . 

Y The Star of bitternefi, called Wormwood, Rev», 
Vu. 10. 

G Gob xxviii. 12. Luke i. 78. Aversda Z dyese” 
This poetical word, day-{pring, exprejing the dawn 
of morning, bas been never adopted by our ports, as far 


as qwe can recolle?, 





Gerem. xxi. ts.- 


tt Ldid. xxxi. 300. 
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Why boat of reafon, and yet reaton ill? 
Why talk of choice, yet follow erring will? 
Why vaunt our liberty, and prove the flave 
OF all ambition wants, or fullics crave? 
“Phis is the iot of him, furnan'd the wife, 
Who lives miftaken, and miftaken dias! 

The fick lefs happy, and yet happier live 
For pains and maladies are Gail's 6 
"This vefpive *twixt the grave and c 
Ss th’ jntexpos'd parenthelis of ‘ie 
‘Too often we comp!ain—but Nef is weak: ; 
Silence would wafle us, and the heart’ would 

_ break, 
Behold yon rofe, the paor de 
(Vain on his brow, and anguith in his ey 
What healthy verdyre paints its juicy fhoots, 
What cqual cirentation feeds the ronts : 
At morning-dawn it feels the dey ting’d ray, ' 
Hat opens all its bofom to the da: 
(No art affifts it, aud no toil it takes *, 
Slambers at ev’ning, and with morning wakes +. 
Why wis I born? Or wherefore born a man? 
Tmnente ny with ; yet tether'd to a fpan! 
"Vhe flave, that groans beneath the toiliome oar, 
* Obtains the fabbath of a welcome fhore :”? 
His captive ftripes are heal'd 5 his native foil 
Swertens the me sory of foreitm t : 
“ Alas my fotrows are not, half fo bleft;” 
My labours know no end, my pains na ref! 

Tell me, vain-glorious Newtons, if you can, 
‘What heteroyeneous mixtures form the man? 
Pleafure and anguith, ignorance und fill; 
Nature and fpivit. flav’ry asd freeewiil: 
Weaknefs and flrength, old-age and youthful 

prime; : 
Error and truth’; eternity and time 
What contradictions have for ever ran 
* Betwixt the nether bruce and upper nian f? 

Al} whar are men, who God's creation fcorn? 
‘The worta their brother ;— § brother elder-horn ! 
Plants live like them, in fairer robes ar yd, 
Alike they flinrith, and alike th. yw fade.” 

‘The lab'ring tteer feeps lefs diturb'd at night, 
And eats ahd drinks with keener appetite 
Relirain’d by jut t enjoy his Gil; 
Ufeful, and » le of HH, : 
Say, man, what vain pre-eminence is thine? 
Fach fenfe inpair'd dy gluttony and wine |: 
‘Lhou are the heat, except thy {oaring mind 
Alpines to res of immorial kin 

' File, boafted knowlcdze, haplefs is thy curfe, 
‘L” approve the better, and embrace the worfe ! 
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the fleep of plants, fee an ingenious 
fe dtcly publifbed in Seweden. 

4 Poetical oftnition of a centaur. 

§ fod xvii. 14.—There is a remarkable paffige in 
the Phulas upor this occohon, wheee the corm takes 
place of the i : #0 praife the Lord, ye moun 
tains and olf} ifs) trees and all exiars ; beafts 
aad ad catiie ; worms an feathered fowls ; Biags of the 
carth and all peoples princrs and judees-of the world.” 

Psaum exlvii. 10. Sepiuogint verfion. 

Wf we pariger the ficfo tov rmauch, we nourift: an | 


enemy; if wwe bfraud it of lave fu foflenance, we deftre 
@ good citizen, s 











+ Grecor, Tomil, 


OF HARTE.- 


So Annas owns the miracle, and then 
(Wilfullly blinded) perfecutes again *. 

To minds utflidted ever has been given 

m upon the patronage of Heav’n: . 

(Whil& the worid’s idiots ev'ry though. employ 
With hopes to live and die withoat annoy). + 
fn the firfl-ngonies of heart-tttuch ggief, 
Heav'n to out parents typify’d retigl $. , 
‘Th’ Almighty tent an ear ta HNgnfh’s pray’r}, 
And blef i ing, in an heir: 
Whilf Hezokieh §, carneft in his caufe 
Gain'd a fatpenfion of great nature's | ws, 
And permanence to time ;—For lo! the fun 
Retvae’d the journey he had lately run.— : 

But moft th’ unhappy wrerch, aggriev’d in 
Rais'd pity in the Saviour of mankind j).  [mind, 
He afk’d for peace; heav'n gave him its own retty 
Demons were dumb, and Legion difpatfest. : 














Wither'd with pulfy’d biafts, the limbs refame be 
‘Thy flrength, O manhood, and, O youth, thy 


Syro-i*henicia’s maix 





n re-cnjoy'd {bloom €f 


+] That equal mind, which Satan once deftroy’d #™. 


And, when the heav’nly Ephphatha tt was fpoke, 
The deaf-horn heard, the dumb-born filence broke. 
‘Ch’ ethereal fluid mov'd, the fpeech peturn’d ; 
No fpafms were dreaded, no delpondence mourn’d, 
‘Then roufe, my foul, and. bid the world 
adien, , c 
Kismaxins, wiftom, joys and glory too; 
‘The mizhty ExvuKa ff appears in view. 
$§ Juft fo, the gen'rous falcon, long immur’d 
In dioleiul cell by ofier-bars fecur’d, 
Laments her Fate; till, ditting fwiftlPby, 
‘Th’ a prize attracts her eager eye + 
Infant fhe fammons all her Strength and fires 
Her afpect kindles fierce with keen defire 
She prunes her tatter’d plumes in confeious pride, 
And bounds from perch to perch, and fide to fide 4 
Unpetient of her jail, and long detain’d, * 
She breaks'the bounds her lit: ty reftrain’d : 
Then, having gain’d the point by heav'n defign’d, 
Soars mut the clouds, and proves her high-born 
ind. 
When Adam did his paradife forego, 
He curn’d his hard-boyght bread with fweat- 
~ ing brow 
Give us the labour, but fupprefs the woe ! 
Merit we huaft not: but Chrift’s facred fide 
Has pour’d for ull its facramental tide. 
No fin, no guile, no blemifhes had he; 
A felf-made dlave to fet the capiive iret 

















* Ads iv, 6,18, 
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§2 Kings 3x. 
I Bark v. 3-9. And alfo © The fpirit of the 
Lard is upon me {faith Chrift}: be font me ta’ beal the 


brokew 


thee,” “Se. Luke iv. 18. Compare likewife 









+ 2As Fe. AR: Vili. 7. 
S* Riurk vii 26. . 3 
tH Did. 34. - . X ‘ 
ft Sce Duvven’s Relig. Laici 5 and Pator’s Ode 
intiteled, What ts man? ETPHKA fignifies Finding’ 
out the great point defir cons 
59 Whe Lint of sic fmite ie taken from Quarkese 





RELIGIOUS MELANCHOLY. 


Yet pais and anguiff Rill too far peefume; 

J % are peav'n’s ways, and righteous is its 
doom, 

All chattifynents, before we reach the grave, 
Are bitter med’cines, kindly meant to five. 
‘Vhus let thé vherieic of our fulf’ rings move; 
‘The voice of grief is eft the voice of love *! 
‘The bed of ficktels, (after cares and ftrife) 
1s weak man's cr#le for a fecond life 5 
Death's b oment; and, before we die, 
threfhold of eternity ! 











* There is fometioes a certain pleafure in aveeping : 
Tt is u fort of cunfelation to an afflicted perfan to be sho- 
roughly fenfible of bis afflidtion, §r. Ambaosz. 


» , 899 
So, ftretch’d beneath the juniper’s chill fhade, 
Th’ afficted prophet * in defpoudence pray'd: 
“ Oh, take the burthen of my'lite away, 
Dead are ray fires; nor better i than tlie 
At length a feraph ery'd, “ Arife and e: ; 
Behold thy bev’rage, and behold thy meat: 
Heav'n’s one repaft thall future itrength fupply 
For forty days, till Horeb mezts thy vye +." 
The good ran neiter fears, defponds, nor faints, 
Arm’d with the heavuly panoply ¢ of faints. ~~ 


v8 
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o* Elijab. : 

$ 2 Kings xix. 4—8. “s . : 

t Epb. vie £4—17—Panoply (from the Greck) 2 
complete fuit of armour, Ma. Port, Devven, 
‘ : 2 
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MEDITATIONS ON CHRISI’S DEATH AND PASSION, ° 


AN EMBLEM. 4 


He was wounded for our tranfgreffions, he was 
bruifed for our jniquities: ‘The chaltifement of 
our peace was upoit him. Tsatau lili. 5, 


Zig ties, XPIETE* odiedy, aig Aulog Stasis. 
: .. Grea, Naz, Carm, lamb. 


RESPICE DUI. TRANSIS, QUIA 81S MINT CAUSA 
% DOLORIS,. . 


Hasre not fo faft, on worldly cares employ’d, 
‘Thy bleeding Saviour * atks.a fhort delay: 
What trifling blifs is {till to be enjoy’d, 
‘What change of folly wings thee on thy way? 
Look back a moment, paufe a while}, and ftay. 
For thee thy God affum’d the ' uman frame ; 
For thee the guilclefs pains and anguith try’d; 
‘Vhy paffions fin excepted) his became : 

«Like thee he fuffer’d, hunger’d, wept, and dy’d. 


Nor wealth nor plenty did he ever tafte, 

, ‘The mofs his pillow, oft his couch the ground 
‘The poor man’s bread completed his reputt 
Home he had none, and quiet never found, 

- For fell reptoach purfu'd, and aim’'d the wound { 


* Chriff is the way, the trath, and the life, The cay 
wherein thou oughteff to call; the truth cwbich thon 
Siroft to obtains and the life of bappinefe which thou 

_lonigeft 80 eujuy. Sr, Avax sr. 

+ Uyeu labour for’ atime, you will afterwards eq 
joy an eternity of reft. Your fufferings are of a’ fe 
duration, your jay will loft far ever ! and if your rfew 
Lution wavers,and is going to.defert you, turn your eyes 
toward: mount Calvary, and confider what Chrif fy= 

for you, innoéent "as be was. This confideratioa 

Ul enable you to fay in the event, that your Siggerings 
"lofted only fur a moment, Ibe. 
$. Yorough envy proceeded the fall of the world, and 
death of Chrift. -” Sr. Avaust. 

For be (Lilate} knews that the’ chicf priefts bad deo 
Tivered him for ery.” Marx xv. 10, 

pan ancient heathen alfa bath perfonificed Ever, and 
Beinted Ler ina mifibiewous attiticte : Z 






















‘The wife men mock’d him,and the learned feorn’ 
Th’ ambitious worldling otier patrons try’d 
‘The pow’r that judg’d him ev'ry foe fuborn’d 
He wept unpity’d, and unhonour'd dy’d., 

For ever mournful, but for ever dear, 
O love ftupencous! glorious degradation 
Na death of ficknefs; with a common tear jam 
No foft extinction claims our forrows here 3 
But anguifh, fhame, and a; onizing pafiga! 
‘The riches of the world, and worldly praife, 
No monument of gratitude cun prove; ” 
Obedience only the great debi repays, 
An imitative kcart and undivided love! 


To fee the'image of th’ All-glorious Pow’r 
Sufpend his iminottality, and dwell r 
In :uortal bondage, tortur'd ev'ry hour: 

A felt-made pris'ner ina deleSume cell, 
Victim for fin, and conqueror of heli *! 
Lutiration for offences not his own ! 

‘Ch’ unfpotted for th’ impure refign’d his breaths. 
No other off’ring could thy crim=s atone» 
‘Then blame thy Saviour’s love, but not his death, 


From this one profpeé draw thy fole relief, 
Here learn fubmifion. paflive dutics learn ; 
Here drink the calm oblivion of thy grief: 
Efchew each danger, ev'ry good difcern, : 
And the truc wages of thy virtue carn. 
Reflect, O man, on fuch ftupendous love, 
Such iympathy divine, and tender care ts 





















Gaara malorum, 
Aavidia infelix! animi <italia vidit, ** 
Ladendig; ee ay 
* Nolo vivere fine wlnere, cum te videan vulneratim, 
" Bonavent, 





To know God, without knowing our-mifiry, crea, 
Pride: To know mifery, without lucwing Chiff, eayjs 
aeffondence, Sr. Aveustin, 
t They make a freeewill ofering to Ged, sho, in th 
Gf of their fufferings proferee their gratitude and aa. 
noreledgertciits, $ Cassian 

2 gLij : 





gor s THE WORKS 
Befeech the Paraclete * thine heart to move, 
And offer up to heav’n this filent pray’r. 
« + Great God, thy judgments are with juftice 
crown’d, 7 7 
To human crimes and errors gracious ftill ; 
‘Vet, though thy mercies more and more abound, 
Right reafon fpares not frefh-exifting ill, : 
Nor can thy goodnefs counterwork thy will, 
Ah, no! The gloom of fin fo ‘dreadful thoves, 
‘That horror, guilt, and death the confcience fill: 
* God's Holy Spirit worketh in the following manner 
in bis rational childrom. le infruéts, moves, and advo- 
niftes : as for example, it inflrudts the reafon, moves the 
“avill, and udmonifbes the memory, z 
St. Grecor. in Moral. 
$ Tranflated from the famous French ode of M. de 
Barredux, 


& Grand Dieu! Yes jugemens fort remplis Peguite,” &e. 


OF HARTE, 
Eternal laws our happinefs sppofe: a: 
Thy nature and our lives are everlafting foést © 


“ Severe thy truth, yet glorious is thy frhemeg. 
Complete the vengeance of thy juft defire; 
See from our eyes the gufhing torrents ftreamy . g 
Wet ftrike us, blaft us with celeftiayfre; | 
Our doom, and thy decrees, alike confpire.. 
Yet dying we will love thee anCedore:—~ 
Where thal the flaming flathes of thy ire 
Tranfpierce opr bodies? Ev'ry nerve and pore 
With ‘Chrift’s immaculate blood is cover'd o’er 

and p’er.” 


When we praife God we may fpeak much, atid 
yet come fhort: wherefore in fam, He is all. 
When you glorify him, exalt him as much as 
you can: for even yet be will far exceed, And 
when you exalt him, put forth all your Atxcrighy 
and be not weary: br you can never go fai 
spough, — - *  Ecchos xlili. 27 — joy. 
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